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IF IT CONTAIN 

A WORTHY SENTIMENT, 

AN ORIGINAL THOUGHT, AN HONORABLE AMBITION, 

IT IS NOT DUB TO VANITY BOBN OF FLATTERY, 



BUT TO YOU, 



MY DEAR MOTHER, 

WHOSE PEERLESS NATURE AND ANGEL VIRTUES 



ARE MY SWEETEST MEMORIES ; 



AND I TRUST, IN THOSE DARK DAYS WHICH, * 

AS THEY COME TO ALL LIVES, MUST COMB TO MINE ALSO, 
MY LOVE OF BOOKS AND DEVOTION TO MY PEN MAY PROVE 
MY SOLACE AND MY STRENGTH. 



*' I am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm, 

Is often laudable : to do good, sometimes 

Accounted dangerous foUj." 

Shaksspbrb. 
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LETTER L 

" Adieu, adieu I my native shore 

FailcH o'er the waters blue; 
The niglit'Wlnds uigb, tlie breakers roar, 

And Blirieka llie ivitd Heamew. 
Yon SuD Ihat sela uuoti the sea 

We Follow in his flight; 
Farewell awhile to him and thee. 

My native Land — Qoud night 1" 

Liverpool, February, 1878. 
I ANTEDATE Hiy first page at Liverpool, Eogland, on 
board the steaiualiip " City or Rictimoud," which I am offi- 
cially asamed will arrive in Ite Mersey Saturday evening; 
and I sit in rny cabin wondering how I shall I'eel when I 
arrive in a foreign laud, and whether the journal 1 design 
keeping during my stay abroad will ever be finished, and 
if so whether it will prove pleasant reading to my friends 
at home. For many days I have been conHned to my room, 
submitting martyrlike and resignedly to the tortures im- 
posed on me by my turbulent enemy, "Old Nep." For 
many nights I have lain in my liertb (wliicli, by tlie way, 
was not the most luxurious couch tliat ever female's tender 
limbs rested upon), listening to the incessant heart-throbs 
of this marvellous iron horse, tram|iling down the mighty 
waves, and carrying me many thousand leagues from my 
country and my home. As 1 contemplate new ambitions, 
fresh scenes, and curious studies, the countless possible 
calamities by which I am surrounded are forgotten. The 
seagulls that have been tracking the course of the vessel 
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since noun, reBemblitig giant snowflakes (Irifted by the 
■wind, seem to have folded iheir beautiful wings in rest, 
■while the gentle waves roek lliein to sleep on the bosom of 
the blue sea, Tliese birds live from the offal of the ship, 
but never come aboard, as they are affected by sea-sickness 
the same as human beings. 

"We have had an nnusually calm voyage," so my good 
friend the stewardess says; the only reply I have to make 
is, "that the sleeplessness of these 'calm' waters has 
created in me aeneatioas of a most unpleasant, not to say, 
bypoohoudriacal character." 

in these leaves I shall endeavor to avoid the safe and 
easy habit of borrowing ideas from the guide-books, or the 
■equally seductive thievery of reflecting the impressions of 
former travellers. 1 have otlen thought what deliglitfiil 
sketches could have been written by those who crossed from 
" K York or Philadelphia to Liverpool in the first ocean 
steamers. They got the cream of noveltj', and their readers 
were almost as much gratified as themselves; but now that 
nearly every one goes to Europe, and that many know far 
more of other countries than of their own, and that it is the 
fashion to say you have been "abroad," a review of rambles 
'd foreign climes must be something more than a mere copy 
of what has been written a thousand times. Any one, 
however, who is blessed with the usual forty-eight ounces 
of tliat material instrument of thought, impulse, or percep- 
tion, that reigns supreme in man, and who uses his eyes 
and ears, can find plenty of tests to elaborate wheresoever 
" e mayjourney. The old, old world is forever new to such 
minds, every fresh face is a fresh theme, and nothing is so 
sure to quicken thought as llie habits of another people, 
sse will be the books that I shall attempt to study dur- 
ing my absence, and if 1 can succeed in interesting my 
friends beyond tlie vast sea ever so little, my labors will he 
■,he labors doubly of love and dlity. 

Niue days isolated from the great world I Nine days 
afloat upon the beautiful but tieacherous sea ! Nine days 
of oblivion I 

No doubt Liverpool is a pleasant city in good weather, 
but when we rode along its broad streets it was dismal and 
■wet to a degree; still, withal, it had a pious look, for it was 

mday morning, and the people were on their way to 
church. The two great lions in front of St. George's Hall, 
lind the equestrian statue of Queen Victoria, with Prince 
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AllKrt U11 the opposite pcdimen t, told idg I wnn ui England, 
and the impiesainii was conlirmed as we entered the gloomy 
corridor oF the London and Nortliwestern Hotel. Every- 
tliing was rich, dark, ami heavy. The coiree-rnoni waa 
cheerless like the rest; the elalioratc decorations, tho silent 
eerrants, the dignified lady clerk in the oRioe, who was at 
once bookkeeper and manager, the mnsaive stairway, wore 
kII so many natural introductions to a country that 1 hail 
1 expected to find more remarkable Tor strength and money 
ihan Tnv grai;e anil lieanty. Tlie bad tea, the execrable 
cotfea, hai-d bread, cold toast, and immense muttonuhop, 
mians savor, which constitnted our breakCaat, were the ini- 
tials to a long series of the sannc monotonous fare. 

The almost constant absence of the sun has a depressing 
effect. The atmosphere is not keen anil cold as in America, 
but dark and penetrating, and tlie universal use of bitumin- 
ous coal gives rather a Pittsburg taste and smell to the air. 
There is no Adams Express nor Western Union Transfer 
Company in England, ao we hailed a "four-wheeler" to con- 
vey us, in the inside, and our "traps" on the outside, to the 
hotel. I marvel some enterprising Yankee does not come 
here and estahlish one of tlie liaggage transfer companies 
for which our country is renowned. He would have no 
compelitora to struggle against. Now, here is an oppor- 
tunity for one of our young men; will he take the advice 
of a woman? 

The " hansom " is an unpretentious " one-hoss shay," re- 
sembling somewhat our light buggy-wagons. It has only 
two seats, doors that close over the occupants, and it is 
also provided with a glass window that may be lowered 
over the face in inclement weather. The driver is perched 
high in a little box at the back, and the reins pass over the 
top of the carriage. I wonder if tliia curious equipage is 
an tmproi'ement on, or whether it is fashioned after the 
same model of the first public carriage that the inhabitants 
of Liverpool had the iirivilcge of hiring of Mr. James 
Dimoke, in the middle of the eighteenth century. In those 
1 daya Miss Clayton was the happy possessor of the only 
[ private turnout in this city, so on the occasion of a grand 
I party, ball, or opera, -when Miss Clayton was using her 

[ own brougham, and Mrs. liad hired the only one at the 

extensive livery stables of James Dimoke, the other ladies 
f of Liverpool were conveyed in sedan chairs. 
^ I was surprised to find so few ladies on the street. The 
1 were almost without exception slattern and care- 
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less, and I sLoukl have left willi a wrong opinion had I 
not had an opportunity to be present at the rece]>lion of 
the chief magistrate of Liverpool, Mr. Forwood, at the 
"City Hall." Assisted by his accomplished wife, the 
event attracted all the better classes, ineluding the nobility 
of tiie neigbborbood. What must be the wonlth of a coun- 
try when the mayor of one of its cities entertains and is 
honored like a monarcb ? Tlie City Hall was the first 
English pnblic building I bad seen, and the saloons whei-e 
the Lord Mayor of this commercial town, with a popnla- 
tion of 500,()76, received his quests, were infinitely snperior 
to the chambers in the White House, at Washington, as 
snperior, indeed, as the home of a paroenu cotton- spinner 
is to nn old feudal castle. 

Mr. Forwood ia a tall, elegant man, about tbirty-six, 
evidently the junior of his wifi; by a couple of years, who 
is the veritable type of an English woman, — a ponderous 
figure <;tnd in the very softest and heaviest of Bonnet silks. 
Her reception toilet of pale sage was bordered with knife- 
plaiting and ru»ies, richly draped with the same material, 
and myrtle-green velvet hands embroidered with cut ci-ya- 
tale of emerald, ruby, and topaz, formed the garniture. 
The costume was completed by an exquisite bonnet of the 
same shades. Mrs. Forwood ia a comely but nr<t hand- 
some woman. She was exceedingly cordial in her manner 
of greeting an American, and the pleasant words she spoke 
of my country {for siie bas visited the United States), 
thrilled me with kindly emotions for my English cousins, 
and greatly tempered tlic odium with which 1 had always 
regarded the nation that had held, and hoped to retain m» 
their vassals. 

Was it not in this nation, and from this very port of- 
Ltverpool, that that most infamous and inhuman source of 
emolument, the African slave trade was opened ? As early 
as 1766 Liverpool had already gained an unenviable no- 
toriety in this despicable traflic — the purchase and sale of 
human l>einge — the llheratinn of whom cost us years of 
bloodshed, death, and desolation, in the sncceeding cen- 
tury. In a bill of lading, dated shortly al'ter we had 
crossed the meridian of the last century, for slaves shipped 
to Georgia, then a portion of South Carolina, I sec that 
these poor creatures were branded with particular marks, 
by red-hot irons, the same process used on cattle, and with 
equal indifference. And in the year ISU6~18U7, when this 
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odious trade was abolished, 185 African slave ships sailed 
from Liverpool carrying 49,'213 slaves. 

The docks are uuaurpasBed by any in the world ; these 
masterful constructions ati-ctcb along the Mersey for five 
miles on the Liverpool side, aiid two miles on the Birken- 
head si<le, coveriog with dry-docks two hiiiidred acres, 
together with nineteen miles of quays. 

An attempt at forming something like a dock in tUe old 
Fool was made ia 1661, as a shelter Tor ships in bad wea- 
ther, by defending the entrance with massive stone piers ; 
and for a century this harbor was snfBcient for the limited 
commerce of the period. The develojiment of irafBc 
caused the necessity of a regular dock, and in 1TU9 an act 
was passed making the drst dock at Liverpool for the se- 
curity of al! ships trading to and from this port; it was 
called tlie Custom House Dock. These were the early 
foundations of the existing enormous system. The pres- 
ent business wealth and importauce of Liverpool is chiefly 
owing to its magniScent docks, which are among the great- 
est works of modern times, considering the obstacles sur- 
mounted; unlike most docks they are built in the river 
itself by inclosing witliin a sea-wall, five miles in extent, a 
poition of the beach of the Mersey, and afterward cscava- 
ting tlic |>art thus reclaimed to a proper depth. Most of 
these docks communicate witti each other, and have sep- 
arate enti-ances, so the ships may pass from one to the 
other, without being locked out. in the river, and back in 
the dock again. 

The sugar refineries and soap factories are very exten- 
sive. What with tlie murky atmosphere, and what with 
the soot arising from the solt coni, I Uoubt not but the de- ■ 
.mand for the latter product exceeds tlie supply. 

It was cold and inhospitable when wc rode through Sef- 
ton Park, but the hedges surrounding the homes of the 
aristocracy within their limits were green, luxuriant, aud 
well-combed, and the sliver plates, or the letters carved on 
the massive stone portals, told not the names of the owners 
of these mansions, but the name of each estate itself, such 
as "Maple Grove," "0»k Lodge," ''Stanley Park," and 
"Worcester Place." 



PICTURES AND PORTRAll 



LETTER II. 



K Cads. 

London, February, I87S. 
LosdonI Great London 11 But no. Of that hereafter. 
Eager as I nir, dear, silent little frienrt, you who never in- 
terrupt nor coutrndict me, to tell yon of this benildering 
world of a city, 1 must relate to-night only bow I came into 
it. Were I to follow my impulses, and pour into you all 
my first impressions, those who may peruse my pages later 
on would exulaim: "But how was the great capita! reached? 
Em'ly says not a word of her manner of transit from the 
most gigantic commercial port to the political, moral, in- 
tellectual, literary, artistic, and social centre of the world. 
Did she ride, walk, fly, or make the passage in a balloon?" 
I came on the "metala," to use tbe English word for 
rails. We were registered for London this morning at the 
booking-offlce of the London and Northwestern Station, in 
Lime Street, Liverpool. Of course I felt a woman's curi- 
osity about -in English railway station, which 1 think I 
can attribute to the effect npon my mind of Fritii's great 
picture that liung in the Briiish Art Section at our Centen- 
nial Exhibition. It was admirably descriptive of the 
scene that greeted me tids morning. What a motley 
throng! What a torrent of travel 1 The bright, ruddy- 
fnced schoolboy on liis way to Rugby, the burly manufac- 
turer i-elurniiig to his mills in Manchester, tlie detective 
and the pickpocket, tlie gambler and the priest, the lord 
and the farmer, the lady and tlie maid, the stately dowager 
and the hoydenisli English miss, ungainly and inelegant in 
the extreme, with none of the grace and chic of tbe fair 
American and brilliant French girl, who followed, all ming- 
ling in the melSe. How diffei'ent from our d^p6ts at honiel 
Yet with all how precise and orderly! Already I have 
learned that I must not use ibe won! d^pOl. John Bull 
does not comprehend its significance; with him it is inva- 
riably "station." i was struuk by the enormous sale of 
papers, and the vast book-stalls; and gazed at the crowds 
clustered around them, and then at the character of the 
literature, and was delighted to notice that a lai 
pr American works 



or FOBEION 



19 



» 



door of the flret-class waiting-room I read in large letters: ] 
" For ladies only." Tliis cinntiiand excludes a husband, 1 
for under no circumstsincea wliatever is a gentleman per- ] 
mitted to enter llie hallowed precincts. Be is obliged to 
tarry elaewliere, and join bis wiTe, or his sister, or his 
sweetheart on the platl'orm. 

Every station is provided witli ii restaurant and bar, for . 
the English iire a nation of eaters and drinkers, and these , 
dining-rooiQs are always tilled to repletion on the arrival 
and departure of the trains; furthermore tliey are always 
attended by young women. Not tlie imaginary pretty I 
barmaid, but pert, flashy, loudly dressed creatures. The J 
great hotel and saloon system, managed by the partnership j 
of Spiers k Pond, who are eoining fabulous sums by their ] 
franeliises, is said to employ over Ave hundred girls as bar- 
tenders. Wfaeu I expressed my horror nt this method, an 
English lady told me that the most popular man in Liver- 
pool, Mr. Samuelson, who had held the post of mayor, pre- 
vious to Mr. Forwood, owned several hundred beer shops, 
and had se(;ured his election by tlie money ami patronage 
thus collected and organized. | 

When the herald for departure sounded, tliere was no 
hurrying nor rush for seats, but the passengers were shown 
to tlie carriages according to the class indicated on their 
ticket. Before entering, I paused to look at this novel, at j 
least to rac, conveyauce, with » door on either side of each 1 
compartment. Yery pleasing and luxurious indeed was ^ 
the interior, as much so as our American drawing-room | 
cars. The upholstering was navy blue cloth, finished with i 
silk cords and button (you see, woman-like, I jot down tbe 
details), an ominous color, and I marvelled if ttiis hue was , 
to pervade my entire tour. As I sank into my place I ob- 
served that our carriage contained six passengers, three 
on each sofa, face to face. This was the extent of its i 
seating capacity, aa the sofas are divided into three sec- 
tions by projecting arms. The places thus formed are 
spacious for one, and much space is squandered; but I 
presume that tbis precaution has been adopted by the cir- 
cumspect English, as a means of preventiug tbe accidental 
occurrence of travellers becoming too closely allied while 
confined in these flying prisons. There lingers iu my mind 
recollections of a catastrophe that transpired in one of 
these carriages, despite this preservative, which created & 
vivacious gossip on both sides the Atlantic. 
Another delectable custom of foreign travel is being 
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locked in the carriage by the guard, anil left. In suuh a 
ise one's HenButiona are far more apprehensive wlien left 
I eompany than when te.ft alone. [lad 1 been a young 
lady, I shonld have l>een agitated and ill-at-ease, bnt as the 
fact Btanda, a married one, with Mr. " Bm'ly" at toy side, 
I settled myself to scan my companions — two Americans 
and two English. There was uo shrill whintiing, nor - 
blowing, nor shrieking, nor Bhifting trains; no pushing 
cars back and forth, no clanging of chains, no unexpected 
collisions of carriages in the eflfort to get off — such delights 
we have all enjoyed at home — luit we moved as smoothly 
as if the metals had been oiled, and away we flew to 
London, six hours distant. 

'or many years tliere was great inconvenience to travel- 
lers, in consequence of the circuitous route thej' had to 
make by existing lines, and from the extreme points at 
which their city termini were situated. The companies that 
occupy the north, northeast, and midland districts of Liv- 
erpool, were obliged to ctinvej all their passengers in an 

nibus from a station near the Brunswick Dock to the 
southern end of the town, entailing an expensive and vexa- 
tions transfer of baggage. IVow all the annoyance of this 
wasteful system is obviated by the construction of a station 
in the centre of Liverpool, ai^joining the Adelphi Hotel, 
which branches from the existing line cuntlgtions to the 

mswick Dock, and is used in common by these compa- 

s for passengers and general traffic. 

i.a I was fresh to the sight and to all my surroundings, 
I began to study and compare. The morning was cold, 
the atmosphere gloomy and dank, and I was chilly, with- 
out the accustomed luxuries of American travel. Long 
copper canisters, filled with hot water and placed under 
the feet, were intended to supply the absence of fire. With 
this accessory, one might have been comfortable enough, 
had not the English perseveringly kept the windows low- 
ered. Resnil; an ugly cold and an ill temper. . There was 

conversation save amongst the Americans; of course 

were lull of the strange scenes and novel situations, 
but I could see that if John Bull did not talk he was 
eager and hungry listener. At length silence reigned, and 
1 looked out upon the country side, by which we were fly- 
ing at the mte of forty miles an hour. A dense veil of 
mist hung upon the landscape. Howearnestly I desi 
the appearance of the sun to dispel all this melancholy fog, 
and by his influence glorify and irradiate the picture, for I 
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coqM discern the beauty of the section through which we 
were passing. 

It is winter, yet the grass is green, tlie trees are in full leaf, 
anrt the hedges strong, dark, and glossy. The little brown 
cottages are neat, prim, and cosey; very few exist out of 
the large towns, and those we noticed on the roadside were 
in clusters. 

Without exception, the stations -weve quiet anrl deserted, 
At Crewe tlie doors were unlocked, and a fresh re-enforce- 
ment of foot-warmers supplied. This net I hailed with 
grateful emotions. It is a town of almost cntiri 1y modern 
growth, and the hi^rae of numbers of the railway ofticials 
of the London and Northwestern Road, who have here a 
vast establishment for the iDantifactore of everytliing essen- 
tial to railways. 

When we reached Rugby, and I saw the train depositing 
its burden of grammar school boys, I longed to follow, not 
to school, but to Hilton Hall, formerly the home of the 
celebrated English essayist, Addison. Dr. Jolinson says: 
"Whoever wishes to attain an English style, familiar but 
not coarse, and elegant but not ostentatious, must give liis 
days and nights to the volumes of Addison." Remember- 
ing this, I was eager to saunter in bis footpriuts through 
"Addison's Walk," a long avenue or favorite promenade 
in bis garden, hoping that I might be imbued by some en- 
during essence of the poet's literary merits and grace. 

The more frequent clusters of habitations, ihe faint and 
flickering lights in the distanue, that were growing clearer 
and more definite every mnmenl, the towering spires, the 
volumes of smoke issuiug Irom the numberless chimneys, 
were all evidences of our approach to a great city. Fifteen 
minutes more and we were in Euston Square Station, 
London, surrounded liy at least a hundred porters and 
hai'kmeu, all clamoring for pali'onage, and each one ad- 
hering to us with as much persistency as if they expected 
we could engage them all. I endeavored to describe the 
d^pot at Liverpool. This one in London exceeds my 
power. It is confusion worse confounded. 
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LETTER III. 

' Willi, llien, 13 lo insure llie pile whicli now tnwerfl above me 
from siiBriiig lUu fate of miglitior muuiioluanis ? The time must 
come when ilB gilded Taulla, wliicli now spring so softly, shall lie 
In mbbiBli beneath the feet ; when, instead of the sound of melody 
and praise, the wind shall whistle through the liroken arcfhea, and 
the owl hoot from the shattered tower ; when the garish sunbeam 
shall break into these gloomy mansions of death ; and the ivy 
twine around the fallen column ; and Uie foxglove hang Its blos- 
1B about the nameless urn, as if in mockery of the d^ad. ThuB 
n passes away ; liis name perisliea from record and recollection ; 
his history is as a tale that is told, and his monninent becomes a 



London, February, 1878. 
Wren I entered the a/rium of the VVestminster Pnlaee 
Hotel, several evenings ago, I was nwed by the grandeur 
of its architecture and appointments. T)ie flood of light 
m the chandeliers, and the blazing Are in the glowing 
grates, on either side of the hall, were ciiecrinij signs of 
mfort and luxury. But the ample stone st^iirway and 
silent corridorB, the floors of nonrble and vaulted eeilings, 
gave to it a monastic air. 1 w.aa conducted In my apart- 
ments by a natty little English maid in a pale [link cotton 
vn, carrying a candle that shed a ghostly glimmer. 
Throwing open the door of a rtwm tliat was dark and damp, 
she bade me enter. Depositing the tallow, she was nhout 
to make her exit, when I requested hev to " light the gas." 
CFazing at me in amazement, she informed me tliat there 
i no gas in the cliambers. In one corner I saw a grate 
of rather limited compass, and inquired if she could light 
i fire? Replying in the affirmalive, the young woman 
in the pink cotton gown, in midwinter, vanished. 

Left alone, I dwell upon the atone floor, cheerless fire- 
place, ahsence of gas, and tlie old-fashioned bureau, euv- 
moiinted l>y a little toilet mirror — a counterpart of one I 
remember in my grandmother's attic, wlien a child, still 
retained by tiie family as a genealogical relic — and then, 
like a meteor, it flashed up'iu me that ! was not in America, 
at tlie Continental, Philadelphia, or the Fifth Avenue, New 
York, but in London. The London, tijat is so old, that 
nothing certain is known of its origin; the London that 
mmianns Marcellinus, who flourished in the reign of 
Julian the Apostate, termed ao ancient place, called Lon- 
;«<» HJMWi ; that appears as a Koman station during the sov- 
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ereignty of ClauHiiis; that was flrat fortiBed by Constan- 
tiue llie Qreat, and one of tlie theatres where some of the 
world's grandest scenes have b«en noted. Could I expect 
modern comforts in a city thai liart existed previous to the 
Christian era? I bad said adieu lo l\]t Progressiva Youth 
one bright day, almost three w«eks ago, and was now liv- 
ing amidst the memories and iiabits of the centuries. I 
was buried in these reflections when my atten<lant in the 
summer toilet reappeared, with requisites for the fire, and 
a copper ewer of " 'ot water," which I sadly needed, after 
my long ride. Very hooq the Barnes were leaping and 

» dancing in the chimney^ and a hospitable glow pervaded 
the chamber. The one virtue of English bituminous coal is 
the readiness with which it ignites. 
It was about seven o'clock when we left the hotel, and 
passed on our nay to And our first dinner in this world and 
-wilderness of brick and mortar. Eager to see the mighty 
hive, we directed our footsteps to the CafiS Royal, the 
famous French restaurant, in Regent Crescent. The din 

I of the populace was like the roar of Niagara, and the whole 
picture was a mixture of lights struggling through a humid, 
hazy atmosphere, a vast crowd In streets slimy with mud, 
crashing vehicles, over-dressed women, and foreign- looking 
men. It was neither Broadway nor Broad Street. I was 
Hke one of many gazing into & mighty arena where some 
wild carnival was en force — a theatre with a background 
ef fire, and laughter, and clamorous music. But I was 
liungry, and hurried onward to the "Caf^ Royal." There 
mtis magic in the words; they breathed of Torlue Claire, 
Soles au vin blanc, TSie de Veau, Vot-au-Vent, and Filet de 
been/ au champignons. I had already tested English cook- 
ing ad nauseam. The Caf^ was fllled to overflowing, and 
for some moments we despaired of seats, till a j'oung gen- 
tleman, with a swallow-tail coat, white cravat, ajid a marked 
foreign accent, led us througli seemingly endless apart- 
ments, Blled with people packed I ike. sardines. But order 
came out of the chaos; and finally anchored, I began to 
unravel the tangled skein. Tbere were many French and 
Americaus, some Germans, and fen English. The lady 
bookkeeper, perched behind her high desk, gave her orders 
to the army of waiters like a true commandant. But the 
dinner — delicate, dainty, and delicious! Shall I rehearse 
all the fresh and savory tidbits of this meal ? No! That 
would be uncharitable! Eight o'clock, and with it cigars! 
Smuking is in order at that hour — the habit of the Latin 
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countries; so we fled out into the street, under the stars — 
stsrs ! No, into the dense floating vapor, to inhale the fog. 
Mingling in the mass of humanity, we wandered on to Pic- 
cadilly. Hefore me rose a formidable pile, one illumination 
fVom iurn»t to foundation-stone. It was the Criterion, 
a theaii\> and restaurant combined; dining rooms on every 
flo<i>r> kitchen in the fifth storj^, and the theatre three stories 
under grt^uud. It was too late to attend the play, but as 
niy KngU»h IfViend whoaiHH>mpanied us had determined that 
we Hhould see all that was possible this first night in Lon- 
don« he p)'0|H>sed fbr us to look in at the great bar-room. 
He swung open the door^ and 1, ardent for novelty, fol- 
lowed. A pandemouium indeeil ! I should have liked to 
feitudy thi^ medley of men; hut before I had obtained a 
iXvai glimpiie, we were wave^l back by the helmeted sentinel 
who was on guard at the entrance^ with the polite, but de- 
vudeil remark: **No admittance for ladies at the bar after 
nine oVlock." Thus was I greeted on my arrival in a 
foivigu laud. My husband then informed the outlying 
pivket that 1 was not a ^^ lady^^ who sought admittance to 
the hai', but only an American woman who wished to look 
In. tleie, at leivst, the sterner sex had it all to themselves, 
hut not so iu the surging myriads outside. Where were they 
hII going ? Ah, 1 fear me, they were all blent in one dread 
OoUTbe, down, down, to the dark sliores of sin and misery, 
MUd death 1 

^rhit lU'st sight of a great city is very like tlie first sight 
ut i\\{\ (ireau : it overwhelms you. There is so much of it 
HMil sii little of yourself, that j'ou feel like a feather tem- 
^\{'.ni tost, and u paiuAd sensation of loneliness, or rather 
nothingness, orept over me, as I walked back, past the 
lnint»n where (>'haiie« 1 was exe<.*uted, Westminster Abbey, 
MUd (he House of Parliament, all seen through a cloud of 
hhu* KUiy mist. For over two thousand years this tide of 
linMMinilVi n<*vv quite four millions of souls, has been grow- 
IMH und M<'ing, huueaHing and unceasing, living and dying, 
*UM:h 1 1 Tit vidnuhle to its ku>ssessor and valueless to its neigh- 
liMi . VV i( li I lnifc»e refleetU)ns 1 retiivd to — prayere. I rested 
MlipMtiilv, und when 1 wakened the next morning it was still 
diiili, IhiI. Hiy MMinltor warned me of the hour of nine, so I 
Hmi: Mild dinttuiMl l»y candlelight, for the fog seemed to have 
I^Mllii^iMit iiMMe dimhely than ever. It was becoming mo- 

lllfllflM'IIM 

Mj^ Hint MHiinHllon on entering Westminster Abbey was 
t (if If rohl, eiueiiMMiH, grave-like chili. The twilight 
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iSur wsB very odd. Tlie day was so dark, that even 
the illutniualed windowa wer-e vailed, hut soon my eyes 
became accustomed to the inSiiencc of the royal sanctuary. 
What added to the religious em otinns that thronged through 
my mind, was the dead silence of the immensity, only broken 
l>y the occasional intoning of the vast organ, blended with 
human voices, I'eheni'sing a. symphony for a coming service. 
Ho ioud talking; the uncovereii gentlemen followed the 
ladies through the long aisles, and studied the carved effi- 
gies of the departed heroes and statesmen, kings, queens, 
princes and poets, or deciphered the fading inscriptions on 
the crumbling tombs. No one can be indifferent to the 
atmosphere of Westminster Abbey. You almost come pre- 
pared to yield to it ; and you expect much and are not dis- 
appointed. No traveller, old or young, leaves it without 
increased reverence for the great lilnglishmen of the past, 
or without gathering information, never to be forgotten. 
When you recollect that this old ahbej' is situated on a spot 
originally surrounded by the waters of the Thames, and 
tlial tliei-e is a recoitl in the old chapter-house, showing 
that the celebrated Domesday Book, compiled in the time 
of William the Norman, was kept there, you have some 
idea of the vast antiquity of this venerable pile. I could 
have passed days instead of hours within its precincts. 
Old as it was, it was very fresh and new to me. The dead 
not dead, but so many living lessons. The red and 
golden windows, the wainscoted choir, the mosaic pave- 
ments, the altar-piece, the sci-eens, each a precious memento 
of the ages, rec.illed iny youtliful readings, and added to 
the fascination of the majestic temple. In fancy the royal 
ghosts rose from their marble beds and gave to every le- 
|reud a realistic glow. Uenrylll', Kdwaixl 1 and Queeu 
Eleanor; Edward ill and Queen Philippn; Richard II and 
Queen Anne, and glorious Harry V of Agincoiiit, Crecy 
and Poitiers; and 1 can well believe how the enthusiastic 
poet thrills with the fire of his new awakeniiig as for tiie 
first time in his life he stands before the monuments and 
memorials of Shakespeare, Spenser, Mihon, Dryden, Addi- 
son, Garrick, Goldsmith, Sheridan, and their contempora- 
ries. 

1 stood by the stone laid over the grave of Charles Dickens, 
and I recalled the delight I had extracted from Little Nell, 
Daoid Copperjield, Nicholas Nickleby, Christmas Carol, 
and all the other lovely crentions of his myriad mind, 
Bnt is there no memorial to Byron ? " No 1 we are too good 
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for tbat," answered sa English Indy nt my side. Yes, they 
are too good for that, I mused ; they reserve tlieir idolatry 
for profligate kings like the aecoml Charles, and for roues 
like tlie "flrsl gentleman of England," Beau Srutnmel'a 
friend, Ihe diasolute Prince of Wales. 



LETTER IT. 

" Two BcrapB of foundaliou, some fragraents of lace, 
A shower of French roaebuds lo dnip over the face ; 
Fine rlbbona and feathers, wiifa crape and illusion. 
Then mix and derange them in gmceful confusion. 
Inveigle some fair; out roaming for pleasure. 
And hoy The slight favor of taking her measure ; 
The Icnglli and Ilie breadth of her dear Utile pate, 
And hasten a miniature frame to create ; 
Then pour as ahoTe the briglit mixture upon it. 
And lo I you possess soch a love of a bonnet." 

Anonthodb. 

Los DOB, February, 1878. 

From the earliest ages France seems to have been the 
originator and sovereign of costumes and cnslonns. In 
the year S5 B.C., when Julius Oieaar invaded Britain, he 
found the inhnhilanta of Kent the most enlightened, and 
Tacitus says "they were near and like the Gniils," from 
frboni they had acquired the arts of dressing, sjiinning, 
dyeing, and weaving wool. Somewhere I have read that 
the early Britons lived continually in puris naturalibvs, , 
Itnt Cfesar himself corrects that vulgar error when he tells 
us that even the least eivili^ed were clad in skins, while 
those in the southern distriets, like tlie Ganls, were not 
only com |>letely, hut splendidly attired. That they punc- 
tured their bodies in nunieroiis devices of animals, flowers, 
and leaves, stained them blue with their favorite herb, glaa 
lys, and Sung off their garments when abont to rush into 
battle, we liave ample authority. Even tlie famous tartan 
plnids were first woven in France, for are they not to this 
dny ealled ''the garb of old Gjiul"? 

As I strolled along Regent Street, Oxford Street, Bond 
Street, and the Strand, I saw that these people still as- 
sume to follow the fashions set by their neighbors across 
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■ the Cbannel, for all the sliopa w«re made attrai;tive by the 
display of Paris bouiieCs, Paris costumes, Paris lunntles, 
And Paris shoes and atocliinge, and gloves. And as I 
looked at these beautiful goods, and tlien at the myriads 
of plain, curaltroiia females passing liy, I marvelled who 
the purchasers and wearers of tlieso daiiily confections 
coulii be. Certainly not these heavy, stolid women, who 
filled the streets and added to tlie oppression of the atmos- 
phere. It seemed to me that some Women's Kights or 
Goody-Goody society had just adjourned, and these women 
with the large feet, whose size was enhanced by rough 
leather hoots, cut low around tbe ankle, and the broad fiat 

leele, short black dresses, and heavy cloth coats, generally 
straw bonnet in February, aod invariably au nmbrella, 

■ere returning from the sSance. They all np|«ared to have 
been blocked out after one moriel. Surely these Parisian 
morsels should revolutionize the unbroken conformation 
of these British Yenuses. No! Unlike all other nations, 
the Englishwoman is never Qallicized by a Frencli toilet; 
and the potency of the salient poinLs of her form Augli- 
— cizes the most ravishing French tidbits. 

In Regent Crescent I noticed tlie most exquisite gloves, 
combinations of two delicate shades of kid — eaii de nils 
embroidered with myrtle, and myrtle cuffs; del bleu atiA 
flesh tint ; ecru and brown ; pink and fawn — and I longed 
to possess these novelties, yet I never saw a pair worn by 
BOy of the ladies at entertainments. The gentlemen 1 note 
'[n my saunters are universally more careful in their attire 

ibau their sisters, being at all times well shod and well 
'ifloved. This seems to bo a reminiscence of the ages, for 
gloves were very generally worn in the twelfth century, 
and prior to that period the sleeves were made long enough 
to draw over the liand, and thus stood in lieu o( the later 
perquisite. And I mourn, as a vision of Chestnut Street 
floats before me, thronged by ray countrymen on their way 
to the office or counting-house in unblacked lioots and un- 
gloved bauds, generally thrust deeply into the recesses of 
their pockets. 

There are innumerable coiffure establishments, with 
showy window dressings, and again I ask, by whom are 
they patronized ? For surely the prototype from which 
Mrs. Bull and her lieifers have copied, could not have been 
conceived by anj' of these artistes. Tlie hair of tlie Loudon 
female without variation is parted in the centre and 
drawn down very closely behind the eais to the nape of 
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the noi'k, where it is twisted into an exceedingly small col!, " 
about the size of &n ot'diiiiiry lemon. No crimps, no curls, 
no puffs, no hraiUs I This a«atere and rigid Ueafidress has 
the stamp uf nge and duvakility, verily; it looks as if it 
were coeval with the Saxons and Danes. It- cannot merit 
the displeasure of the clergy, and make an occasion for 
them to dci^laim from the pulpit against the fasliionahle 
follies of tlie fair sex, nhicb was a frequent event in the 
fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, when the coiffure of the 
ladies was compari'd to horned snails, to hearts, to uni- 
corns, and even to a gibbet, for indeed, the reticulated 
headdress, spreading out on each side, when covered witb 
n veil, might be fairly assimilated to the tross tree of thi 
days. Later on, Addison, in the Spectator, likens 
stet'ple "headgear" to the commode ovlower. This gothi 
building might have been carried much higher, had it not 
been for the zenl and determination with which the famous 
monk, Thomas Conecte, fought it down ; he travelled from 
town to town to preach against the monstrous ornament. 
By his eloquence he so warmed and animated the women, 
against this absurdity that they threw off the commodes ' 
the middle of his sermon and made a bonfire of them.. 
While the holy man was in their midst this enormity vai 
islied, but when he had departed, it i-eappeared, and 
Monsieur Paradin says, "the women that, like snails in 
fright, had drawn in their boms, shot them out again ai 
aoiin as the danger was-over." From the earliest dates wel 
see that the British frizzed and arranged their hair, after: 
the style of the French, in the most elaborate fash 
problem is, why the ungraceful severity of the present 
reigning mode? 

I have always regarded the English lady as rather a< 
moral than au artistic creation, — a production of sherry,,) 
brown srout, roast beef and leather. She is \>h ' 
prepossessing. I have met English girts with a profusion: 
of exquisite golden hair, but tiiey have none of the delicate! 
flesh-tints and classic contour that generally accompany' 
the same sunny shade of hair at home. I cannot rhapso- 
dize over their soul thrilling eyes, nor sylph like forms I 
The Rgure is firm and ample, and speaks loudly of a robust 
appelile, healthy exercise, and no tight lacing. That thia 
nation of women did full vielims to this evil in the twelfth 
century we are sure, and in the romance of the "l,ay ol 
Syr Launfal," written about the year 1300, Lady Triamore 
is described as — 
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Ill LoikIoi), everything nifty be procured for money, ex- 
L cept taste; that is n commodity in wliiuh the l)ovine tfohns 
do no tmffic. The Londoners, however much they may 
deny it, fly over to Paris to liuy modes for themselves, and 
I can frankly say, they derive no beneQt from their visits. 
A vast deal of pretension and little effect is eminently 
cliaracteristic of the English costume. And why is tliis? 
Tvhen all that is recherche and effective, emlu'aced in a 
female outfit, is exliii>ite(l at the conspicuous bijouteries of 
Peter Robinson ^nd Marslinll and Snellgrove, on Regent 
and Oxford Streets I 

How odd it seems to me, to be compelled to remove my 
bonnet, before I am permitted to occupy a firet-ciass seat 
at any of the theatres! And how incongruous to see the 
ladies at tlie circus in a plain caslimere dress, and their 
hair liberally ileforated with flowers. 

Americans who come ahroad and expect to purchase 
goods for absolutely nothing are always disappointed. 
There are shops in London where articles may be bought 
at really very low figures. Bill., to become posted in tliese 
establishments, one must live in a city for some time, or 
possess a valuable acquaintance, who may render such a 
service. Strangers must pay for their ignorance in what- 
ever country they roam- 

The great jewelry shops are very unlike ours. Instead 
of adorning the windows with statuary and painting and 
ceramics, as we do at home, they expose the greater por- 
tion of their stock to the eye of the passer-by. And very 
beaut.iful and ornate are their displays. Frequently 1 lin- 
ger at the shop-windows in old Bond Street, and feast my 
eyes upon the diamonds, pearls, and rubies, tlie pale-pink 
coral, and the delicate blue turquoise, these, combined with 
spark diamonds, enjoy a promineiit position among the 
costly ornaments of the present day. 
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No dawn, no liaek, no proper time of dny : 

No sky, no tarlhly view ; 

No distance looking blue ; 
No road, no etreet, no t'oUier side the way. 
No lop to anj steeple, 
No recognition of familiar people ; 
No iravelling at ail, no locomotion. 
No Inkling of tlie way, no molion ; 
No go by land or ocean, 
No trail, no post ; 
No news from any foreign coast I" 

Thouab Hood. 

London, February, 1878. 

The fog continaes to envelop tbe great metropolis liki 
a pal). Dismal indeed is the aspect. It is a funeral dirgi 
in vapor ; a dream of darkness ; a vision of gloom ; a mel 
aiii;Uoly antipliony. Tlie briglit sun is extinguished, and 1 
the stars do wander darkling: in eternal space, rayless and J 
pathless, and tlie vicious earth swiuga blackening in the 1 
air; morn cornea and goes, aad comes and brings no day, 
but men do not forget their passions. Were it not for the j 
in&uite variety of diversion in London now, life would be- j 
come intolerable to the stranger and traveller, 
to the appetites of every age, sex, condition, seems to be } 
the general atudy. And tha.t such efforts are not vain, 
proved by the vast multitudes who flock hither, at all e 
sons, to enjoy the great metropolis. Here the musical J 
critic, the literati, the blas^ pleasure- seeker, indulge their I 
propensities, and hero the prodigal, the man of science, the 
traveller, the inventor, gather as to a harbor and a home. 
London is an endless encycliip^dia for the uses and im- 
provement of mankind. 

Regardless of the cloud upon the aurfuee of the earth, 
yesterday we took the untlerground railway to Baker J 
Street, Portman Square, to |iass a couple of hours in 
Mnseiim and Historical Gallery of Madame Tussaud. 

Underground railways are the outgrowth of the last J 
twenty yeai-a. The facilities for travel on the surface in | 
London became insuHicient, find then began the subterra- 
nean surveys. Tunneln in (he earth do not require the 
drill or the explosive ; but the permanent vralling and arch- 
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'Ing requisite to safety, are freqaentlj- more expensive tliati 
blasting tlie solid rocli. Yet in tliis po|)u]ous liive tbe 
dangei' to property and to person make tbe tunnel prefer- 
able, regardless of cost. So tlicy mapped llie lower mun- 
dane regions as Agassiz mapped, and searclicd, and sounded 
the floors of old ocean ; and now lower London, or rather 
invisibie London, has almost as many miles of road per- 
meating it, aa tlie unseen arteries and fibres that permeate 
the buman frame. We procured our tickets at Westminster 
to Baker Street Station, over two miles distant, for two 
pence apiece. I descended a long flight of steps, and 
found myself in a clean, well-lighted cellar. There was 
no sepulchral air ; it was very like any other d^pot. Long 
platforms, thronged by busy mortals, with bright faces; 
bookstands, the walls illumiuated with showy playbills 
nnd advertisements. I saw a vrimson star in the distance, 
and then the train shot into the station Tike a comet. 
There was opening and slamming of doors ; the railway 
guards boisterously shrieking the name of tbe station in 
nnintelligible sounds; a rush out of the incoming passen- 
gers, an<i a rnsb in of the detjarling. I was pushed into 
H carriage by an oflk-ial, and again tlic dour was slammed 
in such a way as to lead me to believe that the guard 
who made the most noise received the largest salai'y, and 
that they were .ill in competition. This was my first 
acquaintance with a railway in a tunnelled city. The door 
was locked, and off the comet shot, to thread its way 
tbraugh long caverns, past open spaces, where tlie route 
crossed the upper streets, past other comets flying in an 
opposite direction. Baker Street I was shouted by the 
guard, which I never conld have recognized, had not my 
eye caught the words on a sign. Again I was pushed out 
like a parcel. Mounting to the outer and upper atmo- 
sphere, I found myself in a broad airy street, full of shops 
and people, hansoms, broughams, organ-grinders, and giu- 
p&laces — a wild din of life. 

A short walk brought me to the famous exhibition. 
Madame Tusaaud's gullery is Westminster Abbey in wax, 
t)ut it is nut a sepulchre; it embraces the living as well as 
the dead celebrities. It is neither so choice nor so chaste 
as the great Cathedral, as we find here all the notorieties, 
Svom Lydia Thompson to Jesus Christ: the ballelKlancer 
and the tragedian, the mnr<l«rer and the murdered, the 
Jctngand the clown. These effigies are lifelike and artistic, 
:ftnd very ollen capita) copies of the originals, particularly 
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the counterparts of Eiiglislitclthrilies, But oil 1 how Mad- 
nme bas bluspbemed in wax, iiiurdei'ed in meulmiiism, and 
travestied iu apermaceti, the great ones of America. Hef 
ideal of General Grant is a fair-haired boy of nineteen, that 
of Abraham Lincoln, a black- bearded clergyman in " swell 
clothes." But nothing could Lave been more valuable than 
the historic groups of the royal families of England, fi-oni 
the Normans down. There sits Bliiebearit, Henry Tudor, , 
his six wives chistei'ed around him, each one looking serene, . 
and radiant in the sunlight of this magnanimous ( ?) man'a | 
favor; hia hand rests upon the young prince's head — the ■ 
future Edward VI — and sweet Anne Boleyu wears the 
famous yellow dress in which the capndous monarch loved 
to see her. I was ever so much interested in Madame 
Guelph, as Iler Majesty is called; her nine children and 
four of her grandchildren are near her, with the handsome 
and virtuous Prince Albeit; slightly in the background, 
and on the right of the Queen, is seen the man who com- 
bines " the genius of Bolingbroke, the wit of Canning, and 
the eloquence of Burke" — the omnipotent Premier. I was 
much impressed by the wonderful likeness of the hero of ] 
Wagram, Marengo, Austerlitz, Eylau, Frieriiand, and by J 
the eloquent relics of his soldier, domestic, and consular 1 
life. The figures of llie ill-fnled Louis Nafxileon, and the ] 
beautiful and queenly Eugenie are side by side. They are | 
all here; from the old uiau. Emperor William, and 
marcfe of Germany, to tlie sad Czar of the Russias ; from 1 
the Chinese teaman to the Ameer of Afghanistan; from the | 
white-haired Emperor of Brazil to the Viceroy of Egypt; 
the youthful kings of Italy and Spain; and Thiers, Guizot, 
Trochu, Gambetla, and Cassignac. 

Madame Tussaud, the disciple of the art of the ancient J 
Tei-rochio and Ursino, was a native of Berne, Switzerlai 
at au early age she was placed under the supervision of her | 
uncle, M. Curtius, who was artist to Louis XVI, and by ( 
him she was instructed in the fine arts. Later she was I 
summoned to the palace as tlie artistic adviser of Madame I 
Elizabeth, the sister of the liapless king. Passing much I 
of her time at the Tuilleries and Versailles, she became j 
acquainted witli the nobility and genius of the F 
court. One of her ablest works is the portrait model of J 
the celebrated wit, Voltaire. In 1803 she bade adieu to [ 
France with her valuable collection of figures, to exhibit 
them in the principal cities of Great Britain and Ireland. 

The oeroplastic art seems to have degenerated with the J 
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•ies, and at present it is held in low esteem. The 
power, skill, -and ingenuity manifested in the major por- 
tion of tlie Tnasaiid coUeulinn alioiiJd impart to tlje art 
some of the pristine glory by which it wns linllowed in the 
days of Micliael Angelo, wlio did not deem it below his luer* 
its to produce wax-Hgiires. Sticli representations were held 
in high repute by the early Romana, who placed to the 
honor of their ancestors their wax-figurea in the vestibules. 
That time may not revive tliis usage I sincerely hope; I 
should not fancy it cheerful to have long-departed grand- 
mothers and grandfathers constantly hovering over our 
■ portals. 

I Madame Tusaaud waa an economical genins (a rare speci- 
ft men indeed), for my English guide, w!io had been attending 
the musenm from childhood, told me that the same figures 
were made to serve many purposes, that the clotha and 
faces, with slight remodelling of noted characters in one 
decade, had been used for others in the decade previous. 
It ia a short ride from Baker Street to the "DoriS Gallery" 
I in New Bond Street, wliere the celebrated chef-d'tBiivre, 
» ''Christ leaving the Prsetorinm," is still attracting thou- 
I sands, though it has already enjoyed Ave lung years of 
' sovereignty. 1 studied this picture for some time before 
I fully appreciated the wealth and art and time expendeil 
on it; it is so vast and powerful that it dazzles you, one 
must pause until mind and eye expand sufficiently to com- 
prehend the movement and multitude, the light and the 
shade, the glow and the gloom of this splendid conception. 
It posaeaaes the vigor of Angelo without his contortions, 
the power of Rubens without his dramatic effect, the ra- 
i of Tintoretto, the sweetness of Rafaelle, the melau- 
Bi«holy of Ouido, and the harmony of Van Dyke. Gustav 
B:Dor4, to use an old ineiaphor, not only mixes his colors 
Kwith fine oila, but with brains. 

The pietnre ilhistrntes one of the most pathetic incidents 
bn the early sacred drama. See! There is the sublime 
kiwtor in the snowy and seamless raiment, the erimson dew 
m-6t his precious blood ia upon hia brow, as he descends the 
Kuteep steps of the Prietorium. The assemblage seem aweil 
'■[nto silence by Hin grief and gentle dignity, for Me is "es- 
Rceeding sorrowlui unto death." There, against the back- 
ground of galherijig gloom, and volcanic darkness, are 
Pontius Pilate and Herod ; Jiidaa shrinks from the re- 
proachful gaze of his master ; -a mnmeutary flash of vivid 
feeling crosses the face of a boy, as if struck by one of the 
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soldiers and you iningme you hear the exclamation of pftlif^ 
Close by ia the Riiguat but cruslied Virgin miitiier, but far 
Kirire toticliing waa the spectacle of Magdaleoe; she it was 
who clnimed my tears and sympathy. True, Mary the 
mother is l>ereft of her Son, but to tlie other Mary there 
has fallen utter misei-y, desolation, and solitude. She has 
lost ail, for slie has lost her Saviour, who di-ew her from 
the fathomless gulf of sin and death; she Las lost her 
Guardian, who led her straying feet into the golden paths 
of virlne; she has lost her King, who protected and loved 
ber; and she has liist her God, whom she worshipped. 
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LETTER VI. 

" Once I was pnre as the snow— but I fell ; 
Fell, like the snow-Hakea, from heaven to hell ; 
Pell to be tramped as the tilth of the street ; 
Fell to be scoffed, to bo apit oa, and beat. 
Pleading, 
CurBiDg, 

Drendinn; to die, 
Belling my bouI to wlioevor would buy, 
Dealia^ in alinnie for a morsel of bread. 
Hating (he living and fearing the dead." 

Beadtipdl Snow. ' 

London, February, 1878. 
I HAD not been a resident of this foreign city long, ere I 
was impressed by the terrible disparity lietween the ex- 
tremes of wealth and the extremes of poverty. The rieli 
are very rich, and the poor are very poor. The rich learn 
to rule, while the poor learn to obey. London is great in 
its opulence, great in its mendicity, great in its virtue, and 
great in its vice, and these extremes are frequently so 
closely allied, as to be nest-door neighbors. While in 
Liverpool, 1 attempted to draw the line between the dissi- 
pations and the distresses of the poor, and I speedily 
reached the conclusion that the chief cause of paujterism 
was rum; that much of it issued from the excessive use of 
gin and beer. Thai whicli originated in a custom, ulti- 
mately became a necessity. The two-pence or three-pence 
begged on tlie sidewalk and invested in this vile poison, 
if expended on bread and coarse meat, would prove the 
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f^^bn of lliousttnda of these wretched creatures. But 
hat is tliis demon that pursues mankind? Legions 
of fi-eah Slid liealthy veci'uita falling in tlie ranks each year 
to be led nlong the dark shores of sin to the seas of death, 
la lliere nothing to stop its ravages? it spreads its gloomy 
iga over liappy homes, it is the mother of murder, the 
igenitor of defalcation, the parent of lies. Crime in 
wliatsoever attitude it may appear is the inevitable off- 
spring of this defiling fieud. It devastates families and 
pollutes the hriglitesl mind. 

inly wlien I came to London that I realized the 
forte of these impressions, for it is only here ttiat I have 
seen the ])iteous and pitiful depravity of my own sex; not 
poor painted butterflies who flit-ker and fail in the tiery 
gulf of the dazzling sin of the streets, but those who euffuv 
simply from eureless destitution, who wander apparently 
all through the long night without shelter or food, and 
scarcely any clothing; bleared and bloated women clamor- 
ing for more whiskey or straggling with their inilirutL'd 
husbands. This direful pauperism, togetlier with vice, has 
led to an organization of beneficent ladies in London, 
which, thank God, is not necessary in our happy country. 
A large hall ia proL'Ured amidst tlie very baunts of the 
destitute and reckless classes, and during the severe and 
dreary winter nights many noble women of exalted rank 
remain here, to receive and reason with the poor fallen out- 
casts who are conducted hither by friendly policemen from 
the slums and narrow lanes. The varied emotions that 
rend the bosoms of these frail strays as they issue from 
the dark and dismal highways to the light, and warmth, 
and welcome of these great parish halls, where hot coH'ee 
and homely food are provided for them, have more than 
once roused my womanly sympathies. Some of them ore 
conspicuous iu their tawdry finery, and generall.^ under the 
influence of gin — others are shoeless and hat less-blocks 
dishevelled, face and hands soiled — others shivering 
through their threadbare clothes, and again those who 
wear a hostile and defiant mien; all unscxed by the fro- 
qnent contact with privation and sin. But oh I to see the 
soothing, tender, and forgiving manner of the clergymen 
asd humane ladies, who gi'ect the fugitives as they enter 
from the cohl and cliecrless outer world. There are no 
reproaches, no long sermons, no moralizing, but now and 
then a touching hymn and a plaintive prayer for the 
rescue of the wanderers, whiuli go directly to the heart. 1 
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cheeks of these ill-atnrced girls from the purlieus of thi 
music-halls anrt gin-palaces. 

There seems to be a strange Tascination in a great city 
for these depraved beings. They prefer the filth in whicli 
they exist, ami would rather starve in its dens and alleys, 
or be conRued in the lowest of its prisons than emigrate to 
other countries, or honestly toil for snsteuauce; and the 
method employed by some of the paupers to gain this 
living is worthy of a spedal ciiapter. The street Arabs 
are simply multitudinous, Tliey aie a fraternity of their 
own, iudigenous to London, without parallel in any other 
section of the worhl, generally in league with the older 
rufflana, men ami women, adepts in all kinds of wickedness, 
ever ready to face any risk or run any danger. They pour 
dowu upon and beaiegc the foot-passengui-s in liordcs. 
They altacli tliemselves to your person, and adhere with 
the utmost tenacity. When you hail a hansom or four- 
wheeler, in the twinkling of an eye you are surrounderl by 
as many evil spirits as sprang upon "old Rip" on that 
eventful evening in the Catskills when he took bis nap, 
and these English manikins emanate fi'oin every corner in 
the same mysterious nianuer. There is the old man, the 
ragged girl, the dirty boy, and the cousumplive woman 
with the baby hidden under Uer scanty shawl, all eager to 
render some service, and receive compensation. 

A couple of days ago, as I was walking up Parliament 
Street, a little boy sprang before me ami proceeded to 
throw siimmersaulta on tlie pavement for quite a Mock, 
and it was only when lie demanded pay, tliat I became 
aware that these feats of agility liad been indulged for my 
special delectation. Fnitlier on two little girls started off 
on a waltz for my amusemtmt, and the}', of course, wished 
pennies for their pains. Now these children all belong to 
some of the older alms-seekers, who stand on the curb 
turning their sightless eyes, withei'ed hands, or deformed 
and offensive limbs into capital. There ai-e regular com- 
panies foimed by the beggars, and each one perambulates 
his own circuit; sometimes tliey exchange beats in order 
to equalize their receipts. They are numerous in St. Giles, 
Seven-dials, King Street, Shoreditch, and St, Paul's 
Ohurchynrd; there are restaurants and public houses in 
the vicinity, and even places of amusement entirely sup- 
ported by mendicant patrons, who congregate at these 
resorts at night and spend considerable of their earuingsf? 



K^ 



^^^^^B or FOREIGN tKAVEL. 37 

i^uoi suppers and liquor. Bui even the laiiclloi-d who 
subsists from the bounty or auch characters, does not en- 
tertain the most exalled opinion of their moral rectituile, 
for the forks, knives, and spoons are chained to the tables. 
Another profitable source of emolument is the shoe trade. 
These bullies or swaggerers, excite chnrity for shoes, by 
appearing on the streets barefooted, Iheir feet scarified and 
scabby; tlie old shoes begged tliey translate into new ones 
which they sell, and thus net a sum eaeh day tliat enables 
them to live well. 

Vice is one of the admitted facts of this awful London, 
even organized vice, viee in all degrees ; bnt then so is virtue. 
The wealthy tradesmen and the aristocracy do many grace- 
ful acts of charity in secret, ami those who are in tlie habit 
of declaiming against the luxury and extravagance of the 
nobility, do not know what enormous sums are paid by some 
of the latter to relieve tlie poor. Yet, the rule of oiipres- 
sion prevails too entirely thi'onghout the United Kingdom 
to make a happy and Jienllhy community. [ licard some 
melancholy stories about the poor in Wales, in wliat are 
called the nail factories, that I should have rejected as un- 
true had not the facts been given to me by a. member of the 
House of Commons, Delicate young women work more 
arduously, than our southern negro slaves ever worked, for 
the support of drunken husbands, whose only escape from 
the workhouse is by the patient and uncomplaining toil of 
their wives. Suspension of lalior in the collieries, cotton 
mills, brickyards, and lace factories, has produced a state 
of affairs that baffles description. 

These are some of tlic figures of British pauperism, as I 
1 (Contrast them with other connlries. A few years ago Eng- 
[iaud paid $30,OU0,O0U or |1(! a head for the support of her 
Euoor, while in France the cost for their poor was only 
t|3,400,000, or t±U a heail. In 1873 there were eigiit huu- 
I'dred and fifty-five thousand six liundred and eigUty-nine 
laupcrsin England, and tliecost of these in 18fiO was $36.25 
Kpiece. In Germany, }!, and in France only $2,50. So 
Uritish pauperism is ever in the ascendant. Even the word 
found its birth in England in tlie seventeenth or eighteenth 
century, to describe that condition of penury where self- 
support is not attempted, and where the basest vices are 
bred. Pauperism dates back to the reign of Henry VIII., 
when the breaking up of the feudal system and the dismant- 
ling of the inimasteries, threw -very many people upon their 
own endeavors for support. Extreme poverty was the con- 
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sequence, but a iaw was imssed to the effect, that '' 
beggara and idle loiterers" were to lie avoided, and only liio 
old and fechle, and the halt n-or» to receive alms, the able 
bodied men to be put to work. But when the daughter of 
Aline Doleyn ascended the throne the law was revolution- 
ized, and for the first time a legal right was given to every 
one to claim relief. Very often the condition of the pauper 
was superior to that of the independent laborer; if the 
wages of a parish were conaidered insufSuienl for the sup- 
port ot a family, allowances were granted, and more money 
bestowed for the maintenance of an illegitimate than for a 
legitimate child. Of courae such laws only tended to spread 
the infection of immorality and slotb. 

What a eontraet our blessed country forms to this dole- 
ful state of government! There is very little native pau- 
perism at home. All of this terrible plague that we have 
in the United States is foreign-liorn, or of foreign extrac- 
tion. We have towns and villages where not one pauper is 
to be found. Why? It is a question readily answered. 
The influence of liberal education, the self-respect imposed 
by political and social privileges, the low prices of land and 
tile right of eveiy man to become a property holder. If 
England would follow this example of her truant offspring, 
and educate mther tlian relieve her masses, the gigantic 
evil would be greatly abated. So noble a country should 
labor to remove this foul stain from her escutcheon. No 
community can be liappy while men are allowed to "look tO;l 
charity as a fund on which they may oonfideiitly depend." J^ 



LETTER VII. 

" Hero is the nursery of Art, 
Here millions gsilier glad lo see, 
The IresBurpB of this mightj marl, 
Takcu from worlds long past, and yet lo be." 

LoNlHtK, February, 1878. 
Had I come abroad previous to the grand pageant whiol 
signalized the cetenary of tiur independence I am 
sure I shinild have raved about all the wonderful things 
this wliirljiool of a Loudon. But the education I receive^ 
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^ art, science, and invention, wliile attending tliat micro- 
<«Osin of msrvels, discipiiiied me tn examine more soberly 
"toe beautiful creHtiona that were novelties to Americans 
"before tlie International Exbiliition. And so tliese exqui- 
site displays do not snrjirise ine no"-. 

Therefore, passing through the SontU Kensington Mii- 
Beiim I was a little like the Indian who saw nothing in 
the white man's country to stir his stolid nature. I was 
about to add, the institution has cnnse to be jealous of our 
Fhiladelphia Exiiibition, bnt I will attempt no compari- 
sons, they arc always odious. Left by itseif this great 
museam would lie the iie plus tiUra of schools and galleries. 
If 1 attempted to describe South Kensington Museum, I 
should fail to be original. I could only walk iu the foot- 
prints of ray predecessors. Tliought is sure to dull and 
dampen the ecstasy of the neophyte in a foreign country. 
We crave to be novel, and yet iiow impossible when so 
many older and wiser judges with all these facts in their 
memories, devote their beat energies to this old worhll 
When I entei'ert this repository of curiosities I was stunned 
by the dead silence. Silence seems to be one of the char- 
acteristics of the English — silence of motion and of 
speech. In Ihe vast hotels we never hear a footfall nor a 
'Joud word despite the stone floors and lofty ceilings, and 
icre I find the same quiet order. All is dumb as death! 
Perhaps you have noticed the eloquence of unspoken soli- 
tude at times. Some one has said "order was heaven's 
fii'st law," and order is always stillness, but sncli complete 
Doiselessness as we have here is oppressive. 

There were numbers dispersed through the salons, and 
flB T watched tliem iu the distant alcoves and sheltered re- 
.treats, they grew into a multitude of men and women ; hut 
'tbey moved rather like shadows than substances, and they 
spoke only in whispers. They conveyed knowledge and 
ideas to each other by signs, anri pointed to the catalogues, 
to paintings, and statues, and maps, and cases. This silent 
language is contagious, and as I studied tliem 1 uncoii- 
Bcioiisly sank into their fashion, and lost my own identity 
in the voiceless concourse. My words were hushed, and I 
began to converse by motions, not from ciioicc, but the 
spell was upon me. I soon became accustomed to and 
rather enjoyed the speeclileas conversation. I speedily 
found myself holding colloquies with tlie objects, antique 
and recent. Every statue, relic, chart, fossil, and engrav- 
could articulate ideas to my hungry mind. I passed 



40 IMCTI'ltES AMI I'llllTllAIT^ H 

two dflj'8 in this splendiil ncmlemy, and feel that it onglit 
to hove iieen two wcpka. Sliall 1 tell yon of tliB living at 
the aidG of the skeletoDs, or of tlie living before their por- 
ti-aits 1 Sliull I tell you of ecience, of whiuli I know lillle ; 
or shall it be politicB, of which I liuow nothing? What 
inlereBted me most was the wealth of art, skill, ingenuity, 
and novelty in Knuff-boxes, fans, ceramice, and tnedallione. 

A collection of snuff-boxes, in ^tuis, ^old, enamel, jew- 
elled, etc., loaned by Mr. C. Goding, fills several large 
cases, and I bent over these exquisite moreels unlit head 
and heart reeled. The prodigality of expense, time, and 
genius on tliese gewgaws is marvellouB. Gems by famous 
Dulcli, French, and Italian artists adonied the collection. 
There was one of scaly gold resembling a serpent's epi- 
dermis; the lid was emiiellislied with a matchless mosaic 
of Venus and Adonis npon the emerald and velvety turf, 
at their feel babbled a. silvery brook, easting a spray over 
tiny pebbles. The goddegs was endeavoring to cajole tlie 
cold and chaste youth, who received with utter indifference 
the proffered favors of tlie divine coquette. There were 
splendid enamels containing devices and legendary eniblenis 
in diamonds, some of jasper, some of block-crystal, others 
of sardonyx, and choice moss-agate. Thei-e were the pro- 
ductions of all nations and of all ages, proclaiming how 
for centnries the inhalation of volatile dnet was llie ruling 
fashion of society in Europe, The estimated value of tbi8_ 
array of snuff-boxes is tbouBauds of pounds sterlinu 

The nest cases that engaged my woman's time and a 
tention were those containing fans. One section was c 
secrated nliolly to a curious and elegant exhibition of fa 
mostly the compilation of one lady ; many of exquisifej 
French design; satin, tulle, gauze, parchment, and the a 
called chicken-skin; and these were beautifted with paint 
ings by such clever craftsmen as Marie Bonhcur, A. Solch 
Edonard Moveau, and others of equal subtlety. There w 
the novel Pompadour that forms a perfect oval when 
panded, and the folding fan of Catherine de Medicia; 
eccentric Lombard shapes of tlie seventeenth century, i 
brilliant tuft fans of peacock and parrot featliers with jev 
elled handles. Fans of wood and fans of ivory; fans a 
great elegance from Rome, Greece, and Egypt, and even 
from the fatlierJand of fans, Cliina. I have beard it c 
tended that fans are a feminine appendage, and in 
countries where tlie use of fans is a national custom, tlitf^ 
salient characteristics of the natives are p re-em inentl3B| 
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efTetninate. Gut I bnve no fair samples to offer. Tliey are 
as essential to a geatleman in Japan and China as his boots, 
and 1 am sure the Turk contradicts any aiich <loctrine. 
True, lie weara petticoats, hut do you lieliove the fan and 
farthingale could effeminate the stern, tyrannical Qiaour 7 

In this collection may also be classed two cases of rain- 
iatures, the property of Earl Beaiichamp; a blazoning of 
gold and fine painting on ivory by the illiLstrioiis artists of 
bis day, likenesses of Jiis family in n variety of gorgeous 
costumes and head-diesses ; several of pretty Nell Gwynne 
and Kitty Clive, and the beaiiLiful Duchess of Devonshire. 
The renowned Mr, Bereaford Hope displays a vast amount 
of ecclesiastical utensils, clocks, ivory carvings, and ena- 
mels ; among them a curious cross of gold, incrusted with 
Cloisonnd enamel, one of the earliest specimens made in 
Constantinople, in the eleventh century. Beautiful samples 
o( Vitro di Trtna, or glass lace-work; specimens of Sclimeize, 
Avanturino, Millellore , of tlie colored glass of Venice, and 
nnmerous vessels of early Venetian niannfacfure, having a 
horny hue and textnre. In the western arcade is the harj)- 
Bichord of Handel, a curiosity in its way; hut it recalled 
to my mind the stories I had hcavd of his uncontiollahlQ 
temper, and I was rather surpi'Lsed to see it in such excel- 
lent repair, for the musical genius had rather a careless 
way of disposing of things, as well as people, when he was 
in a rage. Then, again, I remembered that lie had never 
loved a woman. Can a man have music in his soul, who 
•lias never experienced the divine passion ? Near it stands 
4 spinnet, dated 15T7, made bj- Annibaledi Rossi, of Milan; 
tile case was of pear-tree wood, and beautirnlly incrnsted 
with ivory, ebony, pearl, lapia-lazuli, malachite, and Egyp- 
tian alabaster ; and here also was the curious little Uernian 
finger-organ that formed a portion of the household adorn- 
ments of the great ecclesiastical reformer of the sixteenth 
century, Martin Luther. But I cannot recapitulate alt I 
have enjoyed of Raphael's cartoons, and precious stones, 
und intaglios, pearls of vast size, and various colors, the 
historical " Mexican Sun Opal," and marvellous specimens 
of amber, containing fish anrt lizards, and numerous 
agates, bearing miraculous represeataliojis of the human 
face. 

Hera the devotee of ceramic art may feast upon t'le con- 
fections of the centuries. What a banquet has been spread 
to allure him! Pottery of all nations and epochs. First: 

e jasper vases of Wedgwooil, iji black, and white, and 
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blue, unci aol't green, witb wliite figures en reliff, and tlie 
majuliua by tlie snme aitisans, that eurpasses all similai' 
wai'es of the present day in modelling nnd coloving. Tlien 
Million stoneware and Minton plaque. I cannot leave tliia 
chaptei' befoie I tell yoii of a chaste and elegant dinner 
service I have seen of this choice porcelain, on exiiibition 
in a window near Pall Mall, opposite Ilayniftrket. It is of 
turqnoise blue, soft, yet brilliant iu tone, and adoraed by 
carefully drawn swans, in sliades of mellow gray and white, 
wading among the long lusli grass. Attending this serviue 
were a pair of figures about two feet high, of the same ex- 
quisilc make and hues, representing a lady and gentleman 
of the Court of Louis XVI, Whenever I pass this cyno- 
sure, 1 endeavor to distract ray attention by any object In 
an opposite direction, but the megnet conquers, and when 
I fiaze I nm enlbralled ; it is so temptingly beautiful. 
Tivice I Iiave ventured into the sanctuary to price and prey 
upon it I and as I look and linger, two fiends tear at my 
heurt, as they .did at good Lsunceiot Oobbo's; mine are tUe 
fiends of a luxurious desire, and a scanty purse. The fiend 
— desii-e — is . at mine elbow, and tempts me, saying, "take 
it, gratify your taste." "No," says my meagre enemy on 
my right, " take heed, honest lady, lake heed ; scorn such 
frivolities." Then courageous desire says, '' Rouse up, be 
of brave and positive mind," Then, replies the slim and 
hungry opponent, "My honest friend, you are an honest 
woman's child; liewarel" Then flattei-ing desire says, 
" Imagine it npon your table at home, the beauty enhanced, 
when in combination with fine linen, pure crystals of spark- 
ling wines, shining silver, laden with luscious fruits, seen 
through the glow of colored lights; how prettj' tlie little 
Frencli lady will be on the ilager-e, when not called to the 
dinner-table." And I am about to yield, when the other 
voice whispers, " Caution, prudence, go your way I" and I 
go! Through sheer madness, I " run away with my heels" 
as Qobbo did. But the Minton porcelnin of pale blue with 
its white swans haunts me nevertheless. 

Further on are specimens of jewelled Copeland anil 
Sevres, Henri Deux and Palissy, and many wortiiy adap- 
tations from Mnjolicn, Palissy, and Delia Robbia, produced 
in England. 

The windows of the refreshment- room of the South 
Kensington Museum and the corridor loading to it, are 
combinations of the most beautiful stained-glass fragments 
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ii&ve ever seen. Much of tliis same glass has been taken 
^irom the famous wintlowa of Saint Chapelle in Paris. 

Ontsiile, tlie bnikling is not stately as our Philadelphia 
■ Exhibition Hall, allhongb a series of magnificent edifices 
surrounded by twelve a<:res of ground, tlie cost of which 
was $300,000. Since the erection of the first structure at 
$15,000, a group has lieen added. This section of opulent 
London is intersected by miles of massive and forbidding 
mansions. Within these lordly palaces there are light, and 
warmth, and hospitality, sweet women, and sweeter ehil- 
dren ; but the outer face is lifeless and dreary, and I soon 
learned how few of these favored classes walk the streets. 
They are like precious jewels closed in a casket, to be seen 
only on special occasions. They saunter in their own 
grounds, and when they venture l>eyond those limits, are 
always in costly carriages. 



LETTER VIII. 

"Els fnilh and works, Dkc streams lliat intermingle, 
In Ibe same channel rau ; 
The crjBlal clearness of an eye kept single 
d all the Frauds of mau." 

John Gueeblea? Whittikr. 

mother ever upon me aiiiiled — 
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LoKDON, February, 1878, 
I WAS greatly' interested in the accounts that floated to 
America of Dean Stanley's welcome to General Grant, 
when the ex-President visited Westminster Abbey shortly 
after his arrival in London last July. How the gray old 
cathedral was suBbcatiiigly crowded; how all the Ameri- 
cana and thousands of the Enolish were present to tender 
kind salutations to the unostentntious hero; and how the 
Pean at the close of his sermon addressed the great soldier 
directly. Such an honor was indeed a novelty ; it is the 
dead, and not the living, who are glorified in Westminster, 
and the venerable scholar and ecclesiast is not in the habit 
of praising men in power. I heard him speak a few days 
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ago, but was not near enough to catch his tones nor 
gather in his thoughts, and had, therefore, formed no 
opinion of him until after my social call at his home in 
the ancient monastery yesterday. 

Ill one of the dreary and crumbling traverses of the 
abbey we found a door leading to the Dean's private 
chambers. By a huge brass knoulier we made our pres- 
ence known, which was speedily answered by a youthful 
servant. I feared we would not be granted an audience, 
knowing so well how heavily he ia pressed by other duties, 
from which there is no escape. The charge of the great 
Abbey is in itself an exacting task, and then the visitors, 
the religious bodies, and Ills literary exertions, are so many 
constant claims upon his time. A memlicr of Parliament, 
who liatl for many yenrs resided in the United States, 
Bcconipauicti mo, and, upon the presentation of his name, 
we were graciously received. The room we first entered, 
and where we waited during tlie absence of the messenger, 
was rigidly plain ; it presented a rather gloomy aspect, and 
here and there were placed old religious relics, including 
aged Bibles, High-Church books, and pictures. While 
absorlied in tlic coutemplatiou of these curious ornaments, 
we were summoned to tlie Dean's aliidy. We passed 
through many corridors, and up several spiicinus stair- 
ways of polished walnut and oak. A glad, familiar sight 
met me in the antechamber; these weio Rogers's statuettes, 
"Coming to the Parson's," and "Rip Van Winkle." I'l 
knew that the Dean was partial to America, and had f 
quently invited American clergy to preach from his pulpl^ 
but this manifest inclination to American art was a welcome 
to his fireside. The study was a large square apartmeni 
liomelike and luxurious. All the appointments v 
and dark, and handsome. A va^it Oriental rug covered tbi 
room almost entirely, exposing only a margin of the pert 
ished walnut floor. Bookcuses extended along the sic' * 
containing the congenial companions of the amiable chui 
man. On the wall were some portraits of nobility i 
clergy, by Kneller, Lawrence, Reynolds, etc. The manU 
was large, a massive carvieig of walnut and oak, and t 
the grate a genial lire was leaping; in its glow stooj 
the old Dean of Westminster. My first impression waSfl 
whata large hearth and what a shrunken little man] 
His greeting was kind, but undemonstrative. He bade n 
be seated while he remained standing, as wo had foun^. 
him, tliroiighout our entire visit. He ia of the Cassii^ 



^^^^^1 OF FUUELIJN 45 

^^pe, "letin ntid hungry, he thinks too much," and with n 

K«cholai*-like air. He has very little conversation, and 

■Uppeai's to lie absorhed hy I'nr-away lliouphts. He Becnicd 

Kto wait for us to intmtUice subjects of discussion, and his 

lieniarks were invariably iiotite and laconic. He made a 

■ few inquiries about America, and then i-elapsed into utter 

F silence. When a question was directed to liim he seemed 

to rouse from his distraclion in a nervous, ejiileplic way, 

and after several moments' hesitancy and deliberation, as 

if searching thivugh his mind for an esact reply, answered 

simply, iiitellipently-, and delibcratety. An English lady 

I had told me thnl no marriage was valid soU'innized after 

• twelve o'clock, noon, aceoiding to the Estalilisliwi Church 

Vof England. This statement seemed incredible to me in 

I view of the fact that marriages take place at every hour of 

the day and night in the United States. 1 fi'lt quite sure 

she was jesting with a stranger to Entiliali laws, or tliat site 

had been misinformed, so I carried the case to Dean 

Stanley himself. He assured me that what my friend had 

told me was correct. All marriages, according to the 

canonical law of the High Chttrch, are null and void after 

noon, unless by epcfial license from the Right Honorable 

and Moat Reverend j\rchibald Campbell Tait, Archbishop 

of Canterbnry, and that is only granled in extreme eases. 

Arthur Penrhyn Stanley is a son of the late Bishop 
Edward, ami nephew of the first Baron Stanley of Alderly, 
wliere the Dean was born December 13, 1815. He was a 
favorite pufjilof the eminent English historian, Dr. Thomas 
A mold, while the latter was head master at Rugby School. 
When he was only nineteen he gained a scholarship at Baliol 
College, Oxford, and at twenty-two lie gained the Newdi- 
gate prize for his English poem, "The Gypsies," After 
many years of admirable official migration, when he was 
forty-seven, he married Lady Augusta Bruce, daughter of 
Lord Elgin ; she was the Queen 's most intimate friend, and 
acted as one of her ladies-in- "waiting until her death in 
1876- The Dean is still very near to her Majesty, although 
Eliot a member of tbe Tory party. He holds a powerful 
Inland in public affairs, and is much beloved by tbe English. 
POn the Sabbath I heard him speak I noticed many ladies 
lending messages and cards to bis apartments after he had 
Retired. 

Accustomed to hear of extravagant salaries to clergy- 
a at home, I made some inquiry of one of tlie cha|)ler 
Iclerks at Westminster, and learned, that while Deau Stanley 
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receives only £^000, or |10,000 a year. Archbishop Tait, 
the Primate of ail KiiglanH,is paid|T5,000; the Ardibisliop 
of Torlt, tfiO.OOO; tlie Bialiop of Loiirtoii, |50.000 ' 
Bishop of Durham, $40,000; the Bishop of Winchester,, 
1135,000; and Ihe Bishop of Bangor, |21,000. There ai " 
twenty-sis other bishops whose salaries are from twenty 
twenty-Uve thousand dollars per annum, and all thin gre 
aristocracy supported by sti]1 other bishops, deans, deacons, 
and ai-cbdeacons, secretaries, clerlia, and innumerable minor 
dignitaries, some of whom sre paid aa high as fifteen, ten, 
and five thousand dollars each, for attending to their relig- 
ious duties. Of course, this great establishment is a puzzling 
problem to an American woman, but in contrast with our 
republican system in America, it seems a monstrous out- 
lay of money when added to other expenses, to pay for the 
Established Church. 

I liad beard much of the singularly fresh and br 
style of Canon Farrar, one of the Dean's assistants, ani 
desired lo see the new celebrity. Last evening he spoke 
the Church of St. Andrew's, corner of St. Andrew's Stre< 
Holbom Viaduct, and I am obliged to confess 
appointed, alike in his thoughts and diction. His tcx£^ 
"Modern Martyrs," was one capable of ranrvellous elabo- 
ration, yet he seemed to fail in its treatment. His manner 
is somewhat graceful, but he lacks fire. He has a soil 
dulcet English voice, but it has none of the clear and elec- 
tric American ring. Much of his sermon was inaudible, 
ahhoiigh the church was filled. The Knglish make a demi- 
god of a clergyman who ia not comparable to numliers of 
our ministers who really eujoy no special celebrity, barrii 
the Reverend Beccher, for whom I entertain the utmoi 
admiration, not as a divine creation, bnt as an orator, 
statesman, a philosoplier, and a thinker; it is ' 
eloquence in which he clothes his ideas, that thrilled 
whole being when I first listened to him. 

Last Sunday I attended holy service in the chapel 
tached to the Foundling Hospital in Guilford Sti 
Bloomabnry Square. It is one of the objects that 
fail to interest the stranger, and is as full of novelty to tl 
Englisliman, for the very natural reason, that it has 
the depository for armies of anonymona Englieli childri 
And 1 enjoyed it for the other reason, tliat 1 had ever fell 
anxious to see how such institutions are managed. Unti' 
after I bad made this visit and became interested in tbei 
homes for the little unfortunates, I had formed no conce] 
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tion of the Btatiatica of tlieae European eatablialiraents. 
The foundling hospital in Home has the capacity of retain- 
ing -30(10 little ones, and one in Najiles receives 1900 
anniinlly at the turning-box at tlie door; every foundling 
hns a nuniher fHstenetl about its neck to aid its future recog- 
nition. The hospital in Florence grants to tlie girls a dowry 
of 235 francs on the event of their marriage, and from 1855 
to 1«65, 1403 girls received tliia reward. From 1863 to 
1866, the Italian hospital received 33,222 children. Eighty- 
three of these institiitioua exist in Italy alone. The statis- 
tics of tlic Ruaainn system are appalling. In the year 1864, 
there were 61 Si foundlings in the St. Petersburg institu- 
tion, and from 1862 to 1864, 36,397 were admitted to tlie 
one in Moscow. Those of Vienna received 54,418 infants, 
from 1S63 to 1868. Both ancient Greece and Rome were 
furnished with these eatabliahments, and in Athena tlie 
forsaken children were expoaed in a pillar placed in the 
public market. 

Old Captain Coram, founder of the London Foundling 
Asylum, was a seafaring man wlio, aevcral centuries ago, 
donated to the city Glty-aix acres, which haa now ao in- 
creased in value, as to lie covered by great squares and 
flower-gardens, and handsome Louses; and thus this hos- 
pital stands in one of the most beautiful districts of the 
gray metropolis. Over 500 outcasts, girls and boys, from 
mere infancy to the age of fifteen years, joined in the service 
of the church, and I afterwards saw them at their dinnera 
in the long well ligliled hall. The children muitt all bo ille- 
gitimate, and the mother is not permitted to visit her little 
one after placing it here, unless she mingles in the throng 
of visitors on Sunday. After it has received the pre- 
scribed amount of education and is about to Ijc apprenticed 
out, then she has a right to claim it. In the buildiug are 
preserved cases of trinkets, cards and other memeutos foun<l 
on the wuifs,aa they are deposited with tlie keeper. Nothing 
could have been more beautiful than the day I viaited this 
imposing spectacle. Some of Hognrth's most valuable pro- 
ductions, who waa a great benefactor to tliis charity, adorn 
the walls, and several fine statues are preserved in memory 
of Captain Coram and his worthy successors. 



LETTER IX. 

"The bnriBt of heraldry, tUo pomp of power, 
AaA all thnt beauty, all iliat wenltli e'er gi 
Awnit hlikc the inevilable hour :— 

The palhs of glory lead but to llie grave," 



"Ajiiong mankind we are nil born alike 
Of father and mother. None excels 
Another in bis tiature, but the fnle 
or evil cbanco holds some of us, and some 
Good fortune favors, and necessity 
Holds some iu hondage," 

B0PH0CI.K8. 

London, March, 1878. 

I HAVE ever regarded the study of hemldry the lieight 
folly, ami while many of my friends love to dilate i 
subject, 1 prefer to study so:Dething more useful. 1 never 
had any time to give to tliat prodigious mass of conceit, 
" Burke's Peerage." What Ims an American iady to do with 
armorial hearings, descents, precedence, ceremonies, and 
processions? Unlike some Pinchbeck patrician sisters, I 
never had the alightest inclination to purchase from my 
stationer a counterfeit crestj nor to shield my shortcomings 
l)y a blazonry of borrowed dignity or genealogy. The am- 
bition of every American should be to merit a title of real 
nobility, then may he proudly wear it. 

I passed yesterday morning in the Herald's College, 
Bcuet's Hill, Doctors' Commons, and became interested au 
much in the scieni;e as to feel iiutliorized to disprove the 
axiom of the men, that ivomen arc always attracted by 
gewgaws, and I reproach iny sex for being too ready to 
yield to the accusation. I hope those who may visit the 
College of Arms and couverse with Mr. Stephen I. Tucker, 
tlie Rouge Croix pursuivant, will not freely give way here- 
after. Tills institution is a Luge monument of the vanity 
of men. Not that my sex are not fond of the signs of blue 
blood and ancient ancestry, but it is invariably the male 
who originates and carries tlieao empty honors; the female 
is only the reflection of tlie lords of creation, save indeed, 
when she is mistress, like Qneen Victoria. Yet I learned 
from one of the friends of the Lord Chamberlain, that even 
Her Miyesty obeys tlie mandates of her ministers i 
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s of court nad iti the clioicc of tlie Indies of lier Iiuuse- 
hold. 

While Mr. Tucker was allowing us tlirougli this recepta- 
cle of tbe imrcli men tell and vellumed title-deeds of tlie 
British nobility, lie related soma amusing stories of the 
numberless commuuications tliey receive from [tersons 
craving information as to their relationship witli the old 
families. Frequently Americans arc sure a vast fortoiic is 
BOOQ to be theirs on account of their claimed conneutioa 
i wilh one of tliese ancient houses, and there are also ntim- 
I liera of such expectants in England. The Herald's College 
is often pestered by these wallers upon fortune, who some- 
times lose their wits in the wild search for riches that never 
come. Ill America we hnve iio such institution as the 
" Herald's College," and yet many of our people are con- 
stantly sigliing for borrowed robes. Neither have I any 
respect for those who would deny their nni'estors, forget- 
ting, like tile ostrich that hides its head as the storm ap- 
proaches, that what they hope to conceal is only made moi-e 
public by their struggles. And those who exist in and on 
Uieir grandparents, are still more wortliy of contempt, for 
they are brave in ftiatiiers not their own; to me it seems 
equally absurd to blush for, or Lo boast of one's forefathers. 
I Still the "Herald's rollege" was interesting and novel, for 
f here I saw for the first time the value of mere titles and 
I tassels. The apparent fact is tliat virtue and worth are too 
rarely recognized. The original merit may be virtue, worth, 
bravery, benevolence, but the sin and shame of the whole 
system is, that the most worthless inherits the most worthy, 
and, far worse, the vices of the last heir are always con- 
doned by the" glorious deeds of his progenitor a thousand 
I years ago. 

[ ' Mr. Tucker, sensible and practical as he Is, showed us 

the collective autographs, rolls, missals, and archives of 

the great English houses for majiy centuries, but did not 

make an argument for tiiem. These reminiscences at first 

aroused my pity, such pity as I had often felt for a dear 

fViend who was making a dunce of himself, till I saw how 

Lftll the English bow down, before these relics, how they 

wworship a lord or a lady, a duke or a duchess, and iiow 

^naturally enough) the be-praised families accept the adu- 

*tation, as if they had earned it. Ho it was not for me to 

Mttempt a reformation, nor to condemn the BnglUh nobility 

nf tliej' become fools like their parasites. 

, The " Herald's College" was founded by Richai-d III. in 
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jiTolii, oiiG of the leadin 
1 licirlorim of liis lious 
: lieralds, and four pii 



1484. The cliief is tbe Duke of No. 
C&tbolic peers, niid the office i 
There nre tliree kiugs of arm! 
euivants. These officers attend i 
royal costume. Tlie scarlet coat embroidered with gold, 
and gold buttons, cocked bat, and pantaloons with bioad 
gold stripe, and a small sword, gave to handsome Stephen 
I. Tucker tbe appearance of a masonic knight. It was a 
sort of theatrical uuifprm, or holiday fancy-di'eBS, and as I 
write I feel quite sure my gracious friend will charge my 
criticism to my democratic rearing. I presume 1 was ob- 
tuse, but it was a long time before 1 could comprehend 
that the objects of the " Herald's College" were to preserve 
all the pedigrees of the British nobility and gentry, the 
recoi'ds of royal coroDutioiis, marriages, christenings, fune- 
rals, visits of kings and princes, also offit-ial reports of 
cavalcades, processioiis^ tournaments, and combats. The 
royal funerals alone til! sixty-five folio volumes. The im- 
mense libraries are crowded with books, portraits, and en- 
gravings, to preserve veneration for rank among the people. 
These documents and records are very oiteu necessary to 
settle questions of title to lands, but the genera! object is 
to keep alive respect for aristocratic forma. I was much 
impressed by this regard fur old customs. At home almost 
every family has peculiar habits, generally hard enough to 
explaiu to strangers, or to justify to ourselves, and this is 
the case in London. I was shown an account of Sir Ger- 
vase Clifton, who bad been a widower sis times; also a 
volume, the work of a monk of the !4th ceutury, "The 
Pedigree from Adam to liie Saxon Kiuga." He tells us 
alter "Adam had lived 930 years he died of the gout." 
Lady Juliana Berners says that "Adam was a gentleman," 
and in one sense she does not transcend the bounds of 
■ reason. But when John Guillim, the rouge croix pursui- 
vant of the ITth century, ascribes coat-armor to the tril>e8 
of Israel, I think he has allowed his imagination rather 
free play. Mr. Tucker's ancestor and namesake, Stephen 
Tucker, was licensed by Henry VIIL, July 2, 1519, "to 
use and wear his bonnet upon his bead, as well in our pi-e- 
sence as elsewhere, at Ills liberties." The great mass of 
books, papers, aud vcllu ms, were kept in perfect order, and 
as they relate to thousands, and are frequently consulted, 
tlieir preservation requires a prodigious outlay of uiouuy. 
Tiie Queen appoints all the heralds, and their homes are in 
tlie college. Mr. Tucker presented us to his charming 
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fnmily, nnd when I left I felt that tlie winter day liad been 
pi-ofltftbly passeil, tlioiigli I was uiisalisQed; having lasted 
of this eiiigiuatiual science, I liiingci-Qd for etill furtiier 
knowledge. 

The mysteries of coats-or-arms are indeed ciirious. The 
precious atonea, topaz, pearls, rubiea, aapphirca, emeralds, 
amethysts, ant) diamonds, arc in constant use, each em- 
blematic ; also the colors, red, yellow, blue, wliite, orange, 
purple, and black; and the planets, sun, moon, stars, Jupi- 
ter, Venus, Mercury, and Saturn. How soon we learn that 
the precious stones are for nobility, the planets for princes, 
the various colors for higher or lower degrees; which is 
the dester and which the sinister side of the field; and 
thus we are able to rend the hieroglyphics of heraldic bear- 
ings by the effigies of men, women, and children, beasts, 
fruits, and Bowers. Lions gardant, saliant, couchant, dor- 
mant, and passant, seem to have been one of the earliest 
charges; we see them on the shields of the great bouses of 
Northumberland, Cadogan, North, Westminster, Fitzham- 
mond. The meaning of such cUarges as fleur-de-lis, clarion, 
and the fylfot is obscure; they are, therefore, called doubt- 
ful. Learned scholars do not hesitate to devote tUemaelvea 
to thia study, as if it had a visible use other than to keep 
alive form, degree, obedience, and reverence among men. 
The struggle for precedence amused me. Every rank has 
its place, and none darea to precede bis superiors. Ridicu- 
[ lous anecdotes are aSoat of tbe disputes of men, but the 

■ gossips say thai ladies are far more severe and pai-ticular, 
I especially those of ancient family. Serious dissensions 
I occur, and the royal households are not exceptions to 

bursts of feminine temper. The Queen, Princess of Wales, 
princesses, duchesses, the wives of kings, or brothers of 
tbe Queen, daughters of the Queen, come first, and then 
the other grades of nobility, down to the wives of clergy- 
L men, and lawyers, and burgesses; but there is no place 
I for the consorts of tradesmen or mechanics, and those of 

■ Bcientista, artists, and scholars are excluded. The clergy 
and lawyers come last on the roster. 

The titled families take not only the precedence, but 
absorb most ol' the oflBces and attentions of the court. An 
American now and then engineers herself into the charmed 

f circle, but it is paid for by much intrigue and humiliation ; 

f ftnd after her object is accomplished, she is discussed and 

Leanvassed disparagingly by the British sisterhood. 

I Since I have been in London, incidents have come to 



52 PICTURES AND PORTRAITS 

my knowledge by wliich I am taught social caste is as 
strong in England as it ever was; and I am sorry to add 
that those who cannot boast a coat-of-arms of their own, 
nor a long lineage, are generally too anxious to enjoj' the 
patronage of their more fortunate fellow-creatures. 



LETTER X. 

"Home of the Qrosvenor's high-born race, 

Home of their beautiful and brave, 
Alike their birth — and burial-place, 

Their cradle and their grave ! 
Still sternly o'er the castle-gate 
Their house's Lion stands in state, 

As in his proud, departed hours, 
And warriors frown in stone on high. 
And feudal banners ' flout the sky,' • 

Above his princely towers.'* 

Fitz-Gkeen Halleck, amended. 



*' A world of busy workers, who nobly toil 
The greater world to clothe and charm, 
Men who take vast wealth from sky and soil. 
Coin gems for ornaments, and guns to harm. 
Such is this glowing City — such this home 
Of modern art, a new and dazzling Rome, 
Where labor rules supremest king. 
And bright inventions choicest oflcrings bring." 

Anonymous. 

Birmingham, March, 1878. 

It was a day very like our Indian summer as we strolled 
through the famous town of Chester, in Cheshire ; passing 
through the old cit}'^ gates, lingering in our walk upon the 
original Roman walls, and upon the antique and tottering 
bridges that span the Dee, and pausing to feast our eyes 
upon the exquisite specimens of pottery in the shops hidden 
under the rowa^ as they are called here — roofed galleries ex- 
tending along the sidewalk, where pedestrians may shop, 
protected from the rain wlien the weather is inclement. 
I enjoyed these novelties under the kind guideship of 
General Lucius Fairchild, American Consul at Liverpool. 
He lives so near the ancient seat, and has so many friends 
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vicinity, t 
genial sooietj we garnerei) nnicli in formatici 
telligeut descriptions of Ihe interesting ami picturesque 
country around iib, 

Cliester lias become almost an American town; not in 
its inhabitants nor its customs, but because it is largely 
visited by onr country people, nnd is also tlie central point 
for an immense amount of English traffic and travel. A 
flood of overpowering liistorical recollections enveloped me 
as I paused to think and gnze upon tlie hiisy town upon 
the high road hetwccn London and Ireland ; it is the very 
spot upon which to draw comparisons between the old, old 
times and the new ones. The Romans were here with the 
twentieth legion in A. D. 60, and many descriptions of 
ancient relies are found at this day, speaking loudly of the 
early possessors. Old as Chester is, it is very clean and 
vei-y much improved, although there is a visible effort to 
hold on to the vestiges of the original Roman occupation. 
Here, indeed, was the archetype of the many pictures I 
had seen of English towns. The narrow lanes, low, red- 
tiled roofs, spotless dimity curtains stretched across the , 
lower window panes, rows of earthen flower-pots and little 
green plants, gave to it a provincial air. 

The books that have been written about this one town 
would fill a respectable library, especially those by Amer- 
icans. I will not loiter upon the old, footbeaten path, but 
try to preserve some idea of the famous Eaton Hall, the 
magnjncent estate of the Mai-quis of Westminster, the 
richest peer in England, the owner of a large portion of 
the great murky metropolis, whose income is simply incal- 
culable. The ancestor of this Norman lord was the Earl 
Hugh Lupus, the nephew and favorite of the Norman con- 
qaei-or, who, like many of those ancient chiefs, after living 
through years of vice, expiated his sins by constructing 
the Abbey of St. Warburg, from which tlie old cathedral, 
within a few years splendidly improved, may claim its 
origin. 

The fair and opulent demesne on which Eaton Hall 
stands, is over sixteen miles in length, and some seven miles 
broad, nearly as vast as the entire city of Philadelphia, 
Fairmount Park inclusive, and this is not all ; the mighty 
Marquis of Grosvenor, or Westminster, is the happy pos- 
sessor of a large part of the city of Chester. We drove, 
in onr little English wagonette, out to this historic domain, 
about three miles from this still more I 
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we Rpproaclied, tlie great.iron gate siipporteil by the stone^ 
portals of tlie outer lodge, was swung liai-k upon its eieak- 
ing, maty liinges, by the keeper's rtHUghter, a little rinidy- 
fnced English giil in n crimson dress, who. dropped ua a 
courtesy, Riid tiaat upon iia a coy glance frotn under her 
lasliea, that meant pennies. We drove for miles through 
long avenues, skirted by huge oaks and fira. Although 
much of the grounds are under cultivation, there are vast 
sections devoted to the ornamental, and to large herds of 
deer, — that were grazing by Ihouaands, — not for human 
couanmptiou, but simply for the aport of the noble Marquia 
and bis titled guests. W'e obtained a glimpse of the costly 
ensile; of the hall 450 feet long, in which the Marquis re- 
aidea when at home, of a floor 40 feet square, that cost 
fSOOO, of the greiit corridor extending 500 feet, of llie apa- 
ciouB drawing-room, with the ceiling of heraldic ahielda, 
and honeycombed in tracery of cream color and gold, the 
walls rich in their treasures of art, by Rubens and West, 
of the atill more spacious library, with its colouna<tes of 
pillars on either side, and heavy gothic windows, and oaken 
ehelvea, overladen witli tlie rarest hooks. The grand 
stairway is a prodigy ; two colored marble Egyptian stat- 
ues stand on either hand as you ascend the long Sight of 
steps, which run from the centre right and left to tlie secimd 
gallery, and thence to the private apartments on the higher 
story. Land and sea have been ransacked for gema to 
adorn this luxurious pile. Here are inclosed precious 
articles of uiWk, paintings, statuary, mosaics, and frescoes. 
During the hunting season thia nobleman entertains many 
hundred gueats, and hia tenantry alone are from five to 
seven hundred. The whole edifice, exclusive of atablea 
and out-buUdinga, covers a, space of 100 feet in front. 
IfiOO guineas were expended upon the paveuovnt of the 
main floor. 

Tapestries, damaska, shields, vases, chandeliers, and 
s world of precious treasures of art, have been purchased 
and placed in the interior, while outside you are enchanted 
with fountains, vistas, Italian gardens, long walks, and 
endless arrangements for tlie enjoyment of those who pre- 
fer the chase, or the dnve, or the pleasures of the angler. 
Apart from the historic pieces, aud portraits, and old 
armor, ia a choice colleclion of racing picturea, illustrative 
of the fabulous sums of money that have been squandered 
on blooded horses by the luxurious (Jrosvenors. The por- 
traits of the animals belonging to this family for more tl 
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^^unffred years occupy a protnineiit place in tbe Iionso- 
hold. Tbis lioiise of Weslrainslev, or (jiosvenor, has been 
collecting wealtli and adding to all its tenilory since the 
NDrman invasion. I was enraptiii'ed by the gardens and 
conBerratories, whieli, tliough it waa early spring, were 
filled with every variety of exotic shrub and flower, in- 
.ng exquisite pieces of native growth, making alto- 

■ ^elher a bewildering multitude of color and a weight of 
^odor that recalled the aiuiile of the poet when he speaks of 

■e dying of aromatic pain. 

[ entered the central arenue, I was greeted hy a 

■ vision of entnincing beauty. The floral -fretted walls ex- 
tended and gradually contracted in the far perspective; 
from tbe lofty and vaulted glass roof hnug the delicate 
aprays of a vine bearing tiny crinison stars that had clus- 

V tered and wi-oatlied tlieir tendrils into a network and fringe 
^xtverbead. Far, far down tliia gallery, the effect was that 
a cloud of sea-foam in mid-nir, tinged by the lurid glow 
Laf tbe sinking sun. It was a poem of radiance and per- 
lifume from the breath of heaven. Then there were the 
»car1ct and pink and white lilies, the sweet modest violets, 
|;the cold chaste bridal-wreaths, the lupty velvet rosea, and 
jKthe bronzed and glossy margins of box; and you may be 
■quite BUI'S I did not quit this Eden till I bad secured fra- 
grant trophies of ray memorable visit. 

The old racecourse, wliere the Oiiester cup is annunlly 
^ run for, has a history of its own, and there is no liner 
English scene than the struggle for this cup in May. In 
1540 a custom began, by which a silver bell, costing 3s. 6(j., 
was annually given by the saddler's company "to him who 

IBliikll run the best on horseback." This arrangement was 
suhscquently changed, and it was decreed tliat that " horse 
'Which with speed did overrun the rest, had the best cup 
then presently delivered, and that horse which came aec- 
lolid, next the fli'st, before the r«st, bad the second cup then 
Also delivered." 
Oliesbire, in which Chester is placed, is perhaps the rich- 
est county in England in old houses; many of the churches 
are very beautiful, and it is noted for the number of its 
.aristocracy and wealthy proprietors; but among its old 
estates you will lind few, indeed none, as extensive as 
i; Eaton Hall. The country is so gridironed with raili'oads, 

that with its limited territory you pass from one place to 
another without the slightest diflSculty. So bidding adieu 
to our friend, General Fairchild, we passed into Warwick- 
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shire, and found ourselves »t Tlie Great Western Hotel, 
Birmingliani, a few houra ftftev leaving Cliester. Warwick- 
Bhire is one of the wealtliiest territories in tbe world, atid 
Birminsiham tbe largest uianiiracturiug town in England, 
and ie claimed wilhont an equal in any otiier country. 
Far different from Liverpool, liiigiiter, cleaner, and more 
intelligent, it is called "the loy-sliop of Europe," from the 
iiunil)er and variety of its manufaetui-es. I Lad no time 
to stop to examine the cliurclies and sliops, theatres and 
cemeteries, and so liired a haek and a guide, and made a 
rather close survey of the manufactories, all of tliem very 
curious and interesting to me. Jt is the great headquar- 
ters of buttons ; buttons of brass, copper, cloth, shell, bone, 
wood, and porcelain, Tlie gilt buttons for military and 
other uniforms employ tliousnnds of persons; millions of 
cloth buttons are sold annually, also linen buttons, books 
and eyes, and pearl and heme liuttons. Swords and guna 
and pistols are made in immense quantities in Birmingham. 
The gold and silver piate in jewelry trade is very large. 
30,000 wedding rings annually pass through the assay 
"" 10 ounces of gold leaf are used every week, and 



lly. I was com- 
Lufacture of brasses and 
kers in iron are renownedn 
s manufacturers, and 
also very interesting; thej 



150,000 

pletely astounded by the m 

bronzes, The Birmingham w 

all over the world. The glj 

manufactui-ers of steel pens ai 

claim that Birmingham sup^ilies the world with pens. 

We drove through Aslon Park, by the sweet waters 
the Kea, along the eastern slopes of the undulating hills 
red sandstone, and into the suburbs as far as Staffoi-d an< 
Worcester. The new court of assizes, that is in course 
erection, is quite as large and as handsome a buildi 
our new post-ofllce promises to be; the town cannot clail 
half the population of Philadelphia, including that poi'ti< 
beyond city limits. 

■ ■ '( one of tbe beautiful arcades 
3 flnds all over Europe ; and al 
.iintei-ed through it to note t1 
rsity of fancy articles of native manufacture that ei 
bcllished the windows. A pleasant place to pass half 
hour; a clean walk, a glass roof, brilliant goods displayed) 
and it seemed to be a general rendenvouB for luxuriouB^^ 
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galleries of shops that o 
the lamps were lighted 1 a 



LETTER XI. 

"Tlioii soft flowing Avon, by Iliy silver Biveam. 
Of tilings more tLnti mortal sweet Sbnkeapeare wnuM dream ; 
Tbe fftirieB by moimliglit dnncu rouud liis green lied* 
For Imllow'd tliti lurf is whicli pillow'd liia liead." 

Garrick. 

Str4tpord-on-Avon, March, 1878. 
A RIDE of about half an hour on the rails brought us into 
bis quaint oltt town of the mj'i'iHil-minded poet. The 
atmoBphere was saluln'ious n.nd bazj when ne quitted 
Birminghnni, and the blue glamour of the long English 
twilights was weaving itself around the horizon. Of the 
beautiful section of Warwickahire through which our route 
lay, I saw lUtle; the glimpses I eanght of the rich farms, 
luxuriant valleys, and gentle-flowing streams, were not sat- 
isfactory through the obscuring mists. When we drew m[i 
in the little station in Stratfordoii-Avon, only twentj-aix 
miles distant, we were greeted by "an eager and a ni[Ji>iug 
air" and a driving shower of hnil. A rickety omnibus con- 
veyed ns to the Sliakespeare House, wlicra the chambers 
are designated hy titles from tlie immortal plays, one over 
I each door. As you enter the hall there are tables and 
I escritoires of the heavy English style, a bust of Shake- 
speare, and memorial engravings. Over the dining-room I 
noticed the appropriate quotation, ''may good digestion 
wait on appetite." 1 was assigned the apartment bearing 
tbe inscription, "Midsummer Night's Dream." I could 
fittoch no point to this motto on which to hang a vision. I 
only knew that it was a large room containing three beds, 
the walls in a state of utter dilapidation, and the windows, 
illy fitted to thi'lr frames, were shaken all through the night 
by the wind, while the hail pattered violently against the 
.'glass. These cireumslances did not inspire the delightful 
Lsnnsatione suggested by the title. The bridal-chamber is 
^labelled "Love's Labor's Lost," llie same that had been 
occupied by Olive Logan sevend months ago when she 
passed through Stratford. Has this most incongruous pre- 
fix been inadvertently placed here, or is it the work of some 
melancholy pessimist? 

On the second floor of this little lioSi'l are some valuable 
old paintings by Rembrandt, Sir Joshua Reynolds, and 
early artists of equal celebrity; and the original sign-board 
of the inn, bearing a dim and defaced effigy of Shakespeare 
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The proprietor's wife, an Englishwoman of consiilerabti 
ertiicalion, was excessively hospitable, and after ' '" '_ 
alKtut her collection of pictures, the ancient house, and thi 
strange maxims that arraet your gaze at every step, 
spoke oSMny obvious state of poor health, and offered her 
tender care and an alleviation, if not a remedy, for iny suf. 
ferings while I remained lier gnest. She left me, and a 
quarter of an hour afterward a maid appeared with a bowl 
of what I supposed to be farina gniel and a small vial of 
brownish hue, of which she cautioned me, to let thn doi 
be meagre; this warning might have been omitted, as thei^ 
was but one remaining drop; still the words created 
pleasant suspicions in my husband's mind, who endeavored 
to dissuade my imbibing the ominous potion. Despite 
tlie entreaties, I took it ; I felt that my sands of life wei-e 
rapidly drifting out into tlie great ocean of eternity ; the 
ruthless winds were shifting the leaves of my brief book 
of life, to the page where only one word, Jinin, was written ; 
and so the otfered sympathy I accepted; but let my expe- 
rience serve as a watchword to my American sisters ; the 
following evening I found my landlady's pap and cliarity 
put in the bill, after 1 had praised her as a model I Beware 
of the sympaLhetio English proprietress; this is the second 
one who has charged for benevolence. " The best in this 
kind are but shadows; and the worst are no worse, if ima- 
gination amend them." 

My Hrst visit was not to the house where lie who became 
Lord Paramount in English literature opened his eyes upon 
lbe light of this world, but to New Place, the home of bis 
ripened genius and industry, where he waited the too early 
summons of the grim and bribeless reaper. Of his ancient 
sanctum there remain only a few foundation stones. But 
here lived and labored the poet; here were bis garden, his 
favorite mulberry tree, bis shady walks, and his lawn and 
orchard stretching down to the margin of tlie silvery Avon, 
The morning succeeding the hailstorm was dismal and wet, 
but the turf in the Shakspeare garden was fresh and green, 
and the gravel-patha firm beneath our feet. These gardens 
are cultivated and embellished with beautiful flowers, and 
in the summer season are open for public enjoyment. By 
special arrangement they may be procured for picnics and 
other occasions of merry-making. 

In the house attached to New Place, where resides the 
ancient and interesting wnrden of the illustrious poet's 
devastated home, ai'e many silent but eloquent relics of his 
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life and surroundinga ; a rude clay cast of the "bard of 
Avon," and a portrait, as also portiaita of llio noble line 
of Cloptoiis and Cooinbes, whose ftiir dangliter, if my 
memory rightly serves me, was coiiaigiied to a living tomb, 
and tbe fact is generally believed to liave been the incentive 
to the melanclioly tragedy, '* Romeo and Juliet." 

We approached Trinity Chapel throngii a pnlli skirted 
l)y tail Jiraes, whose inlerlaciiij; branches form a shelter 
overhead, where the cold glimmer of white toml>atonea is 
faintly seen IhroiigU the rank grass, where the sweetly 
flowing Avon winds like a silken ribbon about the base of 
the urnmbling and ivy-crowned house of God, wliose gentle 
murranr is a dulcet accompaniment to the whi»itling of the 
wind among the almost leafless branches. As we waited 
for the sexton, I noticed a swl-faced woman and child 
planting flowers arouud a little grave that lia<l been newly 
made, and then we passed from the yet untrodden earth of 
X spring-time burial, into the centiiried sancttiary of the 

I immortal dust. 
On the left side of the chancel, as you face the altar, is 
khe grave bearing the well-known inscription : — 
i 
111 



Good frend for Jcbub saho fnrbesre, 
To digf! Uie dual enclnaaed here ; 
Bleste be j* man y' spftrea lEiese atones 
And curst he lie y' mtiveH my hones. 



Printed fac-similea of tliese characteristic lines of the 
["poet of the world" are for sale at a shilling each; hut by 
itfering a bribe of another sliilling, 1 became the possessor 
if the identical one upon the tomb. From the entablature 
Just above, the florid nnd bedizened effigy of sweet Wil- 
liam, in scarlet doublet and sleeveless blai-k gown, looked 
down upon the sacrilegious barter over his dry anil whlted 
bones. And then we were requested to contribute to the 
iieautiful new memorial window tliat is placeit very near 
Shakespeare's tomb, and is paid for from American bounty; 
it is of exquisite stained glass, and represents the " seven 
Ages," applied to tbe liible; four of the panels are already 
ipleted. After lingering in the aisles and naves of the 
rid Gothic structure, we turned to the birthplace of the 
lodest wool- comber's poet child. Here everything is red- 
ilent of Shakespeare, and the phantom that I had enter- 
lined of Shakespeare being made of different clay, and 
Lst in a different mould from the rest of liumankind, rap- 
lly faded. He had lived so long iigo, I so far awuj' from 
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nil that pi'oved iiis existencre, lils writings so peorlei 
imagination so wild and creative, that t had sometimes be- 
lieved him a tradition, always dititie, but never a myth. I 
delight to find liim human, a.pp roach able, and lovable. The 
old fireplace, the decayed walls, ceilings, and floors, the 
low-gabled tenement, and Lhe ten treacherous steps that 
ascend from the kiU.-ben to the chamber where he was bom, 
all seem hallowed by the " great heii' of fame," and then 
] remember that this same house served afterward as 
butcher-shop and a tavern, impregnated with the odor 
beer, bad gin, coarse meat, and greasy bacon ; ah I veril; 
"to what base nses may we not return, Horatio?" 

The walls of the chamber are blackened by thonsanda of 
pencilled names, and Scott and Byron are easily read upon 
the glass wiudotr panes. There remain the chairs, the sig- 
net ring, the first copy of aome of his plays, and even a 
letter fiora Richard Quincey, written in 1598, for the pur- 
pose of liorrowing from the poet tliiity pounds, but not one 
line in the hand of Shakesjieare. The little gai'den attached 
to the " birthplace" is filled with the Sowers so olten men- 
tioned in his dramas, and as the old lady who conducted 
ns over the poetical ground handed them to rae, she re- 
peated the lines of poor Ophelia, and those that run, " I 
know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows," etc. 1 found 
Mr. J. O. Halliwell Philips not only the god of her idol- 
atry, but the presiding genius of all Strutford-on-Avon ; it 
must be I'cmembercd that b« purchased over ten years ago 
"New Place," and presented it to the Crown, after putting 
it in splendid order. OccnsioDally he visits the ancient 
village, and must be, from all accounts, a regular brother 
Cheeryble, judging by the ecstasies of the woman janitor of 
the " birthplace." Every one about Stratford, with the ex- 
ception of the great families, makes a living out of Shake- 
speare; were it not for the constant stream of tourists, 
mainly Americans, the old bouses and haunts of the idol 
William, the shops, tsverne, and churches, would have a 
dismal experience. Everything is placed under a rigid 
system of contribution. The charges are not great, but the 
system is consistently and steadily maintained. 

The grfat staple product of the vicinage is beer; indeed, 
the whole neighborhood cultivates the juice of the liup,jnat 
as all cinasea drink the tempting brew. The memorhil the- 
atre, which seems to have originated from the fund Btnrted 
by David Garrick, one hundred and ten years ago, to oon- 
stnict a statue to IShakesjieare, is in rapid course of erec- 
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and when completed, will be one of tlie finest in llie 
kingdom. Il is entirely loo Inrge, however, for tlie town, 
wbidi line n popnlation of not more llian 4000. Only on 
rare occasions can it ever be put to profitable use. 



LETTER XII. 

" He was not of an age, bwt for all time. 
And nil the maaea Blill were in llieir prime, 
Wlieu lilie Apnllo lie came for U) clinrm 
Our ears, or like a Mercury to Larni." 



Warwick, Enolasd, March, 1878. 
1 of EngliHli life is a residence or sojourn in 
intry during the spring and summer, but as my 
programme carries me on tlie Continent for tlie opening 
of tlie Paris Exposition, I am obliged to improve an Eng- 
lish winter as best I can. The country side of England in 
always lovely, even in Marcli, and the climate is much leas 
dismal and inhospitable thnn that of London. 

War wicks biie, the connty in which Stratford is plaued, 
has been, from its central situation and physical periphery, 
called the heart of England. It is a little world by itself; 
a world of wealth in mineral and agricultural products, 
a world of learning, of aristocracy, of poetry, romance, 
history, ancient records, and nnodern progress. The rail- 
way radiates all thi'ongh the section at exceedingly low 
fares, cab hire is reasonable, and the distances between 
the various show places, village inns, cities, and towns, in 
this particular county, are bo short, that manj' travellers, 
when the weather is fine, prefer to walk. A week might 
be spent in Stratford and its vicinity, and you would i-eap 
a golden harvest of pleasure and information. 

While at the Shakespeare house I heard of many of my 
country people who come there in June or July, and loiter 
around the place sanctified by the great master, his pre- 
[_decesBors, and followers; interesting in their Roman re- 
IS and attractive in recent ancestral homes. The river 
n flows through Warwickshire on its way to the Severn ; 
^it beautifies and freshens the borders of lovely English 
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abodes, passes smiling, thritly hnmlets, sombre castles, 
irrigates Huh farm lands, murmurs aI the poet's grave, 
and coils aroimil tlic old coiinty-tonns with tbcii' venerable 
utuirches and towers. 

Alcester, seven nnd a balf miles Tmrn Stratford, a small 
market town, the scat of a Roman encampment, as proved 
by the disvovery of ancient bricks, coins, and utds of 
human bones, is now a modern factory of needles. Bices- 
ter is at the cosflncnce of the streams Arrow and AInc, 
a short distance from the ancient castles of the Beait- 
champs and OreviUes, two miles from Conghton Manor, 
tbe home of the ancient family of Throckmorton siiice the 
reign of Henry IV, The same little town is bordered, 
equally distant, on ibe southwest liy Ragley Park, the 1 
patrician estate of the Mtirquis of Hertford, with its castle, t 
])ark, lakes, and peerless gardens. Charlecote, fonr miles \ 
from Stratford, indissohibly associated with Shakespeare, ' 
is the ancient family seat of the Lucys, whose ancestor. 
Sir Thomas Lucy, is said to have bitterly persecuted 1 
Sbekespeare, because the latter, on several occasions, made 1 
free with the Knight's deer, which favor (?) the poet t^M 
turned by attaching immortal and merciless ridicule toJ 
him as Justice Shallow. Tbe old homestead is of brick iV-l 
the Elizabethan style, the great hall wainscoted in oak,:T 
containing marvels of ancient and richly carved furniture,*! 
and many valuable paintings- Charleeote Church, near by,T 
was rebuilt by tbe same family. The Cloptons and CombM,'^ 
families contemporary with Shakespeare, had their estate ' 
on the Avon, so that the eiitire vicinage is dotted with 
noble castles and opulent homes. 

Shotlery, where Shakespeare wooed — or rather loosj 
wooed by Anne Hathaway, is only a mile from his birth^'l 
place. There is nothing here to awaken picnsant 
tions, and 1 was rather glad that some doubts were throwa'J 
upon its au the titi city. Even llie relics puichased fi-oia 
here by Qarrick, as sanctilled by confederacy with tli^fl 
great poet, were most probably the constructive frauds o" 
an enterprising auctioneer or collector. 

My visit to Stratford left a sad impression. It ia oddfl 
indeed that there remains nothing satisfactory of Shakee-1 
peare's ways of life, either in London, or at his villagaj 
home. There was quite too much surmise and speculatioD^^ 
The most living things about him are his plays, and evea'l 
these are doubted by some and openly conceded to o ' 
For 90 great a mind, it is painful how little has been lei 
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ma ! Dwelling upon tUeae 
wlio have |ii'coeded me, f 
¥a8 cLeered by the following lines, that I copied from the 
;riimbling walla of Shakespeare 'a house, written by sweet 
WftsliiQgton Irving in 1821— fifty-eight yeafs ago. It is 
I the most solacing exunsu for Shakespeare's anonymous 
character I have seen : — 

"Of mighty Shakespeare's birth the room we see, 
That where he died in vain tn find we try ; 
Useless the search — for nil iraraorlal he, — 
And those who are immortnl never die." 

When we left Stratford the annual cattle fair wa.s at its 
height, and as we passed through the picturesque valley 
of the Avon, we saw vast herds of ciioice gradea in pad- 
docks for exhibition. There were the short-horned Durham 
breed, the Herefords, that are valuable as working oxen, 
the Devona, lamed for their beauty, the Ayrshires prized 
for the quantity of milk they yield, and the Aldefneys 
whose EXTRACT is world renowned for richness. I have 
good reason never to forget the lattci' breed, and when my 
ex[)encnce recurs to my mind I do not contemplate this 
particular stock with much satisfaction. Several weeks 
ago my Loudon physician advised me to drink English 
stout, champagne or cream. The first was less palatable 
than any drug he could have prescribed, the second too 
costly, and as I was forbidden still wines 1 was reduced to 
the remaining expedient, so I ordered the commissioner at 
the Westminster to have Aldeniey cream served to me 
every morning. Nothing could have been finer, so that it 
is not the quality of which I complain but the jirice ; when 
I received the account I discovered that I had been build- 
ing up my health upon a foundntion of cream at two dollars 
a quart I Now, do not look aghast as I did. 1 endeavored 
to perauade myself that 1 had forgotten ray table of Eng- 
lish money, or that my entire bill amounted to eight shil- 
lings. I rang for the commissioner and advised with him. 
He assured me the bill was correct and seemed to be sur- 
prised that cream had declined to eight shillings, the usual 
price lieing ten 1 I had always heard the capabilities of 
the Aldei'ney highly spoken of and for the first time I 
realized how higk they were. 

What a beautiful spot ia Warwick I These sweet Eng- 
lish towns are much more attractive than wild, 'wilderiug 
London. Here one has such a supreme sense of rest, away 
from the gloom and clamor of ponderous houses and noisy 
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streets, away from tlie vast palaces where great questions 
of state are discussed, away fr<nu that ceaseless wLirlpool 
of trade. 

After we liaH deposited our luggage and engaged rooms 
at the Wnrnick Arms we stioMed out tliroiigh the Htreets 
of the town. I noticed cleanly highways, beautiful resi- 
dences, extensive shops, and then wandered toward the 
eminence on which the castle stands, lingered upon the 
new sione bridge that girds tlie same lieaiUiful Avon ever 
in onr wake wheresoever we may turn. The picture was 
one of unrivalled beauty. The sky was pale blue, flecked 
with filniy clouds, and the snn just sinking behind the 
western hills, shed a rosy glow through the hazy atmos- 
phere. It was much snth an afternoon aa we frequently 
have at home in early spring. The luxurions shrubbery in 
the vast park bent low to rest on the gentle waters they 
bordered. Shakespeare jnust have been referring to this 
sweet river when he said ; 

" Tha CnrrPEl, thai with gentle mnnnnr glided 
Thou know'st, being stopped, impatlenrlj doth rage ; 
Bnt when his fair course ie not hindered, 
He luskeB sweet music with tlie enamelled stones, 
Giving B genlle kiss lo every aedge 
He oTerlaketh in his pilgKmage ; 
And so, liy many winding nooks he slrnys, 
With willing aport lo the wild ocean." 

rijiplea aa they 
re undoubtedly 

alluded to by Queen Gertrude, in the passage where she tells 

Laertes of his fair Bister's dentJi, ijeginning: 



I 



On the odorous English roail, the rustic lads and lassiefl 
doffed their hats and dropped us courtesies, as they came 
to or from their country homes in the neighboring shires 
of Stafford, Leicester, or Worcester; from the hills of 
Fenny Compton, the valley of the Stour, or the Dale of the 
Red Horse; from the Northwest, near the red marl and 
sandstone mounds, and from the vicinity of Morton Hilt 
and Dnnamore Heath; some trudging their way on foot, 
while those from a greater distance rode in their cosey 
wagonettes. Then we sauntered through the obscure lanes 
at the rear of the castle walls, where ruddy-faced babies 
played in the mire, with the poultry, and where low- 
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I thatched cottages were as ciean ami onlci'ly ae tlie Bplendid 
I palaces aui'oss tlie river; and as I retraced niy stepe to the 
Iqtiiet little hotel in the town, I mnrvellecl if I §hoiil(i enjoy 
T'the interior of the home of the medio'val Karls of Wamick, 
ouch as I had my afteniooii rainlile on the country side. 



LETTER X III. 

"Old cnalleH on the cliOs arise, 
Froudl; toweriDg iii the akies ; 
RiiBliing froin llie wooda, the spires 
Seem froiu lience ascending fires j 
Half his beams Apollo slieds 
On the yellow moiintalii'licndB 
Gilds Ibe fleeces of the flocks. 
And glilters on the broken rocks." 
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Warwick, England, March, 1878. 
My first work this raorniug was to visit Warwick Castle, 
which I was as anxious to see as all who liave preceded 
me. Had a register been kept of tiiese tliousands it would 
have been as curious as any in Listory. So we rang the 
bell at the great iron gate, which was swung hack by the 
old janitreas, who acta as a sort of lady ahliesa, or as I 
have heard lier called "jailoress" of the old pile. She 
looked like one of the weird sisters who met Macbeth 
apon the heatli to tell him of his future greatness, and 
as we entered the stone-canopied avenue, we were greeted 
by a ruddy young English girl at the door of the porter's 
lodge whom the old witch pi-eseiited as her "servant- 
gal." This woman who muat be at least eighty, told 
us that she had been retained by the Neville family since 
childhood; and for ever so ninny years she has day after 
day repeated the stories of Guy of Warwick, and sounded 
the vast metal porridge-pot with the flesh-fork in which 
the smoking stew was prepared for him and liis warriors, 
and from which his successors have drunk their draught 
through the centuries. It is now used as a punch-bowl 

'" L capacity for 102 gallons, and ou the occasion of 
ningof age of the present earl, the antiquated llecate 

hW it *'thricelilled and emptied." The armor, consisting 
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of helmet, sliieltt, Bworil, and breastptftte ot Ihis legBiiilary 
Guy, are preserved here and weigh 111 ponudB. Among 
otber relics are tropliies of his exploits on Dunsmore 
Heatl), Our historian to)<l us of tbe vast number of 
AmericanB wlio track bitberward en route to London ; "Ah 
yea," she said, "I have been here many a year; they never 
fail us, and they are the most liberal of all my visitors." 
This sly hint of the shrewd old crone I very well compre- 
hended, but 1 had the shilling ready and as she spoke I 
almost felt as if I stood in the presence of one of the old 
dependents of tbe "king-maker." 

We reached the castle by a cavernous path hewn througU 
the solid rock, by a long ascent, and heard the dull ciush,* 
of the sodden gravel beneath our feet in this novel vaults! 
like tunnel. At the terminus of the wonderful granite foj^l 
mation our path lay between a colonnade of tall and i 
erable trees whose interlacing brunches were heavy n 
nature's tear-drops, and the weeping willows and sweepiuM 
cedars made mournful music on the cloudy raornin_ 
1 advanced my thoughts reverted to the long ago, when 
came hither the lords and ladies of dead kings to v' 
their opulent and half-royal entertainer, who gladly c 
sentcd to bankrupt himself to gratify his sovereign. 
my mind's eye I saw again the cavalcades of knights a 
kings and queens, radiant in powdered curls, golden last 
crimson plnsh, and ermine, treading the paths I now trof 
coming from the surronndirg country and from great Lo] 
don town ever so many centuries ago. They came to ^ 
my lord and lady, holding high revel in yonder gray n 
astic towers which buret upon my vision as I reached tU 
plateau on which the glonous monument stands. Ho^ 
supremely beautiful and lovely! The air was mild, i 
the sward smooth and green. My eyes have become acciil 
tomed to these English landscape scenes, that seem rcprO'fl 
duced in India ink, and partially obliterated by having had 
a moist sponge passed over them. I now appreciate their 
artistic points, but at first they formed a dismal contrast 
to onr intensely clear and brilliant A merican pictui'es. 

All was silent as the grave, for the great people were 
away off in London, and their palace was left in charge 
of the servants and seneschals. We ascended a long 
flight of steps on our left and passed into a marble ves- 
tibule overarched by a Gothic canopy; but we bad to 
tarry for no one is in a hurry here; all classes take their 
time, the servants are slow, the peers are slower, and all 
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Is alow escept the telegrnph and stcnin, and tliey wait for 
no man, "■oor womiin Deither." Then the door was opened 
unto us, and 1 found myself in the halls where eai'Is had 
heeu born and bred since the diiys of William the Con- 
queror. To the right lay the grand harouial liall with its 
richly carvtd and gilded roof of Gothic architecture, its 
Venetian marble floor, and antique wainscoting ; on the 
east wall were hung the armor, swords, and matchlocks of 
a long line of baronets. Many of these treasures remain 
as trophies of victory, wrested in buttle from their vao- 
qnished foe in the days of Edward I, IT, the cnmpaigns 
of the Black Prince, the reigns of Henry VI, Edward IV, 
and subsequent ages. On the opposite wall were long win- 
dows set in deep embrasures, and equally distant between 
each of these were the eBlgiea of the former lords of this 
fair demesne clad in armor and mounted upon their favorite 
chargers. From tiiis point I viewed the silnaCion of the 
hill. Towers were all around us ; the castle, the cathedral, 
the donjon-keep, and the high walls made the level at the 
head of the stony walk a sort of inulosure. Looking down 
upon the Avon, a htmdi'ed feet below, we saw it softly and 
Bilentty lapping the bnso of the mighty rock, the founda- 
tion of this stronghold of "ancient and chivalrous splen- 
dor." 

To add to the romantic and unequalled scene is the 
densely wooded portion of the park, which has been allow- 
ed to go unkempt and nncombed ; also the dilapidated 
remaina of an ancient liridge; and farther up, the beautiful 
stream is crossed by a new stone structure with pictu- 
resque adornments; the plains of the Teldon and the wood- 
land of the Arden may ho seen, and in the far distance 
above all, and beyond all, are the mist-capped heights of 
"Worcestersliire and Gloncestershire, As I waited in this 
hall historical memories deluged my brain — memories that 
seemed to waken into life in the midst of the blazoned ar- 
morial bearings and heraldic -devices of this nohlc house. 
And as I pondered in this atmosphere of ancient glory, onr 
cicerone, the palace guide, appeared. He was a faded, 
blaaif drowsy, rheumatic English servant, who received us 
with a supreme sense of indifference that proved his call- 
ing. We followed him into the great hall, and banqueting 
hall, where everything was gorgeous, lordly, and artistic, 
but, unhappilj', vecy new, for, of course, the necessary 
repairs have been made since the disastrous lire in 1871. 
But in the state- bed room, known as the "Queen Am 



Chamber," the magnificent af)|iointments remain in their 
origiHal state; here all the furniture has the rigid straigtit- 
ness of that perio<l. The bed of crimson velvet is the same 
occupied by Queen Elizabeth when she visited Warwick. 
The chairs, square and antique, were upholstered in crimson 
velvet, enriched by an arabesque pattern in applique of sea- 
green and white eatin, stitched with golden thread ; doubt- 
less tbe handiwork of royal tingers long since crumbled to 
dust. In this room are the wo rid- renowned tapestries, pic- 
taring the gardens of Vcrsnillea, the pleasures of seeing 
these in nature I have daily in contemplation. To desig- 
nate individually the treasures of art in oil, marble, biiUl, 
marqu^trie, parqu^tne, mosaic, bronze, and porcelain, scat- 
tered through the gilt drawing-room, cedar drawing-room, 
red drawing-room, Milady's Boudoir, and the Chapel Pas- 
sage, I should be minute and tiresome. Uere tbe artists 
of all decades and countries are represented by glorious 
monuments of their genius and assiduity; Salvator Rosa, 
Teniers, Gerard Dow, VanrterveUle, Vandyke, Ruhens, Van 
Mieris, Paolo Veronese, Zucchero, Lely, Murillo, and even 
Raffaelle are here. Our rheumatic friend pointed to pic- 
tures, statuary, old arms, and relies of special interest, 
signed us to windows to vi«w the splendid outside combi- 
nations of sky, water, and foliage, and now and'then mum- 
bled a sort of idiotic catalogue of the surrounding history. 
The display of fire arms excited my interest, for I saw that 
the pistols three or four centuries ago were made very 
nearly after the model now so prevalent in America, and 
which we claim as our invention. I thank the present Garl 
of Warwick for the apparent care of this treasure-house of 
English history, and will not complain of the sullen con- 
duct of his gouty subordinate. I enjoyed to the fullest 
extent all I came to see; a splenetic attendant could not 
prevent that. I had my shillings ready to preserve us from 
his malediction, and retired into the garden to stroll by the 
ancient moat, through the charming pleasure-grounds and 
winding paths, bordered by the stately cedars of Lebanon. 
And the old gardener in the meanwhile told us of the kind- 
ness of the present Earl to his servants, and catalogued in 
chronological order his issue. We paid the old fellow a 
shilling for his courteous replies to our questions, and then 
be insisted we should enter the greenhouse to see the famoua 
vase, nearly seven feet high, and twenty-one in circumfer- 
ence, with quaint handles of twisted snakes; a magnificent 
piece of Grecian art, carven IVom one solid block of purely 
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" wliite marble. It waa foiiiHl at the bottom of a lake in 
the Emperor Adrian's villa, at Tivoli, one of the exquisite 
BiibiirbftU palaces of Rome, anii was pnrfhased by the an- 
ceator of tlie present Earl, from Sir William Hamilton, 
ambnasador nt Naples in the last century. Of course I had 
the curiosity jnat to peep into the dungeon beneath Cresar's 
Tower, where the names, devices, nnd sentences in English 
and French, cut into the walla, were a sad reminder what 
the wretched captives who pined within these charnel-houses 
did to beguile the wenry honi-s. And then 1 attempted 
to mount the summit of Guy's Tower, where the guide 
assured me I could nbtain the finest poasihle \iew nf the 
surrounding counties for many miles; hut when I had less 
than half accomplished my tedious task, I ahnmloned it, 
and was obliged to rest before I retraced mj' steps over the 
steep and rickety stair. No doubt it would have been a 
creditable fe«t to have completed the ascent, but I never 
aspired to glory of that description. After doing this 
proud offspring of the ages, I returned to my little boudoir 
in the Warwick Arms, where I write to you, the eyes of 
Lord Leigh, another oF the grand moguls of the vicinage, 
peering down upon me from the opposite wall. Within an 
hour I am going to bid adieu to the native town of the eru- 
dite scholars, Walter, of Coventry, and John Rous, and 
post across this enchanting section of England to the other 
historical and romantic points iii opulent W^arwickshirc. 

[ 
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^p Back again in old I 

^ minster Alihey. within 

darkly-flowing Thames to my left, with the dense veil of 
black fog that London may indeed call its own, hanging 
low over the city, and Big Ben's deep-mouthed voice bid- 
I ding me iin honest welcome 1 



LETTER XIV. 

" With Iicicester, Lord of Ki:iiilworlli, in mournful robes, was seen 
The gifted, great, Blizubetli, hii^h Bo^jland's matchless queen. 
TresBilian's wild and manly glance, and Varny's darker gaze. 
Sought Amy Robsurl's brilliant form, ton fair tor earthly praise." 
Ckables Swaim. 



LoSDON, March, 1878. 
ndon, tinder the shadow of West- 
sight of Westminster Hall; the 
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Yesterday morning aftei' comiileting a bargain with tli^ 
Jeliu of the Warivick Arms, to drive us to LeAmington, 
aliout ten miles ()tstant, I'or the sura of foui'teen sbillings, 
wliioli I considered excessively reasonable, remembering 
our American tariff, another enterprising cabby offered to 
do the same work for ten sliillings. Of course, I -was some- 
what provoked, not alone on account of the four shillingB, 
but 1 felt tlie trick of the first sharper like an insult to my 
intelligence. I could not repudiate my promise, however, 
to the former, but endeavored to reduce him to the price of 
his rival, without effect; he said his rival did nob know his 
business, that he could give us no history of the country 
through wliicli our route lay ; '' but I, madam, am acquainted 
with every rood of the ground, and can relate all the hin- 
teresting hanecdotes." The last persuasive premise settled 
the matter; who would forego the henellt of such a sloi-e 
of knowledge for the paltry sum of four shillings? As we 
turned our backs upon th'e home where Richard Neville, 
the frank and hospitable "king-maker" had lived and gov- 
erned, I found the conveyance comfortable, and the driver 
reasonalJy intelligent, as he drove over the hrnad smooth 
English roads and past the comfortable English homes, 
pointing out the great estates and naming their titled own- 
ers. He had opened hia budget and I allowed him to prattle 
on. He related the story of Ethelfleda, Alfred's daughter, 
who fortified and contributed to the prosperity of Warwick; 
he repeated pages of Dugdale'a narratives, and of the Ro- 
man occupation, but lie evinced special delight in dwelling 
upon the glories of the " king-maker;" how his bravery had 
attached to hia interests the military; how bis gifta and 
friendship were always regarded as genuine; how the peo- 
ple in general, and particularly his retainers, were more de- 
voted to bis iron will, than to tlie English law ; and by hie 
fulneaa of soul how he had conquered all vien'n affections. 
Our rural communicant said nothing of the ancient Earl's 
conquests over female hearts; I presume that he left to 
conjecture, • 

It is March, and although there is no snow on the ground, 
nor ice in the streams, there is siifBcient chill in the air to 
cause me to draw my fur cloak around me; but this was a 
secondary discomfort in the midst of these storied scenes. 
Oh 1 for the briglit winter ekiea of ray own dear home just 
now — nothing could be more cheering tlian to riilctlirough 
this lovely country in our incompai-able weather. Art and 
nature combine to make rural England a small realm of 
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iOTeliness, and, notwithalaDding ibere aro many glooiny 
days between December and Api'it, still the best English 
boiues are abodes of almost royal luxury, and wben spring 
and snmmer follow, tliat wliicU Lins lieen done by wealth to 
beautify the roads and tbe fields, und tlie entire country, 
makes the scene one of indescribable splendor! Yes, it 
deserves just this one word spleudor. 

A very short ride of a mile hrongbt lis to Guy's Cliff, 
fHmiliar lo all of us as the chosen liome and tomb of the 
fabled liero who slew the giant Colbrand, and whom the 
early metrical romances make a champion against the Danes. 
Now this point presented to Jehu a rare opportunity to 
paint a poetic picture of the famous old legend, and he 
proceeded to "hoiate." Tbe cave where lived and died the 
enid Guy, was scooped with his own hands from the rock. 

I It is treason to harbor a doubt of the fact ; for the legend 
lells us: — 



" Tiiere with my Lnnds I hewpd n hi 
Onl of a craggy rock of stone ; 
And lived like a palmer pcxir, 
Whliin thai cave mjeell' alone," 



re 
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I nm rather incredulous as to tbe last line of tliis poetical 
niitobiography ; the old story tells us that the fair I'hillis 
would hie hither to bestow alnas upon the solitary man, 
and receive in return his saintly connsel(?). Pliillia never 
recognized in the hermit her hus'band, whom she believed to 
'Anve long since died, or to be a captive in tlie Holy Land. 
' billis, unlike Juliet, was not easily won ; she did not tell 
'Uy, at their first interview, to deny his fatlier and refuse 
name, and for that name wbieli was no part of him to 
take all herself; nor did she exclaim, " In truth, I am too 
fond," and then ask "Dost thou love me?" and before 
Guy could i-eply, answered her own (jiiestion by "I know 
tbou wilt say — Ay ;" and clinched the contract by adding, 
"And I will take thy word." And then implored him to 
swear fidelity by something more constant than the moon. 
Oh nol Phillis lived in more provincial days, and bore a 
greater resemblance to Penelope, who was so loath to make 
a final decision. Guy's sweetheart was a perverse young 
lady, who frowned, and said him nay; who required deeds 
of high intrepidity from her suilor before she yielded her 
affection and liberty; all of which he wrought for the 
love of this woman, for he was in the very summer of the 
tender passions; and then after years — oh ye gods pity 
1 — true to bis sex he regretted that he had caused s 
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much miscbief nod bloodshed foi' Ike sake of o 
world of women, and lie betook biui to a life of penance in 
a stouy abode from sbeer remoi'se. Tradition tells ub that 
he dill not disclose to her liis identity till be was dying, 
but I have a sly notion that these two understood each 
otiier all along. The spot is one ol' surpassing beauty, and 
if Pliillis retained any of the powerful witchery of her 
youth, that goaded Ouy to bis valtaiit exploits, he did not 
suffer the many privations during bis bermitage, attending 
a life of asceticism. 

Here was another of those exquisite rural English pic- 
tures. The verdure was soft and green, the river gentle, 
exeept where it had been dammed (niecbauically), and then 
it impetuously foamed and raged, to help the evolutions of 
the old mill ; the rucks were mosa-grown and ivy-wreathed, 
and the rustic footrbriiige across the Avon in a rapid state 
of decay. The mansion is quite modern, and the residence 
of the Hon. Mrs. Percy, who was "at home;" at such times 
it is never shown to visitors ; but after enjoying the 
fresh fields, the paths trod by the chantry -priests of other 
days, the groves of stately elms, the avenues overshaded 
by firs, we remounted our little chaise and proceeded on 
our way over the Keiiilworth road. Not far beyond the 
Cliff, and on the opposite side of the highway is Blacklow 
UUl, the scene of the execution of Piers Oaveston, Earl of 
Cornwall, the favorite of Edward II, and the bated enemy 
of Guy de Iieaucbam|], Earl of Warwick, Gavestou had 
stigmatized Warwick aa "the black hound of Aiden," and 
wlien the latter attacked Seddington Caslje, where Gaves- 
ton was lodged for safety, he was at once captured Hud 
taken to Warwick Castle, and thence to the wooded eleva- 
tion scarcely more than a mile distant, where he pwd for 
his spite with his head. This place of execution was aloue 
marked by an inscription on the rock, now quite oblitei*- 
ated, until Mr. Greath«etl, the father of Mrs. Percy, present 
owner of Guy's Cliff, erected a stone cross to llie honor ef 
'Hhc miniou of a hateful king." 

There had lieeu a hunt at one of the great manors ia the 
neighborhood, and as we wended our way toward Eenil- 
worth we had a fair view of a flock of natty English 
lordlings in red jackets and jockey caps skimming acroaa 
the country on their spirited coursers, followed by Iheir 
grooms. Ab we entered the town I was impressed by the 
modern appearance of its architecture. The butldiiiga are 
all bumble and comfortable, and reminded me very much 
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of tbe outskirts of the little town of Freeliold, in Moii- 
numlh County, New Jersey. Wlien we readied the Castle 
of Kenilwoi-tli there was a heavy shower driving upon 
us. Yoii who have been in Englaud can a])preeiate the 
delight of these nuespected and peneti'atiug downpours. 
Meanwhile we paused in a veritable little country tavern 
opposite. Pray do not be shoclted at our haven of rest, 
Sor there was no more aristourstic inn available, and you 
Jtnow "drowning men catuh at straws," but we improved 
^n that hy taking a. "hot Scotch" without the straw. The 
'Sky was clearing as rapidly as it had clouded, and I went 
oot to get my shilling's worth of the magnificent ruin. 
The gate-house is the only habitable portion of the build- 
ing, whicli is occujiied by the keeper, who wore the garb of 
those in the em]>loy of roj'alty, and his daugliter who sold 
photographs of the gray old towers reft of all tlieir former 
■lory. I made my way over the grass-grown path by a 
, jentle ascent to the eminence where all that remains of the 
cftstle are found. Immediately beneatli me lay a wide and 
undulating expanse of greensward, iusurious pines, minia- 
ture lakes, drained moat, and precipitous ravines; to the 
east was tlio cliurch spire and the d&bris of the Augustine 
Monastery, covered by a veil oT mist, and at my right the 
unroofed and dilapidated halls, where we can read tales of 
history and romance, love and Late, crime, misery, strata- 
gem, and prodigality, from the clays of Geoffroi de Clinton 
to those of Robert Dudley and Cromwell's commissioner. 
Is it necessary fur me to repeat the memories that floated 
ick through three hundred yea,rs as i stood in the shelter 
ef this crnmbling and skeleton sLructure? The rivnlnes 
of Sussex and Leicestei", tlie wrongs and sorrows of Amy 
Bobsart, the vilianies of Varny and Lambourue, the con- 
stancy of Tressilian, and the splendid pageant of the Vir- 
gin Queen, Ah! surely poor Amy, you were an outcast 
and prisoner, while your husband, the parasite and favorite 
of royalty, had a queen fur his guest! And as i turned 
toward the Donjon keep nature seemed to mourn and weep 
for Ihe foul murder of the beautiful girl three centuries 
l*Bo. 

Our path to Leamington was broad and level ; something 
smoother than an ordinary turnyike, more like cement, per- 
haps a macadamized road, and when we entered the fashion- 
able English spa 1 felt as if I had been translated to my 
uative land, so modern is this sweet town upon the Learn, 
ipreased me as very much like our beautiful Willin 
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port, in Lycoming County, Pen n sylvan in. Leainingto" 
Priors is tliti outgrowth of tlie last forty years, itB cause of 
prosperity being attributed to tlie medicinal qualities of 
il9 mtiieral waters. In 1784 a saline spring wna discovered 
Ity one Benjamin Satchwell, a village shoemnker, and r"" 
him rany tlie now flonrishing resort offer all thanks fori) 
rise and affluence. Here we took the train for Londoj 
ninety-seven mUes distant, where we Arrived about n 




LETTKR XV. 

" I waited for llie Irnin at Coventry ; 
I liung Willi grooms nnd porters on the bridge, 
To watcL tlie three tall Bpires • Hud there I shaped 
The cltjr'H ancient legend into thje :— " 

Tknh--- 

L OK DON, March, 1878. 
I KEOBET that I did not atop over long enough at Keuil- 
worLh to run across the couulry to the ancient city of 
Coventry, only five milea off. It is cbieBy attractive by 
the story of the lady Godiva, woven into immortal verse 
by the British poot-lanreate, Alfred Tennyson. But I was 
not idle, having collected a good dcAl of informaLiou from 
several kind people whom I met at Ihe little country iiiu 
near Kenilwortli, nnd afterwards in the station where we 
were obliged to wait a long time before leaving Leaming- 
ton for London. ludeerl, apart from the beautiful countess 
herself, Coventry nnd the surrounding country are very 
full of history, ancient, monaHtic, literary, anil scientific. 
The town has over 41,000 inhabitants, and the manufac- 
ture of ribbons, silk, and watches so considerable, as to 
give employment to Ave or six thousand men, and almost 
as mnny women and children; and then there is a large 
additional population engaged in the same work in the 
neighboring parish of Folesldll. I specially regretted not 
having seen what the people in Leamington talk so much 
about, St. Mary's Hall, a spk'udid and remarkable edifice, 
built in 1450, and at present in an admirable state of pres- 
ervation. It is the headquarters of one of the old British 
guilds, and is regarded as one of the most magnlHcent 
specimens of ancient domestic architecture in the United 
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Eing<loiii. Here, and all over tUiR part of Englnml, the 
name of Lady Oodiva ia celebrated and iireaerved as the 
worshipjjed saint of the common people. The story is a 
beautiful one, and I sat and listened for quite an hour as t 
heard it related by an old village gossip, who tells it for 
the purpose of seciiring a few shillings from the passing 

Id 1043 tlie fifth Enrl of Meicia and ins lady, Godiva, 
founded and richly endowed a Benedietine monastery on 
the ndna of a nunnery, destroyed in 1016 by Canute, the 
Dane. The old legends tell ns this monastery was nn- 
speakably grand, a perfect casket, in fact, of gold and sil- 
ver. Leofric and hia countess were both buried in thtt 
porch of this priory. Now, wliether this Lady Godlva is 
the same immortalized by Tenhyson my informant was 
unable to say, but the accepted authority of the district, 
Sir William Dugdale, who was a devout believer in llie ro- 
mance, gives the following acuount of it: "The Conntess 
Godiva, bearing an extraordiunry affection to this place, 
often and earnestly besought her husband that for the love 
of God and the Blessed Virgin he would free it from that 
grievons servitude wherennto it was subject; but he, re- 
buking tier for importuning him in a manner bo inconsis- 
tent with his profit, commanded that she should thence- 
forward forbear to move therein ; yet she, out of her wom- 
anish pertinacity, continued to solicit him, insomuch that 
he told her if she would i-ide on horseback nalted, from one 
end of the town to the other, in sight of all the peojde. lie 
■would grant her request. Wliereunto she returned, " But 
will you give me leave to do sof" and he replying "Yes," 
the noble lady upon an appointed day got on horseback 
naked, with her hair loose, so that it covered all her body 
bnt her legs; and thus performing her journey, she re- 
turned with joy to her husband, who thereupon granted to 
the inliabitanta a charter of freedom." . . . Tile residents 
of the town, grateful to their beautiful sovereign for the 
delicate task she bad accepted to secure their civil fran- 
chises, with one accord withdrew from the highways and 
-windows in order that as little pain as possible should be 
inflicted upon their royal Eve ; but one Tom, by profession 
a tailor, yielded to the rare temptation, and for his lack of 
moral valor, had his eyea shrivelled into darkness in his 
head. There is a grotenque picture of the count and 
•countess set up in Trinity Church ; he holds a scroll in his 
ifaand bearing these words : — 
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"3, fieuritJjr, for Coof of lliee, 
Eloe mnke (^oucuirc fSol-frce." 

TliL' Lady Godiva pageant that was instituted in tlie ret 
of tlie indolent vcilujitnary, Cliai'les II, Ijae not taken jili 
within the last thirty years, and may confidently he num- 
bered among the jiihilees of the past. In its days of youth 
and prosperity, the festival was one of iiiipieuedented splen- 
dor, and was always dignified by tlie presence of the muni- 
cipal authorities. Of uoiirse, the spectatle of St. George on 
horseback, and her uncovered ladyship, was t)ie principal 
attraction of the satiirnaliBn revel. The mayor, aldermen, 
and sheriffs, ancient oiders and beneficial aoeietiee, with 
their streamers, decorations, and bands of music, presented 
a fantastic and bizarre sight. 

Out of many of these old. places, the hannts of tradition- 
ary heroes, martyrs, and saints, imagination creates some 
of its wildest and sweetest fancies. Within a circle of ten 
or twenty miles, I find material for a succession of dramas, 
eacli with a basis of fact, which time turns into fable, or 
mystifies into doubt. Shakespeare himself, the sublimest 
wonder of all, grows more sacred and more spirituplle as 
the ages go on, while Guy of Warwick, and Riciiard Neville 
the great "king-maker," and gentle Amy Robsart, and now 
the fair-haired Godivn, become more and more legendary 
with the centuries- I like it better so. We are too young 
in America to have such advantages, and hence the scarcity 
of our great authors, in comparison with the rich treasures 
dug out of those ancient mines, and coined into such golden 
music. There is not an old English house that has not a 
hoard of precious memories. Even the fireside gossip makes 
material for future poets and historians, and there is not 
an old church fi-ora the Mersey to the Tweed, from the Irish 
coast to Dover, that is not the storebonse of ghontly renit- 
niscencefi. 

All over England the early example of London in regard 
to ancient charities is imitated, and every wliere in the town 
of Coventry the goodness of the Lady Godiva in relieving 
the poor is perpetuated in the rude art of the time. Ford'a 
Hospital, founded in 1529, Ity William Ford, a merchant, 
for the reception of aged females, has grown in dignity wit il 
the years, and has been increased by donations from other 
parties; there are twenty old women in this beautiful 
buildingj who receive 3k. 6d. per wei'k and coals, and twenty- 
five other women, called ou.t-of-dooi> recipients, who receive 
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tfaa same amount of money and n ton of conl each year. 
Then lliere ia Babhike Huspita.!, foundca in 180(1, hy Tlio- 
mas Bund, roi' ten poor men ; but subsequent gilts have so 
atigmented its funds, lliat it now receives over forty jjersons. 
Tben tlieie is a superb sdiool for boys, founded by Tlioinas 
Wheatly, Mayor of Coventry, in 1560; the revenues are 
$4500 per annum. Tlicn tliera is St. John's Hospital and 
free school, founded in 1155, for the sii-k and poor, and for 
a fi'ee bcIjooI with an annual iauouie of (5000. There are 
ral other schools and hospitals liberally endowed cen- 
tnries ago, which, in the progress of time have largely 
increased by additional bequests and enhanuements of land, 
from which you will perceive Uow very rich is every part 
of England. There is hurdly a shire or parish in whicli 
you will not find one or more endowments, as tliey arc 
,(Jalletl, for religious, charitable, and educational purposes; 
lost of them beginning ever so long ago, from a very small 
l-pruvision and gathering in value with the growth of the 
xipulation, and tlie importance of the real estate set apart 
. ly the old-time philanthropists. England is deeply afflicted 
t1tiy the growing curse of pauperism, and tlie equally dan- 
gerous elemeut, millions of discontented laborers, but these 
charitable preparations against ignorance and misfortune, 
show not only the great care of the generous leaders of 
society, but also the great opulence of the kingdom itself. 

As 1 eil in my little room in this cathedral of n hotel, 
pondering over my sweet swift visit to Chester, Birming- 
ham, Stratford, Warwick, Kenjlworth, Leamington, and my 
flash back to this great, grim", gray capital, I wonder if I 
shall ever see it all again. How many people cross the 
nOceairfrom our country to these old places with their minds, 
Mf not their eyes shut. They rush through England, Ire- 
land, Scotland, across the Continent, even into the Holy 
Land, and perhaps away olf to India, Asia, and Africa, and 
are back again in the twinkling of an eye, as it were; and 
for what F I fear only to boast to those who have been less 
fortunate. Ah, me I how 1 commiserate such people. For 
myself, 1 am never tired learning from this mighty volume, 
£xf)erience. It teaches me how small I am (not physically 
but mentally), and though 1 love my own dear land, I am 
never oppressed nor fatigued Ijy the knowledge I gather in 
'tliese strange, ancient, and suggestive scenes. And still a 
liToicG within asks. Shall I ever sit by the sweet English 
liingleside again? So good-night, my voiceless, patient 
LQ'iend. 
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LETTER XVI. 

" SiDg — sing — tniisit was given 
To briglilen the ffay, and kindle tlie loving; 
Souls liere like pTanela iii Heayen, 
By harmony's lawa alone are kept moving. 
Beauty may boast of her eyes and her cheeks. 
But love from Ihe lips his Irue archery wings ; 
And she, who but feathers llie dart when she speaks, 
Al once sends it home lo the heart wlien she sings." 

Tom MooKB. 

LosDOH, March, 1878. 

At last I have had an opportunity of enjoying the 
Royal Opern in London. Here long enough to iJewarc of 
liasty judgments, I will not trust myself to avow them; 
but 1 may whisper that I am not quite carried away by a 
first experience. We secnred stalls in the parqiielte for 
$5.25 each, and last evening retiring into the secrecy of my 
uloxet, I "unclaap'd the wedded eagles of my belt," and 
proceeded to array me in festive i-egalia before going to 
Covent Garden Theatre to see the nobility before the cur- 
tain, and the great melodists under the curtain. The opera 
house is large, heavy, and solid -, very English, with a little 
of the air of musty style that makes age respectable, and 
goes far lo consecrate disabled furniture and dilapidatwl 
arras. Although the present stupendous structure has 
been open only since 185ij, it has encountered disaster by 
fire several times subsequent to the erection of the originnl 
edifice, in 1732. In this bric-a-brac period, when the an- 
tique is the newest fashion, and when to he in the mode 
we must drag out of old garrets our great grandmother's 
(those who have had one) spinning-wheel and anclivona, 
and resurrect long-expired spoons, and tea-kettles, and 
kuee-buckles, I uupposed such a venerable dame as Covent 
Garden would have thrown me at once into violent ecsta- 
ciea. But she didn't I 

Though the auditorium of this theatre is larger than oiir 
Academy it looks smaller, as the liei's range higher, and 
are divided into close boxes heavily draped with florid 
tapestries. Many of ihese belong to noble families, and 
when lliey do not wish to occupy them they are not too 
proud to let the managers sell them to the highest bidder, 
and they pocket the money. Red and gold are the pre- 
vailing colors, the crimson dominating the whole. We 
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Started Tor tlie opera with tlie iiiteution of bearing Mmllle. 
Sarda, but beroi-e we linil been scaled mniiy momenta an 
Itaiiau appeared upoD the stage, and at once my heai't 
sank within me, 1 anticipated disappointment. Our friend 
from tbe sunny South told iia, in very bad English, 
"Madlle. Snrila was ill, and, in consequence, opera and 
pi-ima donna were botli changed, but we should hear 
Uertelli and Smerusuhi," two names wholly unknown to 
me. The opera was Verdi's superb creation, (In bailo in 
Mascke.ra, that I bad ol'ten eitjoyed at home, and it was 
maguiflcenlly rendered. So great a city as London is 
necessarily a centre of musiual art. All tbe eminent 
singers, anil, of course, many that we are even unac- 
quainted with in America float here in the season, to get 
the highest prices for their genius; and yet Italy and 
L Kussia often outbid London for such celebrities as Patti 
fraud her new husband, Nicolrnni. The orchestra, of at 
P least seventy-flve instruments, was full, correct, harmoni- 
' ona, and nobly mastered; and tbe work upon the stage 
complete. The recitatives were chaste and strongly accen- 
tuated, the arias sometimes sweet and allegro, at others 
sublime and sombre, and Ihe eiiaembles grand. The troupe 
was particularly strong in its subsidiary force; the ballet 
brilliant and effervescing in the admirable scenery, and that 
perfect diseipliue, which may be called the crowning glory 
of patience and time. It is readily seen that the opera in 
London is a government machine, and not a matter of 
speculation, it is an institution like a great castle, built 
to last, and not made for the pleasure of the rich merely, 
. or for a spasmodic season. 

L There was nothing popular about it except the Gne reper- 

B.toire. Even the cheapest places were occupied by the 

P better class of middle Londoners. Americana always seek 

the best; they travel first class, they dine d la carte, they 

never restrain their physical nor moral apputite for a few 

Bhillings, and of course they want the best for their money. 

In the overpowering tide of travel that sweeps across the 

Atlantic, the major portion are pleasure seekers, and they 

act on the principle that they are resolved to enjoy their 

holiday carousal with all its epicurean attributes. Our 

party sat in the midst of the creme de la creme feeling 

L for tbe time a sort of milliounctire superiority. I was by 

I no means oppressed because to my right sat a countess 

■ and to my ieft a princess. In this state of supreme com- 

I placency I devoted myself to observation. Very unlike. 
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indeed, was the prospect contrasted with the radiant and 
varied habitues of our Academy of Music. An amplitude 
of gaudy dress, hut wholly incongruous. Ponderous old 
dowagers in point d'aiguille and diamonds, redolent of 
rai-e roast beef and port, cliaperoned their youthful female 
relatives. There seemed to be a dearth of gay gallant 
youths. I mifised the fresti maidens accompanied by suit- 
ors or friends, that fill our play houses; and then, the 
sweet newly-created matrons, still in tlieir tyroniam, that 
time and tribulation have not yet robbed of their matures- 
cent hloom. The English girl migrates from a hoyendish 
school miss, to a square, solid female bovine; uowbere 
have I seen that stage or age of feminine beauty, so pre- 
VHleiit in America, that is only comparable to a superbly 
ripe niOBH rose, full, fragrant, and maguiBcent. A Britisli 
fledgling of eighteen or nineteen summers, imder the pro- 
tection of her lather's wing, in white sillt and white mittens 
reaching the elbows, and Mrs. Langtry, the reigning Eng- 
lish belle, at whom the Prince of Wales lias been casting 
2t»/I'a e^es, in canary-satin and ten-bntton black-kid gliives, 
were the only ladies in the vast assemblage that recalled a 
vision of our fair ones at home. The opera is always a 
resort for well-bred indifference, a savage noise in the midst 
of beautiful music — a place in fact where the so-called cul- 
tivated classes rush to display their uncultivated rudeness. 
.Ah! how well these English understand impassive inso- 
lence. 

Why is it that the most pretentious people in America 
are often the most offensive in public places? The more 
elegant the entertaiument the more intrusive and noisy 
they are; and so it is here, as I learn from those who are 
initiated into the ways and means of the better orders. It 
was certainly so last night. There was a box fnll of no- 
bility, so much I gleaned from surrounding comments. 
Tliey arrived late — 9.30 p. m.— and had evidently been 
dining ; in jubilant moods, every one ; they were as utterly 
regardless of the opera as i f the vocalists had been planta- 
tion slaves. There was no protest against their rude pat- 
ronage, either on the part of tiie actors or the audience. 
I am obliged to confess I have seen the same effrontery at 
home, but never quite so boisterous and unblushing. 

The now familiar science of music takes rank amongst 
the modern arts. In the early ages, when architecture, 
painting, and sculpture rapidly rose to perfection, the lyric 
science seemed to remain a dark and dormant study. 
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Throngh the most effulgent epochs of ancient civilizatioo 
and intellectunl splendor, musio liad no plnL-e. even when the 
briltiant epicurean and artistic sports were national amuse- 
ments. Nowhere do we lead of a mnsical tbeoii at, composer, 
or performer, among the master-minds of the mediteval 
period of beaux-artit. Since the liistory of tlie creation, 
ideat and most barbaric races Lave endeavored to 
Lake the eye and ear slaves to eeatatic and thrilling emo- 
ions; but what was intended to gratify the ear, did not 
irogress tu the lofty stages of cultivation. The first effoi'ts 
o a system and classiCy its true principles, and 
'+eveal its clouded beauties, wero apparent at the close of 
the Middle Ages. Therefore our music is the offspring of 
the last three or four centuries, and the lyric drama of ranch 
later date. Of course, Italy was the cradle where thia child 
of harmony was born, at the beginning of the seventeenth 
century, and nursed until adopted by kindred nations. The 
polyphonic compositions were rapidly decaying for want of 
fresh tissue, and as the spirit of renaissance was fanaticiitty 
imbued in the patrons of art in thia period of scientific 
revolution, an attempt to establish the homophonoiis music 
of the Greek drama was made, and with the aid of the emi- 
nent devotes, Cafcini and Peri, our modern recitative was 
produced, as the moat potential semblance of the chaste and 
classic cadenza. The foundation of this chanting tone h:id 
already been laid by Qiovanni Pnlestrinn, composer of the 
mnssea, hymns, and tnottelas tliat won the encomiums of 
Pope Julius III, and created the author singer in the papal 
cli&pel. Cimaroso, Piccini, and Paesiello, the great com- 
posers of the last century, and the numberless ones of the 
present, do not display any marked changes in the empha- 
sis of their operas, other than the radical diviaion of tlio 
aria from the recitative, effected by Alesaandro Scarlatti, 
the preceding century ; he was aeventy-six when he died, 
tand composed 118 operas, 200 masses, and 3000 cantatas, 
id many minor woika. 

The earliest French operas, that were little more than 
complete imitations of the Italian, were bj' Jeau Baptiste 
Lully, whose first introduction into the French capital 
was as a scullion iu the palace of tiie Princess of Mont- 
pensler. lie accumulated a vast fovtnne by his musical 
genius, and reigned absolute monarch of the stnge until 
the adveut of Bameau, who was not more than four years 
old at the demise of the musical dish-washer. Gluck, 
however, waa the originator of French " graud opera," who 
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straggled with his innoviitions of style till his sixty-flftti 
year, before he received a aatisfftctory ttppreciation from 
the Paris public. The light operas of Harold, HaMvj, 
Anber, and recently Offenbach, seem to have superseded 
the heavier and loftier works of Mihat, Rossini, and Meyer- 
beer, in the hearts of the laughter-loving Parisians. The 
earlier masterpieces, even of our contemporary musical 
authors, are overruled by their younger progeny ; thus, 
Aida, and TJn ballo in Mascliera are of the latest produu- 
tionaof the Italian senator, Verdi; so it is with Batfe, Auhei-, 
Tigroid, Ponizetti, Thomas, Rossini, and Von Flotow, whose 
Martha is the only one of his operas known at home. 



LETTER XYir. 

"To the Iraveller imbudd wltli a feeling for the liistnrical a 
pwtical. fKi rtiseparably intertwined iu (he annala of ronianlii 
Spain, the Alhambra is as mucli an object of devotion aa is I' 
Caaba to all true Moslema. How many legends and tradiliona, ti 
and fabulous, bow many nongs and ballads, Arabian and Spanid 
of love and war and cbivalry, are associated with tliis Utient* 
pile I" — Washington Irvino's Alhambha, 

LoNOON, March, 1878. 1 
Leicester Square is one of the interesting and beautini, 
sections of the West End. Formerly it was a fashioi^ 
able quarter; tlien it fell into disgrace liy dint of neglet 
of the open space, that haa lieeii tranaformed from a 4<^ 
pository of refuse into an exquisite public garden at tU 
individual expense of Baron Grant, whose palace in tm 
neighborhood of the Albert Memorial, and en route to t" 
Soutli Kensington Museum, is the present marvel and enrj 
of the great metropolis. He was one of the luoney-kinffl 
of England, but has recently been the prey of the mercilei 
flend Misfortune, and will be compelled to part with, e 
before he has occupied, his regal home that cost over thri 
millions of our money. The current prophecy is, that ti' 
Baron Qrant will never rise again; but he is elastic, ai 
bitious, and full of resources, and even now the reqiiltilj 
angel may be hovering over his dreams. He has been ott' 
or twice chosen to Parliament, but was deprived of his aei 
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.•owing to chai'ges of corruption in prociinng votes; and 
while the uewapiipers were heaping vitiiperulioQ upou him 

[for every kind of fraudulent trnnsaetion in stocks and 
bonds, and he was entangled in all manuer of lawsuits and 
contentions, be conceived the idea of rendering a puhlic 
service by purifying thia dismal spot in the heart of Lon- 
don. So in the centre of Leicester Square he planted plots 
of grass and parterres of flowers, erected fountains, and 
placed a statue of Shalfespeare in the middle, surrounding 
the whole with seats for the aged and the poor. Leicester 
Square was the home of the mathematician, Sir Isaac New- 
tun; the artist, Sir Joshua Reynolds, and the free cari- 
caturist, Hogarth. On the east side of the circle, John 
Hunter, the pathologist and anatomist, lived and gatbei'ed 
his great museum of specimens illustrative of his profes- 
sion, subsequently purchased by the goveniment for the 
Royal College of Surgeons. These facts and adornments 
of Grant add immensely to the attractions of the JMani^ra, 
the famous variety thentre of the metropolis and one of the 
most profitable of the many great resorts of London. Tliis 
great show-place is called after one of the oldest and most 
ornate and lascivious of the palaces of Moorish kings, near 
Granada, Spain, beautifully described by our own Wash- 
ington Irving in the words 1 have placed at the head of 
this chapter. Tlie London architect seems to have had the 
Spanish Alhambra for his model. Its fountains, dancing 

'lialls, conservatories, seraglios, baths and Saracenic splen- 
dors are all Oriental; the original palace wua a combina- 
tion of gorgeous raagniflcence, not oidy in works of art and 
lovely women and ravishing music; but in forests, flowers, 
fruits, singing-birds, delicious fish, and curious animals, 
and all these are sought to be imitated in the dazzling 
mnsic hall and ballet of the spectacular temple in Leicester 
Sqaaro. There is an inanimate duplicate of the palace at the 
Orystal Palace, Sydenham, which is a marvel of superb Span- 
ish coloring, medifeval ornamentation, elaborate carving and 
quaint architectural style. This splendid attraction stands 
on a portion of the ground called after Robert Syilney, 
£arl of Leicester, wlio was father of the handsome Sydney, 
who figured in the Oram mont Memoire, published by Count 
Anthony Hamilton, in 17X3 — a complete exposS of the ex- 
ploits of his brother-in-law in love and at the gaming-table. 
It is a spacious structure in the moresque style of archi- 
tecture, and was first opened by a scientific and literary 
body, somewhat resembling the Polytechnic, on Regent 
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Street, un^er tlie title of Panoptie.oa; but llie uiglit I 
tended the gilded pnlace the pei'lbrmanee did not hear tin 
aligiiteat resemblance to the inatruotive disci 
palinodes of that " inspired iiniformitj' of goodness," that' 
Canning used to talk alioiit. Twelve years ago gentlemen 
only attended this wild alluring saturnalia, and althougb 
the management stillhave an arduous task to secure license 
from tlie Lord Chamberlain each year, I :im obliged to con- 
fess I saw nothing there but an exquisite musical extrava- 
ganza. A magnificent orchestra, such aa Hie theatres of 
London only liave, a ballet of 175 or 200 beautiful young 
women — not femi\le wrecka, rendered dazzling by the aid 
of paint and calcium lights, sueh as constitiie onr hom< 
ballets, — and an audience chamber thronged by quite tl 
same cIhss of ladies that frequent other playho " 

haps there are performances here justifying the caustic 
indignation of tlie circumspect, that' I did not see. For, 
if all 1 have heard be true, there are ambiguous platrorms 
under the same roof where llie comedies, farces, dramas, and 
even tragedies of life are freely enacted. The operetta or 
vaudeville of "Wildfire" was to me a most brilliant and 
pleasing feast. The interior is flashingly beautiful, exceed- 
ing in size any one of the American theatres, the altitude 
rising five tiers. To the bonnetless ladies and female ushers 
I am becoming more and more reconciled each day 1 linger 
in the capital, but the imperative six or eight cents for a 
programme that oftentimes is thrust into the hands of the 
neopliyle, and inadvertently accepted, the peddling of re- 
freshments amongst tlie audience between the sereral acts 
of a play, and tlie coolness and complacency with which 
the English ladies call for a glass of wine at tlie lobby-bars, 
are customs I cannot vindicate. The first, imposition; 
the second, indignity; the tliiixl, indelicacy. True, the play- 
bill is unique, containing vignettes of the dramatis persona 
upon the margin, that might be worthily imitf.ted at home ; 
but I entreat you, shun the extortion and the impudence. 

The patriotism of the Britisli, whether inborn of despotic 
rule or inherent loyalty, is ever apparent, and at all public 
resorts when a political witticism or local hit is made the 
hisses and applause are instant and prolonged. I have 
been present when an audience iiave joined with one ac- 
cord in a national chorus. To me, there is nolliing more 
interesting and elevating tlian a people fired by public 
sentiment, but not the boisterous demonstrations I have 
witnessed here. It would not hurt us one hit were the 
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Americans to borrow from tlieir iieighbora beyond the seas 
a portion of Ibeir 'national zeal ; I fear ever since tbe black 
and bloody cloud, War, lias laUeii t'roni our horizon, we 
bave been slowly and surely sinking into a stale of indif- 
ferent fealty. 

All around Leicester St^uare are bright lights, mid surg- 
ing cosmopolitan crowds. It ie the favorite quarter of the 
fornignera, ami abonnils in foreign hotels, but the AUmm- 
iira is the attractive constellation tbat aheds radiance over 
the secondary satellites. After seeing the beautiful stntue 
of Shakespeare in the new pai'k, I sauntered into a neigh- 
laortng bookstore, and in raking through a heap of literary 
ishes, discovered a living cual that throws upon the exisi- 
ice of the gi-eat poet an indisputable halo. It is an ex- 
froni a poem by ai^>nglish rhymster, Ricliard Bikriie- 
fietde, written in 1598, eighteen j-ears before the death of 
Shakespeare. Whether old ur new, it is quite conclusive, 
and a supreme satisfaction to me to find Shakespeare no 
myth, and such a proof of hia title to his own work; al- 
though "rare Ben Jonson'a" melodious testimony in his 
favor ought to silence the clamor of envious tongues, 
" And Shakespeare, lliou wlioHe liouey-flowinji vein, 
(Plenaing the world) lliy praiseB doth oonlain : 
Whose Venus and whose Lucrcce, aweet and cliaate, 
Thy name iu Fame's immortal book liatli placed. 
Live ever you, at lesat in Fame live ever ! 
Well may the body die, bat Fame dies never." 

By some the Alhamhra is classed amongst the music 
halls of London, but the mode of entertainment now hold- 
ing the boanla of this theatre deserves the title of vaudc- 
I ville, AS the difference between it and the stereotyped Lon- 

■ 'don Music Kail is eminent. One of the most popular of 
B these plebeian and independent resorts is Evans's celebrated 
m concert room, famous for its raiitton chops, Welsh rarebits, 
B whiskey-puncb and brown stout, and its renowned gallery 
tof theatrical portraits. At tliese concerts, which begin 
K late and last far Into the night, the male element prevails , 

■ they flock here after the opera and Iheat'.-ea have closed, 
B.rather an easy process, as the boxes of the concert hall 
B may be entered from the adjoining Covent Garden Opera 
I House. I have beard the chanting boys, or choral singers 

■ of this establishment highly extolled, and bave been eager 

■ to enjoy their harmony, bnt lacked the moral fortitude to 
m venture upon forbidden ground, — even in a foreign city, — 
B where, I believe, all Americans are conceded unlimited 11- 
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cense. But I loved to linger in the vicinage hallowed by 
the names of Dr. Johnson, Gcarrick, Boswell, Goldsmith, 
Addison, and Pope. Close to Evans's is St. Paul's Church, 
not the Cathedral, interesting because in the adjacent 
grounds we saw the grave of Butler, the author of the im- 
mortal poem, ^^Hudibras;" and of Gibbons, the Olustrious 
sculptor, whose flowers carven in wood, needed only color 
and perfume to make them pass for nature. 

St. James Hall, entrance on Piccadilly and Regent 
Street, an attachment of the famous restaurant, is a gor- 
geously decorated room, where the Moore and Burgess 
American Minstrels present to the English a thoroughly 
American plantation jubilee. It is refreshing to see these 
English people enjoying this as a novelty. The Oxford 
Music Hall, the portals of which I ventured to pass, was 
thronged with a motley crowd, comparatively little smok- 
ing and drinking, a cheap place, a dismal repertoire, but 
the audience exceedingly reputable, that is, while I re- 
mained in this bacchanalian rendezvous^ which was only 
long enough to take a peep, and then glad to hurry away. 
For although I had been anxious and curious to see one of 
these sports for the London mob, I was conscious of a 
feeling of self-desecration while my inquisitive longing 
was being gratified. Canterbury Music Hall is on the 
Westminster Bridge Road, across the Thames; the original 
building was the first of this class of carnival in London : 
and Exeter Hall, near Co vent Garden, is a better specimen 
of the same type of amusements, as it is also often used 
for meetings of religious associations, oratories, and the- 
ological disputations. 
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"la it not munstrous. that tUis ptaysr here. 
But iu a ficllOD, In a dream of paeginii, 
Could forco his soul no to Uia own conceO, 
That from lier working, all liis visage warmed, 
Tears in Lis eyes, diatraction in 'a aspect, 
A broken voice, and liis whole Tunctiona suiting 
With forms to liU conceit ? A.nd ail Tor nothing ? 
ForHecnbn!" Ham: 






, March, 1878. 



And bo I felt, as I sat and saw Henry Irving enact bia 
tortrait of Ijouis XI at tlie Lyceum Theatre. He is wor- 
Ipbipped here as the Bnscius of the British stage. While 
^be ladies sing praises tu his melnnclioly grace and the 
nusic of his voice, the critics exhaust adjectives in eulogies 
s genius. They do not oveirato thia Knglish disciple 
f of the Greek drama, and I incontinently yielded to his mag- 
netic inQuence. I had seen him several weeks before in the 
weird representation, Thu Belts, where the hero has hidden 
farewell to content, and dies the victim of a remorseful 
conscience. Irving is a mnn whose walk and talk are full 
of shadowy f'lirelioding^, and well adapted for such a cha- 
racter as the superstitious, suspicious, cruel, and faitlileas 
Xing of France. He is not hnndsorne, hut possesses the 
charms of intonation, gesture, and manner that come only 
to the Unished artist — partial Nature's gifts to her favored 
few. He has a moody and student air, and seems to have 
thought out all his paces and points; an atmosphere of 
musty books and meditation clings about him. He is at 
once attractive and repellent. He has conned French his- 
tory and the novel of the Scottish story teller founded upon 
it, and he has studied the illustrated lists of the costumers 
of the time. Tlie manner in which he dressed the charautor 
honored tlie author; the facial make-up was as artistic and 
elaborate as the Meg Murreiles of Charlotte Cushman. 

The scenes are all laid at a>id near the Castle of Plessia- 
les-Tours, where the miserable monarch passed the last 
yeare of his life, surrounded by a body-guard of soldiers. 
He feared that humanity would be as cruel to him as he 
had been cruel to humanity. He ascended the throne a 
tyrant, determined to subjugate all the nobles to his will. 
He was as wise as he was jealous, but he labored to concen- 
trate all power in liis own hanals. He selected his coun- 
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M'llom from tlic |HM>ph\ nn<1 encouraged commerce and 
hidiihtiy, a <*»iis«* lo whicli Jacqiios Coeiir, the merchant 
|iriii(*o of the forinor rei^ii, had given such impetus. His 
iiniiiiUcH wiTi* low and iMinning, and though he was achurch- 
Minn, he wmh the ty)H* of alject bigotiy and superstition. 
He thought he could propitiate the saints with promises as 
he did his fellow-eiealures — promises that he never intended 
to redeem — particularly noticeable in his midnight devo- 
tioiiH, when he knelt U^foix? the image of the Lady of Cl^ry, 
alter suppliciitiiig f(»r the fulfilment of all his worldly pro- 
ject h. He concludes his prayer, according to Sir Walter 
Scotl: ** Sweetest LaHv, work with thv child, that he will 
pardon all past sins, and one — one little deed that I must 
do thiH night — nay, it is no fn'n^ dearest Lady of Cl^ry, no 
hill, hilt an act of justice privately administered ; for the 
villain is the greatest impostor that ever poured falsehood 
into a princc'8 ear, ami leans hesitles to the filthy heresy of 
the (ireekH. lie is not <leserving of thy protection; leave 
him to my care; and hold it as a good service that I rid 
the #urld of liim, tor the man is a necromancer and wizard, 
that ih not worili thy llioughl and care — a dog, the extinc- 
tion of whose life ought to l>e of as little consequence in 
thine eyes as the treading out of a spark that drops from 
a lamp or springs from a hre. Think not of this little mat- 
ter, j^entlcHt, kindest Lady, l«ut consider how thou canst 
hest aid mc; in my Irouhles! and 1 here bind my loyal sig- 
net to thy clllgy, in token that 1 will keep word concerning 
tluMOiinty or('li«mpa«'ne (which, by the way, he had pledged 
hcveial times previous), and that this will be the last time 
1 will trouble ihee in affairs of blood, knowing thou art so 
kind, HO gentle, and so tender-hearted." Ah! wily reasoner, 
how well you plead and Hatter! And here we see the shrewd 
diplomate — without heart or conscience — in his fortress, 
with none near him but his barber minister, Oliver Ic Dain; 
his j)rovost, Tristan rKrmite; and his physician, Jacques 
Collier. He feared to meet his Creator, because he had so 
blackened the life bestowed upon him. 1 recoiled from 
Henry Irving as he played the intriguing, crafty, soulless 
hypocrite, yet found myself melting toward him the next 
moment as he addressed a favorite; his every tone a sweet 
caress. He is one of those who so sink the actor into the 
character, and so rapidly paint the various phases of life 
that you alternately hate and sym[)athize with him until 
the curtain drops, when, for the first time you dwell upon 
tbe creative skill of the consummate artist. 
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And for the pleasure of the evening passed with the crafty 
Louis, as interpreted by this gifted youn^ actor, I was 
indebted to our conntry's good friend in London, Mr. James 
McHenry, who is a zealous patron of the drama, and Henry 
Irving's special champion. The home of Mr. MuHeniy, 
Oak Lodge, is a portion of the old Holland estate, Ken- 
sington, where the last Lord Holland, nephew of Charles 
James Fox,died in 1840. Here Fox, Byron, Moore, Addison, 
Sheridan, and all that galaxy of fast and fashionable Whigs 
of the olden time, gatliercd and lield high revelry, played 
their special antics, and plotted their speeial intrigues, 
making their clubs and the House of Commons, and old 
London itself, resound with the gossip of their frequent 
saturnalias. I looked, or tried to look over the hedges and 
high walls that separated Mr. McHeury's fair demesne from 
this paradise of other daj's, now hermetically sealed against 
profane eyes, and deserted by the descendants of the great 
families, who lived and lorded tiiere so long and so long 
ago. The last Lady Holland is still living, but the glory 
of the great plaec has departed. Trafflc and population 
liave usurped the lovely domain, for centuries the exdusive 
retreat of the magnates who ruled the camp, the court, the 
senate, and the stage. Mr. McHenry, who paid a large 
round sura for his corner of this delightful suburb, could 
now sell his property for three or four times what it cost 
him. And I was told, such is the demand for what is 
left of the grand old estate, that it will not be long before 
it is surrendered to the rapac;ions grasp of remorseless 
modem innovation. 

Of the other countless crowded resorts of London, I have 
only to say that we give a mueli better entertainment at 
home for less money. The best dramatic stock companies 
here are not comparable to those of Philadelphia and New 
York, And frequently when I have paid seven or eight 
shillings for my stall, I wondered if 1 was not paying for ■ 
the exquisite adornments of the audience chamber, instead 
of the play I had come to witness. In contrast with our 
dollar amusements, fifty cents would be a fair price. True, 
the artistic and ai-chitectural appointments of these drama- 
tic palaces surpass anj'thing we have at home. The Cri- 
terion, three stories underground, is a glittering mass of 
gold and eau-di^-Nile satin, reached by a stairway panelled 
^th encaustic tiles and mirrors ; but the Buccessful comedy 
of Pink Dominos, that has already passed its 300th repre- 
sentation, I have seen much better acted in America. The 
8* 
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Prin<«M Theotrp, where Miss Ilcatli niglitly harrows up 
llie beat and tenilereet einotiona of tlie public by reheareing 
the atrugiilea and sins of the beautiful but frail Jane Shore, 
U tliaroat to the last degree. Had poor Jane borne the 
alighteflt resemblance to the lady who assumes tier r6lt;, I 
urn loath to believe she could have numbered Edward IV, 
L'lrd Haslitigit, and Thomas Lynoin, the king's solicitor, 
antongst her titPi>lfe». Mammon, a capital commercial eom- 
eily-dramu at the Duke's, is a cliarming presentation, with 
Mi«s Louise M'xxlie as the heroine. Miss Neilson at the 
Ilaymarket, is Miss Neilson everywhere; and so I might 
continue; and yet all these houses ara spacious and inva- 
riably thronged. 

Wc are apt to regard the present growth of the dranaa as 
altogether mora remarkable than theatrical displays before 
and after iho appearance of Shakespeare, and in some re- 
apects the assumption is correct. In the time of Charles 
1-1 1, and for many years succeeding, there were no women 
on the stage; men played women's parts, and at an earlier 
period, at the close of the llfteenth centnry, passion or 
religions plays ruled the primitive stage, alike in France 
and England. One of these, " The Passion of our Saviour," 
was written so early Hint the name of the antlior is lost. 
A writer by tlie name of Bale, who died in 1563, the year 
before Shakespeare was born, wrote seventeen dramatio 
pieces, some of tlie titles of which wits, " The Baptism of 
Christ," "Christ when He was Twelve Years Old," "The 
Lord's Sup|>er," "The Resurrection," etc. Another by the 
same author, was called " Ood's Promises," aud some of the 
poetiy is of a very doubtful character. 

Endless plays were produced, and the absence of all art 
in their represent ntioii mad« it very dittlcult to show tbein. 
Great religious quarrels vesiiUed from the religious dramas, 
until finally they were suppressed by the civil governments. 
When Sliakespi'are fell into the hands of the illustrious mo- 
dern tragedians, of whom Onrrick may be callcii the most 
eminent, women came forth lo add to the illustration of his 
and all contemporaneous and succeeding works; and then 
grew the art of imiuting, coetnmes, and that infinite variety 
of scenery and architecture which have maiie the stage in 
all enlightened nations the most potent ally of public en- 
joyment and social development. Music was equally ad- 
vanced, and the drama, aided and beautified by the presence 
of sweet women, called to its assistance the sister arts, and 
became one of the most delightful instrumentBlities for the 
entertainment and improvement of mankind. 
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I.ETTER XIX. 

"O (bou Hweel kiog-killer, and litar divorce 
'Twiit DHtnml son and are I iliiiu bright deSler 
or Hymen's purest bed 1 Ibnu ynlinnt Mars 1 
TIiou ever young, fresb, loT'd, nnd delicate wooer, 
Wlioae blusli dolh tlinw tlie coneccntted enow 
Tbat lies on Dian's lap I Iliou Tisible god, 
Thai solder's! close impossi bill lies. 

And niak'st tbem kisB I that Bpeak'st with every tongue, 
To every purpose." 

TiMOS OF Athk.nb. 

London, March, 1878. 
" For they nay, iT money go before, all ways (io lie open." 
The importance of these words I have learned to realize, 
thoiigli 1 have hardly looked benealli the surfnce of this 
glittering metropolia. The " saint-seducing gold" is all 
powerful here, as it is at home, and I have already begun 
to wonder what people meant who talked about going 
abroad to economize. Of course one can economize liere, 
but ho must first learn these old countries, and to gain this 
knowledge he mnst pay for hia experience, and generally a 
pretty heavy tax. Then there are those who possess the 
high talent for Butferiug and starving, and it matters little 
■where they go or where they atop, for they have set upon 
a uampaigD of skimping. Strangers must fee the whole 
kingdom, and this system is reduced to a science. I grant 
you a very little goes n great way. It is not the amount 
to any one that makes the vaeuiim in the pocket, but the un- 
ceasing demand for pennies; and the pence is what cheats 
the American. With us the cent is the penny always, and 
though we know the fact well, it takes some time for us to 
become accustomed to it, tliat a shilling is twenty-five 
cents, though twelve pence. The waiter that smiles as you 
give him sixpence, would be content upon one; Cabby 
knows an Anierican at once and trades upon his contempt 
for coppers and his weakness for silver. The Frenchman 
is hflppy on a sou,- ihe Germnn on a krevzer or pfennig; 
the Jtalian on a mnti-Kimt, and the Spaniard on a real; it 
is ever the smallest coin offered by the English to the 
waiter, but the American disdains anything less than six- 
pence. Gradually I convaleseed from the sixpence folly, 
and the London restaurants wrought the radical cure. I 
confess I was captured by a superb dinner — music included 
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— for "three anii six," ami csd.iimed, with Dominie Samp- 
HOii, " prodigious I" before calculating the other expenses 
ntlentling this cpienrcan but economical feast. " Three and 
uis" nn eii;hty-seven and a half cents; a b"Ule of red wine 
four shillings ($1.00); and sixpence for the waiter, swells 
your account to $1.50 each if two are dining. The fee for 
the attendant does not remain at the option and generosity 
of the diners, bnt ia ciiargert in the bill, and then of course, 
yon are expected — no I not expected, but obliged to hSiiiA 
the waiter a small gratuity for himself. If yon take a 
hnniom to reach any one of the sfrcll restaurants, your 
outlay for dinner will net quite $2.00; what with the lodg- 
ing at tlie hotel, and breakfast, you discover that yon are 
living at about five dollars a day, or more than it would 
cost nt tlie " Continental" or "Fifth Avenue." No one 
dines here without wine, and tlie tariff equals the American 
prices, for the Englishman ia also obliged to render impost 
to his French ncighlKtr across the channel for the beuorage. 

There are many chop houses, and pot houses, and grill 
roomH, where a gentleman may dine well upon a chop, a 
iinaok, with vegetables and braad, for six or eight-pence, 
but these are scarcely the places for a lady. Tliey are 
mostly found in the city; Strand, Fleet Street, Oheapside, 
Cannon Street, and Liidgate Hill. I have made a tour of 
the better class rastaurants, and have finally anchored at 
the " Caf^ Royal," Regent Quadrant, where I took my first 
dinner in Loudon many weeks ago. The English are the 
vilest oooks ou this round globe; the talent for ruining all 
viands tliuy touch sertra plenarily develojwd, and I hailed 
the French caf^ as a harvest and a home. Here we are 
served with a savory meal of chicken, vegetables, salad, 
cheese, bread and butter, ice-cream and wine, for the very 
modest sum of one dollar. Our gar^on is a blue-bearded 
Italian, called Tony, who, besides supplying our delicious 
bite, is as polite as a dancing-master, as active as an acro- 
bat, and lies like a lawyer. 

Perhaps yon are saying "fat paunches have lean pates, 
and dainty hits make rich the ribs, bnt bank 'rout quite the 
wits;" but this subject of food has been weighing heavily 
upon my — brain (?), and I must deliver myself of it. The 
other afternoon 1 strolled along the monumental splen- 
dors of Parliament Street, the House of Commons and the 
House of Lords, past old Westminster Abbey, through St. 
James's Pnrk, past the great India House, through Water- 
loo Square, and by the four colossal lions of Landseer guard- 
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towering c 
What a throng! and what a medley of weallh and poverty 1 
Beggars pleading for pennies at every step, and the gay 
and festive yonng aoldiers of the Queen's Oiiiird, with their 
jaunty little eaps tilted on one si^le, short jackets and close- 
fitting troweers, eneh one aa straight as an arrow, and each 
with a bonne, and each bonne with a baby. Then the no- 
bility rolling along in thiir lusiirious carringes with liv- 
eried footmen and outridera, it was a panorama indeed 1 
We lingei-cd on Oxford Sireet to look into the dazzling 
shop windows filled with olijects of inr'u, gold and silver 
ornaments, and a perfect wilderness of femali; parapher- 
nalia. Shortly we emerged into High HoUiorii. and then 
to the fnuiDiis reatauriint of the same name where we dined. 
Under the roof of this vast establishment there are many 
mansions; the grand salon, the dnke's salon, the ladiea' 
Mil on, Lincoln's inn hiilfet, and tlie. grill room, liesides an 
infinity of cloak-rooms and private dining-rooms. On en- 
tering the granil salon at 17<« Holborn, for 6 p.m. table 
d'hdie, I thought I was in a fairy palace; it was as light as 
a flood of gas and wax-candies i:ould make it; the crystal 
and gilt chandeliers were reflectefl in a hundred mirrora; 
filled with the perfnme of fiowera, — for on encli 
Bmall taWe was placed a bonqnet, — the silvery tinkle of 
tlie fountains' spray as it dropped npon the marble basin 
1>enealh, with mnsic and the song of birds; mnsic taken 
fix»m the operas and execnted by master bands. We dined 
In the lower balcony, behind the shadow and within the 
glow of crimson drapery, from where we could see tlie well- 
dreseed guests in the largehalljiist below, and those aronnd 
us; the waiters seeming as courtly as the company; and 
'this was the vieiiQ: 
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B'FilletB ol Slurgpon, ludlnn Bailee, 

.Entreks. 
K Turtle CroquetU-s, with Mushrooms. 

Ribs of Beef, wilh IlorserudisU. 

SWEBTS. 



5 Willi IlBlian Paste. 
Tiir\)r)l, Lobster Sauce. 
Fricassee of Rabbit. 



iBlJubarb Tar 



Genoise Glac£au Eirsch, 



Doni Pedro Jelly. 
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Anil all of this graceful ami elegant feast for tlii-ee and six. 
Yet I have heard man)* Ani<:rican gentlemen aay they were 
obliged to double up on the European table d'hSte, as the 
usual supply is inautSeient. 

At the New Yiadnot Hotel, Holborii Viaduut, under the 
auspices of Spiers & Pond, the restaurant prinues here, an 
elegant dinner is supplied, but not for three and six; tLat 
is one of the silvery resorts. Tlie St. James, on Piccadilly, 
in uonneution with the concert rooms, serves almost as good 
a meal, but not the other accessories, as the High Holborn, 
for the same sum. At the Criterion there is also a six 
o'clock table d'hUe, but it is still more expensive. The 
Burlington, on Regent Street, is couspicuous, costly, with 
dinners d Za carfR,- the interior adornments are strikingly 
beautiful, but we suddenly retreated whi'ii we were told we 
should have to wait at least half an hour for a small dinner. 
Mr. Blancharcl, of the Burlington, is also proprietor of a 
less pretentious establishment on less pretentious Beak 
Street, where we obtained a very fair meal at rather a 
reasonable price. Verrey's, on Regent Street, is select 
and expensive, and the resort of fashionable ladies during 
the shopping hours. Simpson's, on the Strand, is famous 
and constantly thronged, so it requires considerable elec- 
tioneering to secure a separate table, but I regard the 
cooking inferior to the others I have tried. Here roast 
beef and mutton, with potatoes and Brussels sprouts, are 
the staples; the dissector in white apron, jacket, and paper 
cap rolls a large barrow upon wheels to the side of your 
table, and there carves whatever you may choose from a 
huge round of beef or mutton. The Pall Mali, in Pall 
Mall, is the aristocratic restaurant of this extremely wealthy 
and noble quarter. It is pervaded by a solemn and stifling 
hush. Just out of Carletoa Gardens and St. James Park, 
and in the midst of the clubs— the Athenreum, United 
Service, the Reform Club,tbe Traveller's, the Carlton, and 
Army and Navy — it is at oiiee the rendezvous of the peer 
and poet, the scholar and tbe soldier, the man of play and 
the man of pleasure. The table d'biHe at the principal 
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' hotels, as the Grosveiior, Langham, Midland, and Chaving 
Cross, ai'e always expensive, never less tban six or seven 
shillings, frequently ten. 

Tbe moat costly and exclusive hotels of London are not 
tbe largest and most prominent where the greater portion 
of tiie tide of ti^vel settles. They are to be found in quiet 
aequestered districts, off from the din of the mercantile 
world; outside, the counterpart oTa large private residence, 
plain and apirilleas; inside, palatial ; and Ihey are never 
advertised. 

Mucb has been written of the quality and quantity of 
milk and cream in England, yet tbe price and dearth of 
ice cream is one of the points to be observed. It is gener- 
ally a very inferior product, when it is found at all, and 
sixpence for ao much as might be pnt into a Sauterne 
glass, frequently n shilling; this depends in what end of 
tbe town it is l>onght. The best is to be bad at Qunter's, 
in Berkeley Square, confectioners to Her Majesty; but 
believe me, that ice cream liaa received a too liberal dose 
of arrowroot or corn starch. Eighty-seven cents for half 
a dozen of the most diminutive raw oysters you ever saw. 
One dolhir for a dish ol' clear turtle soup. Seventy-live 
cents for one portion, and a very small one, of lobster 
salad. Two dollars for a capon. These figures are quite 
conclusive that the luxuriea of the table are procurable at 
far lower rates at home. Anil to tliose who have been 
harboring the false conception of going abroad to econo- 
; — dispel it at once! 
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LETTER XX. 

" Tins royal tbrnne of kiiiBSi lUis BcepttrM isle, 

Tills earth nf majeaty. this sent of Mara, 

TUis oilier Eden, deniJ-parndlBe ; 

Tbis fortreaa built by nature for Uereelf, 

Against infeciioD and tbe liaud of war ; 

This happy breed of men, this liltlo world ; 

Thia predouB atooc set In the silver sea, 

Which serves It in tbe office of a wall, 

Or AS a moat defensive lo a house, 

Against the envy of less happy lands ; 

This bleased plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 

ThiH nurse, this teemiog woinh of royal kinga, 

Feared by their breed, and famous by tbeir birth, 

I{enowued for their deeds as far from home 
:e and true chivalry) 
I stubborn Jewry, 
m, blessed Mary's son." 

Sqakespbare. 



(For Christian si 
As is the sepulchre 
Of the world's ram 






, March, 1878. 



In this cloudy country, a "cnnstitiitional" is almost as 
uecesBary lo health at food aud sleep, and the "conatitu- 
tiotial" of the En^cliah is a long stroll or stride of many 
hours or miles. Tiie pi'imtice accounts for the imineuse 
feet of the females and tlie stalwart forma of the maloa. 
An English lady in Ler walking costume is more no ob- 
ject of oppressive respectn-billly llian of attraction. One 
rapidly grows into the customs of a country. I have 
already learned to prefer walking to rilling, even in rough 
weather, and wLat enhances the pleasure are the thousand 
curious sights and scenes which make onr jaunts a series 
of [lanoiaraic views. A stranger in London cannot fully 
enjoy the metropolis from a closed omnihLis. a four-wheeler, 
or n hnnsoni, and, of course, not from the underground 
railway; therefore wo have adopted the Bayard Taylor 
fashion of taking views afoot. 

So to-day we concluded to walk from Westminster to 
Tower Hill. Of the tower with its many black and Moody 
legends; its hoary walls and machicolated battlements; 
its ancient moat and Traitor's date; its resplendent halls 
of armor and chambers of jewels ; its bastions and donjon, 
and its shroud of past gloom, casting shadows over the 
present sunshine of intelligence and liberty — 1 will not 
talk ; it is a hackneyed as well as horrible story. But of 
the approach and immediate vicinity of this mighty inonu- 
nieiit of bygone vice, slavery, and barbarity, I trust 1 may 
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dilate without being toilioiis. 'I'he sufferings of L-i<fy Jane 
Grey, and lier liUBhand, Guildford Du.ile}-, Walter Raleigh, 
ArcUljisliop Laud, Lord Loviit, and the many utliera, are 
the tlire.idliare tale of every seh-ool-book. This pal nee and 
priBOD 18 the familiar ueiiota|jh of the ages, and one picture 
of it sufflcea for all time. Not so tlie environs of the ven- 
erable pile, for while it remains the same, time with them 
is ever working changes. 

From the Royal Exchange where the bronze equestriau 
statue of the Duke of Wellington Ktands in all its eonaaiuiia 
opulence of the 150,000 it coat, we crossed to the Bank of 
England ; here I was unable to resist a peep. £lOO shares 
are at par $ftOO, eacli has riaen to £330 or |I150. The 
yearly salaries of the oflioera siru $1,100,000. The bank 
manages the national debt, which amounts to $4,000,OUO,000, 
"The old lady in Threadueedle Street" — as the Engliali 
call their bank — is an affluent dowager, as hur capital 
equals nearly 880,000,000. Here I saw the wonderful 
clock with the sixteen dials, so that a face may 'be seen from 
Uie sixteen distinct oQlccs of the bank, thruugii which all 
liflay long wild crowds are rushing to and fro. Here they 
kfehovel the bullion, and weigh the gold pieces, instead of 
counting them; it ail seems very strange to us, but mis- 
takes occur rarely. With a scoop, they cash a check for 
flOOO in a second. The bank notes are printed by a siu- 
gular proceas, and forgery is rendered impossible. The 
hordes of people, and the busy officials, the cries in the 
etreet, the din of traffli', the rtull, heavy roar of the un- 
rfcean of hauling, make a terrestrial pandemonium. 
And yet the order of the management of tliis great temple 
uf Mammon is a marvel of the age. 

To the east, we have Coriihill, a thoroughfare of cheap 
shops, counting-houses, tumble-down taverns, insurance 
I, historic haunts, and even poetical reminiscences; 
for it was in this quarter that Gray was born, and lived 
years ago, and Daniel De Foe — the author of Robinson 
Crusoe — carried on the business of stocking-maker, in 
1703. But wlio shall depicture the Stock Exchange? It 
was a wild day (Saturday) therel A medley of crazy 
rioters. Frequently the police are necessary to disperse 
the mob gathered to buy and sell stocks, ti>bacco, pepper, 
indigo, and drugs, and the broker is always there to effect 
the barter. It was a clear day, but the air was rude, and 
the tumult ruder as we endeavored to thread our way 
through this moilern Babel. 
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All trA(1o8 are plied, all classes niincrle, all languages are 
ii))ok('n. Vou are thriist here and there by the extended 
olhowN of a nifnan, by a greasy fish-basket, a heedless hoy^ 
wlHM«lbnrr()Wri, boxes, and wagons. Suddenly there is a 
hiilt midway in the mad tumult; there is a blockade in the 
torront of travol on sidewalk and highway, if, indeed, you 
(mil dJNMngnlHh thorn, as at such a time horses and wagons 
iiro driven on the pavement, regardless of human life; and 
tlinn tlio nir rovorberates with the shouts of drivers, por- 
Uir«, lu»n^i:nrM, hawkors, guardians of the peace^ fishwomen, 
iMHidy mid tVuit soUors, importunate showmen, and ped- 
dliM'M. At tlrNt I was provoked that I had consented to 
vrntiiro ill tho midst of the human and inhuman menag- 
iM'lo, Minn my mood changed to one of solicitude for my 
niliiioiit, for my promonition was that I should be vehe- 
nittiitly tlivoNtod of it, and the tertium quid was a silent 
pniyor lor my lifo. Nt> man tarried for his neighbor, so I 
iihundoiUMJ m\Nolf to tho current, to gaze upon the strange 
iMHicoiirHo, and watoh tho passions on the faces of the mul- 
lll.mlr, mihI Htaro into the kaleidoscope of the windows. 
H (liu pirtiiro on tho highway was exciting and outre^ it 
W(iH iiov(«l III tho dopositories that flanked the pavements. 
lliTo woro hIioIvoh of gold and silver coins, next door 
iiiiihHOH and nuuoH of old statuary, paintings, engravings, 
iimtaly ImioKm, niitl brio-a-brao. Past brokers, law-offices, 
(iiiil aiiliqiio liouHOH, wo woro carried into Leaden hall Street, 
tho pluiuj of markots of moat, poultry, and especially hides. 
Aiinlhor world hh oxolusivo in its devotion to creature 
noiiit'orlH n»i what 1 havo Just loft is to money and specula- 
tion, llort) U tho vast sopulohro, or confined subterranean 
HUH, of li^ht Kroiioh and Uorman wines; the cellars of H. 
It. Williania ^'{^ t\K, oxtoiuUng l»eneath the range of the en- 
tire iiiarkotH, aiitl thou wo omorged into Lombard Street, 
tliu rogioii of tho goldon gods of Europe and America, and 
tliii tiumo wlioro tho Longobards of Edward It's reign met 
to traiitiaot thoir affairs. AH hero was heavy, and gloom3', 
and blrohg; tho groat doalors of tinance seem to avoid 
glitter. Odd it is that all those treasure-houses are sur- 
roiiiHlod by marts for tho sale of food and grain ; and here 
wo oanio upitn Mark aiul Mincing Lanes, the corn markets 
of the world. 

The aoono at Uillingsgate gi'cat fish market and wharf was 
grotestpie and bi^^urro to the last degree. What a melange 
ut curiously dressed mon, and still more curiously attired 
women ! What an atmosphere and multitude of odd-look- 
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' ing and odd-named fish. This wholesale market was made 
open and free for nil classes of fish in 1G9!I, ntid all the 
oviparous inhabitants of the water that arc imported in 
British vessels, fresh or cnred, are free of d iities. The fish 
in this market are sold l>y count, exoept salmon and eels ; 
oysters are sold by measure, and no fish are sold on Sunday, 
with the exception of mackerel. Much has been written 
of the pecnliar charactei-istics of the fisli-raongers. Time 
has evidently improved them, as I heard none of the ri- 
baldry and vituperation of the olden dnys, but they are 
mnch rougher, ruder, and more boisterous than the same 
order at home. 
L The Thames is to London, life, food, health, and enjoy- 
Kient. Without its ceasdess current there would be no 
Krorld'e metropolis. However regardeil it is vital to Lon- 
"don existence. Venice is not more dependent upon her 
canals, than is London upon the Thames ; nor is Holland 
more indebted to her dykes, aiid the estuaries of the sen 
that penetrate into, cleanse, and impruve her cities. And 
the very region I have been visiting to-day proves how in- 
dispensable the Thames is to the city it divides. It is 
bordered by stately edifices, and they produce a most impres- 
sive effect. The custom-house is solid, capacious, and most 
extensive ; the long room is 1 90 by 60 I'eet, and has an alti- 
tode of 55 feet, in the centre ; some conception of its extent 
may be formed, but the rush and crush of business cannot 
, be idealized. Keve I had my first real insiglit of English 
commerce. Even Liverpool, with its forest of masts, and 
irilderness of docks, did not impress me like these mighty 
Ittorehonses on the Thames, thnt hold the pi'oduce of the 
Uediterranean and America, of the Orient ami the Occident. 
[ was bewildered by the scene, yet I labored to retain a few 
"lets of this Trade Colossus. The St. Catherine Docks 
Poost nearly nine millions of dollars, and the wine vaults of 
Eastern Docks cover an underground area of 890,545 
; one vault ahme a space of eeven acres I On the India 
Docks sis millions of dollars were esi>ended in the begin- 
ning, seventy-nine years ago, and they now include three 
uundred acres of land and water. 

Hi Such is the opulence of London, of its world-wide afflli- 

Httions, of the endless varieties at its traffic. All the deli- 

■caciea, refinement", luxuries, necessities, inventions and 

products of the liiiman race, are collected in their gross 

and rude virgin slate. It was a wild blending of foreign 

sounds, smells, and costumes. Thera were many ladies 



100 



PICTURKS AND PORTBAn 



and. travellers from distant poets, tradesmen, and mnny* 
like mjaeir taking uotea. We had reached tbe limit of 
this historical and commei'cial lahyriiitbiue Jot-aln, and tlie 
melancholy walls of the Tower burst upon na from the hill. 
We Joined tlie ilemocratic lirigade commanded by a 
eater," nitli faded and flaunting ribhons, and proceed^ 
to view that of which we had so often read. 



LETTER XXI. 

" Ye (lielftnt spires, ye onliqne towers, 

TIml crown the wat'ry glade, 
Where grnteful Science Blill adoreH 

Her Henry's holy shade ; 
And ve ILat from the stniely brow 
Of Winrtsor'a lieiglits lli' cxpBnae below 

Of grove, of Inwn, of mead survey, 
Whose liirf, whose shade, whose flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His silver winding way." 

Thomas GkA" 

London, March, 1B78, J 
The Thames, that vital artery i.f tlie English t 
always seemed chiefly important aa a commercial atraftl 
till George Eliot, in Daniel Deronda, glorified it into n 
mancc and beauty. Taking its rise near Cirencester, j 
passes Windsor, Ilamptoii Court, Twickenham, Fulham'^ 
Cbelsea, Kiclimond, and so on to London, where its shores 
are crowned by the oldest religions, political, charitable, 
commercial, and literary monuments. Although the Thames 
is often repulsive viewed from the many bridges that span 
it, or from the new and costly erobankmentij, it seems to 
purify as we penetrate into rural England. All along its 
banks are the silent abodes of blissful wealth. Tlie great 
novelist has opened new views of its jiastoral beauties, of 
tbe lovely regions il traverses, of tUe bamlets and estates, 
palaces and retreats, battle-fields, colleges, schools, and 
clHircliea, it has rolled through and by for centuries. As 
you travel you find inland towns and villages tonnecled 
with London by rail and sail down to the North Sea, where 
the river empties its tribute of darksome waters; its mar- 
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gin is lined willi pnnts and barges plying out into the cur- 
rent. We see it at intervals through tlie trees a mere coil- 
ing ribbon, gmdiiftlly expanding intu n I'iver navigable for 
ve§^elB of 1400 tons. Those towns are flanked by fine 
hotels, houses, lordly domains, and pnblic gardens. As 
yon approach London yoii realize that tlie Upper Thames 
has bet^ome the rendezvous of fashion, frolic, liigh life, low 
life, and the ten thousand secrets of a hnge metropolis. 
Here they are largely concealed and steadily increase. 
The Thames at London is pregnant of dark mysteries and 
darker tragedies. Few travellers follow its course and 
rarely see its country side in nature. They visit the Docks, 
Tower, Tunnel, and Custom-house, linger on the bridges, 
and stop at Windsor, Richmond, and Kew. They are thus 
only partially prepared for the endless wealth of London, 
proved by tbe superb memorials on its river's banks, 
brought into bold relief by the sky, and these eviileuces 
strengllien their belief in the words of the old Pope, who 
ft century ago said, " If the treasury of Philip Augustus 
had been put up for sale London could have bought it." 
Then they dwell upon the fountain of this incalculable 
wealth — the ocean — and of the Thames, its tributary, and 
think of wliat the martyr Sir Walter Raleigh said, "He 
■who commands the sea commands the trade of tlie world; 
he who commands the trade of the world commands the 
riches of the world, and consequently tlie world itself;" 
but there! I am transgressing my woman's province. I 
have no desire to play the miianl, nor decoy you into the 
belief that I have all Ihe mota and aphorisms of the eccle- 
siastical, political, and poetic Solomons, nt my finger 
tips. No] I spare you the inSiction. 

So with the vision of Daniel Deronda in mind, just as 
the sun was sinking behind the hills, and night was wrap- 
ping nature in her dusky cloak, and tlie little stars were 
coming out cue hy one like so many eyes to witness his 
rescue of the melancholy Mirah who had wandered to the 
river edge, where it slopes gently from Kew Gardens, and 
the willow bushes stand thick and close to the margin, 1 
projected my tour of the sileiit highway, with Windsor 
Palace, Eton, Kew Gardens, Kii-hmoud, Bushy Park, and 
Hampton Court in prospect. Nest morning waa balmy 
and soft, though the month March, and as we passed 
Qnder the dark arches of the great bridges, the river was 
sluggish and opaque, tlie tall spires lost their heads in the 
misty clouds, aud the dim masses of stone fretwork were 
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indiatinctlj oiitlineil ngainet the hazy sky; but tlie fishers' 
li'ints, pleasure bnrgea, and uoratnerdal craft, were ebeadily 
lilonghing the watery way, Tlie Oxford and Comliridge 
lads were in tlieir cockle- she 11 skifis, practising foi 
priae competition wliich will take place in abnnt twi 
weeks. Wo rested upon our ours close to the UftjKl 
Westein Railway Bridge and viewed Windsor, with il 
giioally towers and wooded heights, the famons old beccbi 
with outstretched arms and gnarled trunks, that tell us of 
the "years orgenei-ations." At the feet of these old mon- 
areha is the baby crocus in ber cradle of soft, fresh green; 
she pushes back her blanket, and lifts ber sweet sad face 
to the pale English sun, but a chill gale blows over the 
bleak Welsh hills, and the new-born crocus shivers and 
bends lier bead to her mother — Earth. The willow bushes 
and loiig rank grass are dipping into the river, which 
sparkles as the struggling sun touches its ripples, the 
anglers are sporting with their rods, and a flo(.'k of white 
sheep are grazing on the young vcrdnre. Yonder on the 
opposite bank is Eton, the famous school of preliminary 
instruction fur the sons of noblemen and gentry. The 
main portion of the youLlia under tnilion here are oppi- 
dans, num1>ering nearly nine hundred, the number of thj 
King's scholars who reside within the walls is limited 
seventy; tbe narrow lanes and level highways of the to^ 
are lull of these oddly dressed oppidans. Ac 
many of the lads were out on the greensward, and in these 
sporting youths I saw the future British poets and states- 
men, and thought of their predecessors, Walpole, Boliiig- 
iiroke, Pielding, Gray, Chatham, Fox, and WellingtOHj 
who had gambolled upon tb« same lawn. 

We turned from the chalk hills of Windsor, and piiUi 
toward Hampton Court, past the royal and deu8ely-woo(" 
estates, gladdened by sunny trout-brooks, where the falloi 
deer were browsing, and where the dark English roads are 
bordered by glossy hedges, where tbe cattle wade among 
the mossy and slimy atones at the river's brink, within the 
shadow of the tall elms, where my loi-d rides out upon bis 
pnlfry in buckskin or corduroy, while his retainers lay down 
the hoe and sickle as noon-tide tolls from the curlew tower. 

The first glimpse we cauglil of the pidace made it appear 
like a small town. We ling-ered upon Hampton Bridge, as 
we had been told to do, to gnina view of the Gothic turrets 
of Wolsey, and then passed Ihe great stone poitals guarded 
lions, and adorned by the armorial syml 
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pm^^f the third William. Tlirongh a neglecletl court or 
avenue that lay between the barracks — a long row of low, 
diliipidated bvick atructiii'es on the left, and heavy, decay- 
ing incongi'Uoua buildings on the right — we reached the 
regal home of Oharlea I and 11, where the workings of 
nature and art go hand in hand, where countless names of 
fame are indisfiolubly carved, where cling the traditions of 
the romance and tragedy of three centuries, where the 
eainlly but sybaritic Wolsey held liigli revel, and his 
thousand satellites were housed, where the illustrious 
scriptural tapestries still embellish the walls of the great 
hall. They are in a perfect state of preservation and ilhis- 
trale the eight epochs of the life of Abraliam. They are 
elaborate specimens of art, '* tile higher liglits being worked 
in gold," Each one is bordered by an intricate design in 
arabesque, where figures, fruits, flowers, and vines inter- 
mingle, emiilematic of the lesaons the subject is intended 
to teach. Need I recount the high-pitched roof and 
pendants, the stained glass windows bearing the titles <if 
the six wives of "bluff king Hal?" the banners, and arms, 
and ciphers of the nobles ? the court and chapel 7 the 
king's staircase with its essentially French frescoes by 
Antonio Verrio? Tiie adornments are striking and exu- 
berant, but I am told liy superior judgment, they will not 
sustain crilidsm. We wandered through the royal bed- 
chambers and boudoiris, and long succession of art galleries, 
whet's each portrait is an eloquent legend of the post. From 
the centre window in the queen's drawing-room we looked 
out upon the garden below, with its brilliant boi-der and 
level yellow gravel paths, the terraces and mounds of soft 
green turf, stone vases, a mass of luxuriant bloom, dancing 
fountains, and tlirougli the vtsta of a long line of lofty and 
venerable trees, shadowing a footpath, there is a lake orna- 
mented with statues and sparkling je.ls d^eau. Across tlie 
highroad to Kingston we entered Busliby Park, with its 
long colonnades of chestnuts and limes, several centuries 
old, and not one of them seems to be allowed to grow an 

I inch above the other, making a mighty and mazy arbor of 

rgreeu. 

I A sliort row brougiit ua to tbe celebrated Kew Gardens, 

I extending ahing the Thames. Tliis extensive collection 
of living dowers and plants of all kinds, is now national 
property, but nevertheless we could not forget the time 
when it was leased to the Prince of Wales, son of George 
JI, afterward George III, nor that the cottage is still yre- 
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served as it was left by the ill-fated Queen Charlotte. At 
present the chief interest centres in its gardens and botani- 
cal treasures, said to be the most famous in the world. How 
soft and velvety the turf I How capacious and well-ordered 
the green-houses, nurseries, and conservatories, and how 
wonderful in summer the open beds of various colored 
flowers, exotic and otherwise, gathered from every land 
under the sun, and cured and cultivated by all the resources 
of science and of genius. To this lovely resort continuous 
and countless crowds repair from multitudinous London, 
by daily boat and rail Kew Gardens are open every day 
to the public after one o'clock. Famous Richmond — the 
Tivoli of England — is a sail of a few moments from Eew, 
a large town with a population of over 15,000, and beauti- 
fully placed on the right bank of the Thames. Its park 
and bridge, and palatial surroundings, and glorious per- 
spective, will live ever in my memory. The muse of history 
has lingered long and written much upon this favorite 
place. Near by Pope and Walpole lived for many j'ears, 
and here myriads gather during the fine days to enjoy the 
exquisite scenery, to walk through the historic parks, to 
punt on the romantic river, or to regale themselves upon 
the costly dinners at the Siar and Garter^ an experience 
we were fain to avoid, being unwilling to pay for mei*e 
form and style, when we could procure an equally satisfac- 
tory repast at one of the less pretentious inns. Our hostel, 
the Talbot^ was "neat but not gaudy." We had to wait 
for quite awhile for our steak and potatoes, and while doing 
so, witnessed one of those exhibitions which I regret to say 
are too common in England, a rather decent young lady 
accompanied by her swain, both considerably worse for 
too frequent potations. The food was good, and we were 
ready for it, and we did not complain as we paid our nine 
shillings, feeling it would be double the amount at the more 
silvery Star and Garter. 
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LETTER XSII. 

"AdJ iLrnned immorlal by Iiia side, 

A woman Bits witb eye BuUime, 
AepsBla. hII Iiib spirire bride ; i 

But, if lUeir enlcmn love were crime, 
Pity the beauty and Clie SAge. 
Tlieir crime was in tUeir darkened age. 

He perished, but his wreath was won ; 

HejeiiBhed in liis height of fame : 
Tlien Biinlc the ctoud on Athens' sun. 

Yet still slia conquered in Wb name. 
Filled with his soul, she cotild not die ; 
Her conquest was Posterity I" Cboi.y. 

LoNDon.^pril, 1878. 
Bakrinq tlie noble (?) classea who come upon the stage 
of life with Lheir titles generally' more developed than tht-ir 
limbs, the most exalted positions in England are held uy 
tliose who have won renown by their literary efforts. By 
no other assumption, howsoever lofly, may one claim an 
enlrse to the excluBive ehrle of sang bie,u, as potent as 
tboee whose stockings are of the corresponding hue. Of 
this class "Oeorue Eliot" ci'owns the lettered heiglits. 
Marian Evans, the original of this male pesudoiiyme, is 
now about fifty-eight. She was born In Warwickshire, the 
daughter of an humble curate, and afterward adopted by a 
wealthy derg3'man, who lavishly educated his little prolSgi. 
But her astounding mental expansion grew out of her tute- 
lage under the philosopher, Herbert Spencer, with wiiom 
she stndicd Fn-ueh, German, and Italian, music, art, and 
metapliysics, after she had SnUhed at the academy, where 
only the foundation stone was laid of her great learning. 
She is the worshipped Calliope here, notwithstanding her 
fnesalliani-.e willi the celelirated George Henry Lewes, who 
eincerely loved and honored her. She has no attractions 
of face, hut her mind overrules all else, and thimgli much 
of tlie eloquent and peculiar pikraseology, which has gained 
for her so vast an audience, has been attrii)uted to her con- 
stant association with Lewes' philosophy, It was her estab- 
lished style before she assumed the voluntary fetters of tliat 
mental and sacred fellowship. Her Urst literary attempt — 
a translation — was not made until she was twenty-six, and 
her first novel was published twelve years altcrwards. 
Within a later period she has written several poems that 
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would have made the fame of (vny otiier struggling aaplrantjJS 
but have added nothing to timt of the groat novelist, aua 
are comparatively unknown. George Henry Lewes is he 
eenior by only three years, and though his first days i 
student-life were steeped in anatomy and physiology, he 
afterward wrote fiction, aud later became a scientiflczealot, 
and has ever siuce attracted attention by the ability of his 
psychological dissertatious. I was tempted to study the . 
surrounding country of the Thames by George Ellot'Sj 
inspired descriptions, and this led to my meditations on j 
the other female writers of London. 4 

Miss Mary Elisabeth Braddou, the daughter of a con- ' 
tributor to the old sporting magazines — which accounts 
for her heroine, Aurora Floyd, having a (nedileelion for 
jockeys and the pleasures of tlie tnrf, currying a betting- 
book, and indulging in such literature as BeWs Life. — was 
born in Soho Square over forty-one years ago. Still cor- 
responding under her maiden name, she has married a 
wealthy gentleman and lives in affluenue. Slie is a pi-o- 
digious worker, and ber novels, plays, and current contribu- 
tions to periodical literature, are popular and remunei-ative. 
Sbe is the editress of the Beiyrnvia, a monthly magazine 
of the type of our Oalaary. Her pulilieations have not 
only enriched the autlioress, but as adapted to the stage 
have proven a source of emolument to actors and managers. 

Mrs. Henry Wood, the daughter of Thomas Price, a glove 
manufacturer, is about sixty jears old. For many years 
the editress of the Argosy, a sixpenny monthly and favor- 
ite of fiction readers, she has been eclipsed by the brighter 
luminaries, George Kliot and Miss Braddon. How many 
tears have lieen shed over tlie wayward and misled Lndj 
Isabel in East Lyiine, and other equally hapless heroineS'J 
of ber dramatized worksl 

One of the oldest English authoresses and artists is Mn;3 
Anna Eliza Bray. She studied art under the guidance oCfl 
Mr. Stothard, whose son sbe married in 1«18. Their o 
genial life of study and travel was fated to be brief, tatM 
seai-celj- three years had passed when he was killed. Hf(( 
great labor. The Monumental Effigies of Or eat BritaiA 
was completed by his widow, who shortly after married thj 
Rev. Mr. Brny, the author of several theological and po^ 
ical books. 

Another of tliese brave women living in Loudon is i 
rence Nightingale, more eminent for her noble philanthrt 
pies in peace and war, though she has written much ape 
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charitable and aanitarj' subjects. SLe received all tlie ad- 
vantages of a complete education, liiit her life miBsion has 
been to alleviate physical ami moral distress. She may be 
JQstly called the idol of the good people of England. 
Though she rarely goes out now, this lady has a claim 
upon our gratitude for lier unselfish sacrifices for suffering, 
humanity. Surrounded by all tlie luxuries of wealtli and 
refinement, still her heart beats warmly for the afDicted. 
She has expended immense sums from her private means, 
and a few years ago, when $^50,000 were voted to her by 
tlie public .in recognition of lier splendid services in the 
military hospitals in the Crimea, site established with lh.it 
fund an institution for the "training and employment of 
nurses." And now, after a life abounding in such examples 
of royal munificence, she rela.pses, in the autumn of her 
days, into restful comfort. 

Another of the toiling ladies of London is Miss Amelia 
Blandford Edwards. She is about forty-seven, and a de- 
scendant of tlie Walpole family, as yet unmarried, 1 believe. 
She has written many novels and juvenile tuolis, as well as 
being aconstnnt contributor bo five or six magazines. 

But no woman in all England, with the exception of the 
Queen, has had more deserved and greater honors than 
Angola Oeorgiana, Baroness Burdette-Coutts, wiio won 
fame by the lilieral use of her large fortune; tlie greater 
lioitionof it she inlicrited from hermotljer, Snpliia Coutts, 
who married Sir Francis Burdelte, an effective Parliament- 
ary orator, and the " idol of the London po|)ulace-" The 
Baroness is about sixtj-five, and was created a peeress in 
her own right, in June, 18TI, Her wealth is as boundless 
aa her generosity, and her features as consjiieuously homely 
as those of the Premier. With $250,000 she endowed three 
colonial bishoprics in British colonies. With lavish liands 
she bestows money upon her favorite, the Churcli of Eng- 
land, but to institutions of science, charity, education, dis- 
covery, and art, she is in a like manner liberal She is 
equally solicitous for the advancement of the drama and 
mnsic. Henry Irving is her chosen friend, and a braver, 
more modest, whole-souled woman does not exist. 

One of the facta that have ever interested me is the 
amount of work done by literary and professional women 
in America and England, and, indeed, in every part of the 
world. The labors of Qeorge Sand, Madame de Stael, 
Madame de Sevigne, in France; Mrs. Stowe, Jniia Ward 
Howe, Louisa Alcolt, Anna Dickinson, iu America, and the 
countless thinkers and writers of England, are prodigious. 
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LETTER XXIII. 

"Wliat liid'st llioii in iliy I reus ure -caves and cells, 

Thou taolluw siiundiiig and mysl^rious main ? — 

Pale glisiening pearls and rainbow-olor'd ebells, 

Bright Uiinga which gleam unrecked-of and In vain I 
Keep, keep thy riches, melancholy Bea ! 
We ask not much from thee." 

Hemanb. 

London, April, 1878. 

We set out for Hitstiiigs in a. burst of sLinsfiinc, but alasM 
our liriglit experience was short-liveil. The gray cloudi 
lowered, tbe first drops pattered against tlie window-pai 
of our carriage. We iioped for a favwalile wind tlint niigl 
chase away the threatening storm. But no! tlie atmoBphere 
was ominous, aad at ieogtli the storm bmke in all its fury. 
Unlike oura in spring, at home, tlie tempest did not purify 
the air; for several days after, the heavens were overcast. 
Wby did this particular war of tlie elements make such a 
deep impreBsiou upon me? Ferhaps l>ecatise I was at a 
foreign seaside 1 Perhaps liecanse I liad anticipated glorj 
and met only gloom ! But I did not sit down to moralize, 
and there is "something too much of this." ^ 

Hastings is tliree hours' distant from London bj railM 
The first station of note after leaving London Bridge, to™ 
Chiselhurat, familiar as the retreat of Napoleon III and' ^ 
Eugenie; the scene of his death anil burial, and since the 
growth and peace of the Republic the restfnl harbor of the 
beautifiU Empress. Then on wc dashed through emerald 
pasture lands and cultivated farms, smiling roadsides framed 
by glossy, luxuriant hedges, and past the bills, veiled with 
Nature's cobwebs, where nestle the white cottages and the 
rude barns. At Tiinhridge Wells, an ancient and famous 
inland watering-place, an bumble clergyman, who had been 
a pleasant compagnon de voyage, possessing apparently 
plenty of brains and little gold, left us. Then onr ronte 
gravitated gradually toward the sea. The air was full of 
the smell of salt from the brackish inlets, and over the wiii*^ 
expanse of moorland I saw the naked downs bordering k 
Channel. From the station we rode along the paradefe 
the Marine Hotel facing the ocean, which was c ' 
but the skies were not bright, the rain was fa 
rents, and the air was solt and warm. I had been anxiom 
to see one of these winter seaside resorts upon the southenj 
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cnast, wliere Loudon society rushes to escape tlie- lilack 
fo}!s, wli«re the ocean is iia level as the Delaware in June, 
anrl llie (leople make^ftrdcns in tlic open air at Chi'istinan. 
1 knew the town must be hizarre an') picturesque, and ds- 
termined to brave triiid am) weatlier an soon na t had re- 
galed myself with a substuntial Riigliah dinner. Beneiitli 
my front window lay the gray crested waters of the great 
main, while close to the roar roue a huge bonlder, groined 
by the Rngcr of Time. The ocean is as faacinaliiig to me 
as a cemetery. The comparison may appear to j-ou far- 
tetched, and the taste eccentric ; but, nevertheless, whetiier 
it be to toaa up on the heaving breast, saunter upon the 
Bauds, climb tlie clifTa and jutting crags of the one, wiiiie 
my heart sings second to the mournful melody of tiie eter- 
nal elili and flow, or to linger by the silent and restful graves 
of the other, it is the same lesson of eternity. 

When Plnviua hid his weeping eyes Iteliind a temporary 
screen. I ventured out into this model sea and mountain 
town, lying partly at tlie liasc. and partlv upon tiie accliv- 
ity of the range of steep liills that shelters it from the 
niU'thern winds. I atartcd in search of an old friend who 
1 heard was wintering in tlie solt and genial cliJiiate for 
ber health, and as I was referrtid to one location alter au- 
olher, and numbera inunmernlile, I stui[ie<l the lieanty of 
the costlj- and aristocratic little houses upon the velvety 
lenm-es, tlie windowa filled witli flowers blossoming in bou- 
qnets, the squares fresh and radiant; meanwhile ! was 
being sprinkled in the most lil>erfll manner by tiie treacii- 
ei-ous god, and ol|, great .spirit of Fnahion, pity mel I had 
OH my swell clothes. 

I rose from one narrow street to another, and another, 
and another, tonietimea liy a few steps, and sometimes liy 
a gentle ascent as ihey meandered around the old hills; 
very quaint and very odd lire tliese sinuous avenues over 
the bold elifl's. In tlie higher part of the town, 1 found 
the atmosphere more bracing Jind American. I confeas I 
had a full satiety of humidity^ These English are like 
fish; they enjoy the water, and the damp, and cuhl, anil 
f(jg; undaunted they waded through the hilly town, um- 
brallaed and cloaked. The teal's of the goda were still un- 
quencfaed; I had aouglit my fiiend iu vnin, and thought 
aulicipaled passing the evening at tlie Pavilion Theatre, 
erected at the exlreinity of the long pier extending far out 
in the Channel, I rcluined to the hoti'l, through the balmy 
and the cliuging torrents^ 
10 
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e drenching over, 
ample mid stitinrHclory, I enscuiiced myitelf bufore tlie 
genial Hea-coal fiie in ibc cos^y Billing-room of tlie silent 
English hotel — tilivnys silent as cloisters even IT filled with 
company — to enjoy my companion, — a l>oiik — for a conple 
ot'lioiUB, l>efore retirin<r to rest nniier the snme roof that 
liail shellered tlie F)nipreBB Kiifi^nie, when she came to 
meet her son, tho young Prince Jinpcriiil, after her eacape 
from the (inlace of the Tnileries. Jn tliia flight slie wna 
,aiileil liy our fellow-couiilryman. Dr. Thomas Evans, pro- 
prietor ol' llie Anmrican JtegiMer. And then I slept to the 
dinnl of llic naves, while visions dnuceti Ihrougli my head 
of liloody fraj-B, led t<y Hai-old tite Siixon on one side and 
the Nonnau William iipon llie other; of vast fleets of men 
of war moored close l>y ; of Matilda the industrioiie wife 
of (he Conqueror, and lier maida of honor engaged in acw- 
itig ephinsea, and biriU, and dogs, and lioisea, — oli, ancU 
horses I — and trees, and ships, and men upon that great big 
sampler — the I'ictorial llistory of the Invasion — that she 
presented to the Bishop of Ijayenx. 

Next morning was dreary and damp, as I made n tour of 
the shops — numerous, heautiful. and complete — and the 
ascent of the rearward hills to obtain a view of the lieach 
thronged hy llii! rude fisherinen in fantastic dress, some in 
tlieir boats, and others npon land mending their nela for 
fnturense; the broad miiriue parade stretuliing far away 
along the coast; the town immediately beneath me snug- 
gling close to the rocka for protection ; hcallliy villages 
crowning lofty summits, and the ghastly desolation of the 
dismanllt'd caslle upon a seemingly i>eriIoua cliff. As I 
retraced my zigzag steps, 1 descried new comforts and 
luxuries concealed in cosy recesses Back again we went 
througti Wellington Square to onr hotel, a clean ediliee of 
stone, where our carriage waited to convey us to St. Leon- 
ards-on-Sea, the '• West End" of Hastings. Onr ride was 
along tho sea, then by the side of the lion sen, quiet and 
calm — but evidently as powerful as the other forces uf 
natiira. A continuons facade uf while stone liouscs extends 
from the Eait Cliffs to Uopecp; in the how windows were 
rather good-looking, clumsy women gazing out npon Uie 
world of waters. But there were no hlue skies nor pure 
waves of air; no pleasure barges, nor equestrian parties; 
no stream of fashion's votaries pouring through the streets, 
and no promciindera lounging in the arcades, for the over- 
charged emotions of the gods were still uncunlrollablu 
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rode past Bolid, strong structures, until » 
St. LeoQard's. What a lovely town ! wiLL noble and en- 
during liomes. fine sliops, tlie same fentures of atmosphere, 
architecture, liixiirioiia private reaiileiices, and none of llie 
horrors of a London winter, as the iiistorieal Hastings. 
Here I ohserved the same large feet of the ladies, awkward 
carriage, indifference to dress, and utter lack of taste. 

Tliere is no more interesting, lieantiful, romantic, and 
historioal spot in England than Susses County or its dhircx. 
Everywhere are found relics, eloquent of Roman origin and 
occutiDtion; legends of the Nonnan Conquest; ancient 
estates and titled castles. 

These two seaside towns, Hastings and St. Lee 
Sea. even seen tbrongli a vail of gloom, more c 
ill! my ideal limn .iny similar resorts we have in 
Of course I had sketched my picture of Atlai 
Ca|ie Maj', Long Branch, Spring Lalte and i 
before visiting them; and n|ion personal acquaintance I 
found I had been feeding upon delusion, t had ihougnt to 
enjoy the seashore, the holds siiould be placed directly on 
the sands, facing mainward, where the roll of the "deep 
and dark-blue ocean " should be ever dashing against our 
windows, instead of standing in a paved street half a mile, 
and frequently a greater distance from the waters. Another 
feature that always disappoiiited me at liome was the nli- 
eence of rocks, and everj- topograjihiea! accessory that 
makes up a beautiful landscape, or rather, marine scene. 
Here I had it alU 

Every year greater numbers of our people are copying 
the foreign custom of winieriug liy the sea, an<l the fact of 
the benetlcial effect of the soft and salubrious salt air upon 
those Buffering from pulmonary complaiiits must strengtiien 
this fashion. Xs for me, 1 should never wish to escape the 
glory, the fervent clearness, and nipping air of an Ameri- 
can winter. I 

One fact deserves to be studied by the people of Long 
Branch, Cape May, Atlanliv City, Seagirt, and other 
Atlantic sea-settlements ; that from tlie closing of the 
summer season to its reopening, they have many lung spells 
of delightfully soft and salubrious weather, and tliat they 
ought to protit by the experiences of Hastings. 



LETTER XXIV. 

"Dppp in Ibe wave is a coral grovB, 
Wlit-re llie purple mullet anil gold fish rnvc ; 
Where llie Bea-dnner BpreadB Ub leitTes iif blue 
Tlitit never are wet w ilh rnlling dew, 
But in bright and cliangefal beauty Bliine 
Far diiwn in tl»e greer nnd glassy brine. 

Tbe Soor is of Band like Ibe mtiuulain-ilrin. 
And llie pearl-BlieltE »p)ln]|;Ie the Hinlj buow ; 

From coral rncka tlie »ea-p)ants im 
Tlieir boiigliB. where llie tides and billows Sow ; 
The water is calm and Blill below, 

For Ihe winds and waveB are absent there. 
And Dig sands are hrlght ng, Ibe stars that glow 

In lUe molioulcGS Hclds of iippfT air." 

Jahes Gates Pehcitai. 






, April, 1R78. 



The Crjstal Pnlni'e! the licatitifiil glass temple, 
ginlera of iron, crowning fair Sjclenlmni Hill, eight milt^B 
J'i'iiin liondon, is a Btore-liousc of every depnrlment of an- 
cient ond modern art anil Bvicnce. Its EnglifiliHUiJ Italian 
pardtiiB, foreign iiiediievnl arobiieeturnl courts, and histori- 
cal purtrnit ^^nllery, are lessons for meditation, and form an 
liurivnikd ]ire]>arfltury sclioul to a Continental tonr. Yet 
its iiidiistrinl department was in a state of diahaliille wlien 
I saw it, and man]- of its sections were dingy and tawdry. 
Bni Engli&h wealth, ever apparent, is in nothing so 8lrik~ 
iiig as in the copies of expensive nnd unobtainable originula 
in this annie Crystal Palace: copies of statnary, paintings, 
]>lnte, armor, castles, tombs, slirines, jewels, ceramics, oif 
ttqnes, nnd all llie spoils i^f the ai^es, wliicli ai-e invaluaU. 
as so many reflections of tlie reality. So opnlenl, indebd^ 
is England, willi Loudon aa its treuaurc-honse, reinforc 
by Englisli pride (for they are as fond of their country a 
a woman of her diamonds), that though the great PatiU; 
has not proved a financial success, they will not allow it b 
fail. Very bcaiitiliil and annple are the attractions of thilU 
)jermanent exhibition; bnt 1 am still blase, hy dint of tlid 
splendors of our Centennial. And so in ])lace of rhnpaoitjl 
dizing over all that is sprea<.l bclore me at this banquet ofi 
pleasure and knowledge, I orally compare and contrn 
and my verdict is always: Young America has excelled hii 
parent 1 

1 lingered long in the Pompeian Court, a copy like tl 
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to be i)reseiite(l by Mr. John Welsh, our good minister in 
Lomlon, to our Fail-mount Park, enrteavoniig to glean 
Bome iilens or tlie exiiumi'il city, wlierc Dm volente I sliall 
pHS3 Bfimc future rlnye stndyiiig the cliaptei's written by 
ancient art and lime. The (iei-orationa ofllie musical conrt 
are ftp]iro|»riate anil novel; sacred music is typified liy 
l)avii|,'>tli>) sweet singer of Israel," and Miriam; also pas- 
toral and martial melody Ity Pan. Tlieae are upon the 
exterior, while the interior is still more lieautiful and ini- 
[>uaing. Extending quite along the four sides of the cnint 
are arched recesses — depositoriea for the instruments. 
Over each of these presides the bust of a famous composer. 
The panels and columns are Adorned with playing boys, 
musical instruments, pijies, and eliells entwined with fitting 
foliage en bas rnUef, and vin-a-vis upon the sides are St. 
Cecilia and the muise Kr^ito en alto rvlicuo. 

But to the Marine Aquarium I Here 1 passed my time, 
for here 1 found a congenial amnsement in the study of 
natural science. Of all the 'olngie.s, this one through all 
its depurtmejits and epoiJis, from the genue homo to the 
lowest grade of nnimal life, the poriphora or pory ulass, as 
B[)onges, has ever lieen ray pet sini-e my salad days, when 
1 received from the sHUttified hand of Archbishop Wood, 
under the convent roof of the Academy of Notre Dame, 
the prize for zoology. But some year^ have elapsed, and 
linviiig had no subsequent experience with great aquaria, 1 
enjoyed the novel feast with fresh delight. Long did [ watch 
llie habits, and study the history of the curious species of 
the fiittl-clasa (tish) of animals. Here were the brilliantly 
am) lieanlifully colored Wrasse that abound on tlic coast 
of Norway, and tlinugh many writers versed in lish lore 
tell us that as we asi'end into northern seas we find ths 
scales of the water-living tribe losing all the radiant hue 
I>ei'uliar to the iropics, and iuv&riably <lidl and leaden in 
eolor, we here have a strong contradictory proof of the text 
In'this exquisite animal; the male is as beautiful as a raiii- 
, having uliraninrine-blue and greeuish-lironKe stripen 
Ujxm tlie body, while the head is adorned with the most 
*ivid blueiin<l yellow; the female is not nearly so handsome, 
though flasliinjily attractive. The Lamprey, with which 
the reservoirs of Diomed were well stocked, — the Hsh ujioil 
which the lirst-century Sybarites supped, — were adhering 
to tlie rocks and glass of the tanks with their ugly disk- 
shaped months. One of llie Sole family was floundering 
about with the outlines of the human face and features 
I 10* 
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plainly deflned upon the obverse. I saw llie Stieklebad 
weaving its neet uf weeds, wliieh it seneil together wiilfe^ 
thre&de tziided from its l)o(ly, in tlie eanie manner as t^ 
fllanieiils tliat the Bpider uses in the I'onstruclioii of liis •ne 
Of course tlie animals peL-iiIiar to Brilisli watera were hei^fl 
in great affluenfe, tlje WlilCe-bait, Whiting, Smelts, Grayfl 
Mullet, etu ; and 1 watched them eating, sleeping, resting^.l 
biiD'owiiig, fliid lioiiBG-liuilding. 

It was the hi'st fair demonstrntion I had of zoophytes or 
thenniiual flowers. Tlieir form is lliat of a beautiful flower 
niid geiiernlly of a pnle pink or yellow flesh-color, Iheir 
manifold lenlades bearing a strong resemblance lo human 
flesh. Like the Scriptural Peter, I was not content with 
the oui dire of tlieir animated existence, and determined 
npon having an exliibition uf animal life firtm these white- 
blooded cieatniex. I saw they liad motion, and powers of 
expansion, but these fBCullies would be lomraon if ihey 
possessed only the vegetable nature. I had not long to 
wait, for soon the keeper came with feed ; it was with few 
exceptions raw flesh; tbeir absorption of organic matter 
was a condnsive proof of Uieir animalism. This class of 
creation, more (aTtiillar as sea-anemones, are radiate ani- 
mals, and breathe from tlie surface of their bodies. They 
' ' : to tunel], although no nerves have been de- 



tected; but they must, 
capable of being I'enderetl 
ticed they were all vorac 
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from the top of the lank by means of a curved tongs. Each 
one WHS fed singly, and as tlie tongs holding the feed w:is 
lowtreii within level of tlieir reach, all the neighbors of the 
one who was to receive the prize extended their months 
until you could look into the wry pit of their budies, and 
then contracted with despnir and disappointment. Like 
all eager feeflers their powers of locomotion are limited. 
The roost active and energetic have never been known to 
aecomplish more than six inches of travel in twenty-four 
hours, and the most slothful scarcely move their position 
in a life-time. If the aquaria are healthy they often exist 
forty-five years and even longer periods, giving birth to 
thousands of young, and evincing no signs of approaohing 
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Lagc, a proof of their Hevoliort to tlie criminniKl, ''^bi'iii<! 

Kforlh and raLilli|j|j'." Tliose lliat litive a luste for triivel 

■«iid no desire to tax tlieirown ciierjjiies, have the human in- 

^stincl of attaching themselves to tlie liiiek or flunk uf a 

more ambitions ereature, the erustaceaii' Tlie erab, lobster, 

or prawu, often becomes so biiHened by its paraaitiu 

friends, that it abandons its sliell in sheer desjieration and 

sefks anotlier home, while anuilier apei'iea no resignedly 

j'ielda all authority lo the sycophant, that wlien it ihaii^ea 

its habitation it conveys its vitnl inenmbrnnce hither. The 

great lesson tangbt in this volume is the hnmnn power of 

understanding between llieae lowest organized creatnrcs. 

There are many beautiful legends of tlie zoopliytes in cim- 

neclion with ancient warriors whose powers and customs 

faithfully resembled them. 

Full of this interesting study it occurred to me that I 
might complete it by an examination into the enormous 
]ilayhoime and muaenm, "The Aquarium," a few steps from 
the Westminster Piilnce Hotel; so payiiifj our shilliug wo 
saiiniered into this olher variegated world, and it only re- 
quired a few minutes to renlizt; that the litle <if the great 
exhibition was in one sense a misnomer. At first intended 
to lie a grand depository of all the ocean tribes, it has rnp- 
L idly become a receptacle of the works of the human tribes, 
f a8ortorcaravansera,nru/Ia /jorfrirfa, or general rendfzoous, 
''not only of fish, and fowl, und birds, and beasts, and 
flowers, and minerals, bnl of all the species of the paragnn 
of animals. In one end Uncle Tom's Caliin played to 
tliousands daily by colored Americans, men, women, am) 
children; in anolher Chinese acnibatH, Asiatic jugglers, 
Swiss musicians, Turkish doctors, the American circus, 
operatic matinees, wrestlers, dancers, telephone experimeutw, 
learned pigs, edui'aled Bens, and flnally a wonderi'ul mind- 
reader, "Liltlc Louie," a girl about ten, trained to a light- 
ning perception, by means of intuitive psychology, and 
like nil those occult practices, quite beycnd explauiitiim. 
Fancy this cliiM standing at her father's side, eyes ban- 
daged, and answering qnickly to every qnefttiou he puts to 
lier, as he passes from her to a considerable distance among 
the audience, and Itolds in his hand the special object he 
receives or takes from a spectH.tor; it may be a watch, or a 
n book, or a manuscript, or an inscribed ring, or 
the tiniest article or animal, while rapid as thought she 
' characterizes the article, its size, its color, anil what is moat 
[. aslouishiug, Ihe date, the iisme of owner, and iiiecription. 



Having fuilctl to tiisuover aiijt' ciiriuiiii iiilinliiLitiits nT lliti-3 
great ileeji, I was suflleiuuLly siiuiessAil iu eemihing tb|^l 
bliaiigu material iimotig luy uwii folluw-LTetilures. 



LETTER XXV. 

"Smrcli Windsor Caslle, elves, witliln nnd o 
Till- several cliHirs of order lonk you scour 
Willi juice of balm, and every precious flower; 
E^icli liiir InBlaltnent, coHt, iind several crest, 
Willi loyal Ulazon. ever more be lilesi 1 
And uigliily, meudow-rnirics, look, you sing. 
Like 1(1 tUc Garlei s compiles, in a rinj;." 

MKKKY WlVKS UP WlNDIOR. 

London, April, 1878, 
RDAT was a In'if;lit, l>alniy, British day. Tlie whole 



Saturd 

Oainbriilge, weri: to row Hgnii 
Aiiil inyriadB came to see, ' 



i, Oxford (luil 
leh other ijii the Thames, 
e were royally inclined, and 



e train tlint oarried us to Windsor, stopped at overy little 
roadsiilu station only to be laden by Luii<ireds ur country 
tacU and lasses bound fur tlie river race. Bct'oro we reaclied 
our duetinatioii the vadinnce of the laorning hail turned to- 
rain, and so we saw Windsor Palaee, one of ihe eight litsotij 
torical Ijomea of the C^ueeii, through a vail oT gloom. OavQ 
route to Windsor lay through the enchanting vulleytrrtlw 
Thames, bordei'ed l>y ihe opulent estates of the wealth^' 
Dobles, As we moved onward the scene was so fertile, 
ftnislied, and clean, so like a regal beauty waiting for the 
robes of spring, th.it the wonder grew, where the miilti- 
tudinuus poor were liivt-d. Being in Windsor town, » 
first impressed me was the Merry Wives, or maidens, thuljjl 
thronged the little winding stn eta. Within the enstle c< 
to ride through the duuhle row of elms, " the long walk^'^ 
from the York and Lanoaster Towers to Snow Hill, wnera^ 
George 111 is enihn>ne<l in all his brazen B|>lendor, was n 
first step ; and I tiiink the most delightful part of my vie 
to the paliice-home waa passed under the shadow of tlM-f 
mighty trees that shelter the avenue whieh all the m 
of England iwive troditen. Three continuous miles of sncb'J 
fresh, formal folinge was a bimquet for a botaidsl. To giva'li 
the history of Win<lsor would Lie to relate the history of j 
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tlie kin^ and courts ofEiigland ; nUliniigh William the Con- 
qiieriir ta saiil to have lind n resilience liere, tbe nrchitectiire 
of llie most anuient towers is not earlier than the Iwell'th 
and ihirlceutb cetiHiriea; hut so laiii'li of the original edi- 
fice has undergone alteration, and bo muuh has been added 
to it, that tliQ atithora oT its first towers are almost us fabu- 
lous aa Noah's Ark. The castle as we now sec it, is witli 
vi ry few exc-eiitiona tlie creation of Sir Jeffrey Wyatville, 
in the reign of George IV, against the tyriiniiy of wliose 
father our ani^estors waired and won. Kever lind I so 
esteemed American liberty nntil I came here to learn llie 
pomp and iv ret died n ess, the ^lory and gloom, the con- 
tnmucy and despoliani of the dead raonarcli, though ns I 
looked at the portrait of George HI, all my resentment 
melted into ntlmiralion and pride for the artist, Benjamin 

»West, a memtier or the Royal Academy, and an American. 
.And as 1 gazed I recollected with atill greater exnitatiou 
the loyalty of the re])uhlican painter in the darkest hours 
ot our contest, even while he was siirronnded by royalty. 
One day when Benjnmin West was engaged on the King's 
.portrait, the I'aslle was in a tempcat of hilarity at tlie news 
nT ft victory over the transatlnntic rebels. The King np- 
.I)enled to him to learn llie cause of bis sili'uce, adding, 
"Why do you not join in our i-ejoicing?" To which Mr. 
"West made the ready and linughtv reply, " I cannot feel 
pleasure in bearing of misfortunes to those among whom I 
was born and passed my early days." Kvew the arrogant 
monarch was inovecl by the pathetic find noble retort, and 
replied," Right, right, Weal! Uood seutiuient, and I honor 
you for it." 
^^t in those days, tbe novereigns made tbeir London homes 
^^■•iii the quaint old jail-like castle of St. .lames, at tbe foot of 
^Kilie Park, the meadows tintt Henry VIII had converted 
^^Kinto a pleasnunec. This dingy brick structure, origlnnlly 
^^Ba ho pital for lejirous women, is really tbe oulj' edilicc of 
^^t the kind in all the capital that contains salvns sufUciently 
^^r spacious for royal levees, but George IV pined for a more 
sumptuous residence, and therefore transferred the Cf)urt 
to Buckingham Palace, at the western end of St. Jamea's 
Park and imme<liately opposite Green Park. 

Tiie Queen bad gone to Osboni Castle, in tbe land of 
cakes, so the whole of this grand collection of tbe centuries 
was o|ieQ to our inspection, except the private apartments, 
and alter piying due respect to tbe mausoleum of the 
Prince Consort, the Virginia water, wblcb is fiiiuons and 
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artiScial, niid tlie ruine wbich did not nwnken in mj 1>bBaai 
any emotion of levereiiue, Tor tliey are also flctitioiis — tliey 
are Baid to have lieen lirouglit hither from Tripoli, and their 
entire hietory is veilerl in obscurity that ia impenetrable — 
we passed to the roynl stahlea, oi' emlless chariots, phae- 
tons, wagons, and barouclies, most of them [i;!fts from for- 
eign powers, a mnsa of splendor that remains nnused at 
least eix months in tlie year. Her Mnjesty han h<-r stables 
in London, Osltoin, and Balmoral amply stocked, and 
thongli she is eoniitanlly pt^re^riuating, tlie domestic ap- 
pointments of the jiftlaues are stationary. Of the horses 
retained for the pleasure of royalty eigiity-live are at 
Windsor, sixty-flve at Usborn, and eiglily in London, lo 
Bay nothing of the Government equipages. 

The terraces and ^aniens, fountains and parterres, the 
Yandyck room, the Ziiccarelli room, the 8ir Tliomas La>T- 
rence or Waterloo Chamber, I must slight for the Round 
Tower, the most antique of the massive battlemonta over 
which the royal standard floats when the Queen is at 
Windsor. Idonnting two hundred and seventy steps, we 
finally reached the acroiiolis, from which our hrusqne and 
ruddy soldier-niiide pointed out the luxurious regions 
round about, including the territory of twelve opulent 
£nglish eounties, traiiscendently fiiRcinating, though seen 
through a shroud of vapor; alternating with spires, domes, 
river, forest, road, rail, ships on water, and steam trains 
on iHnd, ail bound up in history, poetry, and romanoe. It 
was like a dream of enchantment. Then this fiooine awn 
of Mars asked me if 1 knew what river lay so tranquil and 
tawny below us anil was lost amidst the hills and dales. 
When I answered, "Certainly ; the Thames." he took up 
the refrain, saying, "'Ves, tliB Tliames; the greatest rivet 
in the world. You have no such stream in your vast 
stretch of country. True, your Mississippi is larger, but 
I tell yon this is the gi-eatest of all rivers;" and with these 
woi-ds he ulapped his moulli togetiier as if he had delivered 
his ultima urn. I confess I was amszed at the abrupt 
assertion, and conld no more summon the moral courage 
lo reply, than to a young mother, when site announceil 
lh.it the shapeless mass of rose-colored llesli in the cradl« 
— whieli more intimately resembled a zoophyte than any 
animated object I ev«r saw — was the most beautiful nnri 
wonderful of all heaven-i>orn creatures. Such is the love 
and pride of Fatherland that the Britons have bequeathed 
to their offspring. 
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an'l attractive Aiini 
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only aa an aoaitl • 
nwaiteil her. 

Slightly to the lert, on the opiinsitc siile of the Thames, 
Eton College and Pnik, preeenliiig a very ililTerent najieut 
Lfrom the one tilut met iny eye a. ooiiple of weeks au;o, nheii 
k] rowed tip the river Now the hnll was elosed oml the 
KgrreeiiBward doKertud ; the stiideuta had gone iiome for the 
' Easter holidays. 

To our rear lay Frogmore, the home of the Diieliess of 
Kent, now (he reMdeiiee of bei- grnndi.'hildren, the I'ritice 
and PriiiceBa ChristiHii of KcliK'Swig-lIolstein. 

Beluw is tJic Home P:\\% where once stood Heme's 
oak, immorlulizt'd hy Ihe |ioet in the Merry Wivfx of 
Windsor. The spot is marked by a sapling uf Ihe same 
family. 

Away off is the green meadow of Rnnnymede, separated 
from Charier Island only liy a narrow estnflry of the 
Thames, as calm and sleepy in the misty noontide, as if it 
had not wiliieased the vrreatcd signntiire of King John to 
the great elmiler of ihe insurgent nobles and clergy for 
the rights and lilierties of ihe people in the thirteenth oen- 
tnry. With the aid of a lorgnette I plainly saw the Stoke 

kPiiges churchyard, where Thomas Gra}' wrote his famous 
Elegy, and close to the ItouJid Tower where I stood, is 
the castle curfew that 'Hulls the knell of parting day." In 
tliia same helfry the butcher, Mark Fylton, was contitied 
»nd evenluiilly hanged, lor lireathing scathing rebukes upon 
tliB King's incontinent and nntiitit:ly luve for ihe fair daugh- 
ter of Sir Thomas IJoleyn. 

Descending the lower with a view by Ihe way of the 
Queen's dining saloon, where she entertained onr solnier 
'^'iMsident and his spouse less than a year ago, and whire 
'4116 welcomes the royalty of other lanils, we nest included 
hat many iTgiii'd as the most intere»>tiiig part of this 
venerable fbrtress, palace, and historic Ireasui-e-lionso, St. 
Qi^rge's Chapel. Saiiilier than the several cathedrals 1 
had seen, yet wonderfully oppressive and impressive hy 
it-4 chilly silence and the susjtended banners of the knights 
xnd kings. It was interesting because here ihe molber 
and grandmother, Empress and Queen, worships in pitlilic 
wlieiie^er she oecnptes her castle on Liie Thames. Here 
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nianj- of the great ones weue mated and moumetl. Here 
fHmoiis Cliurcii of Ktigland pit-'aeliers have pieaclied; here 
all the illustrious men ol' the realm, coiii'liers and caliinel 
ministers, soldiers and statesmen, have worshipped diiriDg 
llieir prolonged visits od state occasions. Here the Prince 
of Wales nas married to Alexandra, and here the superb 
voiee of Jeuuy Lind ponred her mellow melody through 
these lofty groined arohes, and elianled in her unequalled 
tones the aaored lieiiison composed by the Prince-coiii 
Albert, for bis eldest son and heir. 



LETTTER XXVI. 



" Thence willi Creecl to hire a coacli to carry ns to Hide Part 
to day, there being a general muster of Ibe King'aGnards, horse 
foot ; but they demnnil bo higb, thai I, spying Mr. Cutler the n 
chant, did Inbe iiollce of him, and be going Intn his conch, telling 
me that he was giiing to the muater, I aslted and went nhmg wl.h 
Liiu ; where a poodlj sight to see ao many fine liorsea and officers. 
King, Duke, and otiicrs, come by a-liorsehsek, and llietwn Queene* 
in llie Queeue-Mollier'a coach."— Pei'Ys" DiAiiY, July 4, 



LiiKDON, April, 1 
Of Ihe luniiB of the great metropolis, none is man 
than Uyde Park, the aristocratic resort of ihe " West ] 
bordered hy the lusurious homes of Grnsvernor S< 
environed by royalty, traversed by foot and carringe-roa<(«l 
ci'ossiiig at all angles, in-igated by' the Serpentine, ■ 
riclied and enlivened by the exeluaively equestiian iiicl 
ure, Rotten Row — this inelegant title of the most famoTtRfl 
bridle-path in the wi>rld is really a corruption of rotUe d^^ 
rui — it i? at once the haunt of the gay voluptuary, t 
fashionable tnconntt, the wealthy parisenv, and the oei 
luried nobleKae. And as I tnrned from the long line « 
regal equipages, glistening under the oblique rays of tl^ 
sinking sun as they wound aronnd Ladies' Mile foUowli^ 
the northern bank of the Serpentine, with footm 
outriders in lapis-lazuli llvcrtea, gold lace, powdered \ 
wigs, and silken hose, and a hurden of portly dowagt 
in garish dress — turned to the horsewomen with tlwJ 
iotkey grooms in bnckpkin or corduroy, following aXA 
respectful distance, pasting under the solid Bymmctry-f 
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the raarhle ardi, past the colossal bronze of tlio Wtilliiig- 
ton MonumeTit, crossing the pillars ol' the stone briiige 
tliat gives aci-ess lo Kensington Gardens — witliin ttie 
eliadow of whose mighty trees, Uer Ofadoiis Miijesty first 
saw the light of day — ami saw away off the memorial 
glories of the All>ert Ceiiola|ih— the British troojiB review- 
ing upon the level sward, lo the shrill music of the ear- 
jiieruing fife — it nil seemeil a pageant of the feiuial ages. 
The beautiful Serpentine is an artifleial stream led by the 
Chelsea water-works, where tlie lovers of skating ami 
Bliding revel in tliu winter with as much delight as the 
aqiiHtic zealots in the heated season. 

Not so eelehi'ated and universally favored, hub larger 
and equally attractive, is Regent's Park, whii'h was a 
regal home and gardens in the sixteenili century. It 
passed into the possession of private individuals subse- 
quent to the annihilation of the Protectorate when the 
House of Stuart was restored ; hut recurred lo the Crown 
upon the aoi'ession of the Hanoverians, and was converted 
into a public reereation ground liy the Prince Regent, 
who afterwards became George IF. It is situated close to 
thern limits of the dingy metropolis, between Mary- 
}e-l)one and Kampstead roads, while Albany and Clarence 
streets, and Park Iload, are upon its immediate contlnes. 
Scattered through the park tire exquisite private villas 
closed in by massive strong liedges; mnjestiu terraces of 
mansions form an outer boundary. A diversity of rural 
scenery, hill, dale, lake, delightful reti'eats, and sequestered 
promenades under leafy canopies by quiet nooks and 
dreamy avenues, challenge the admiration of the lover of 
nature. The aatrologist may read the language of the 
planets written upon the azure dome from Bishop's Obser- 
vatory; the botanist reap ,i harvest of erudition in the 
costly hot-beds; ihe ornithologist gratily his soaring am- 
bitions in the aviaries and branches of the trees; and 
the mammalogist or bcrpetologist indidge his propensities 
among the mumnialia and reptiles in the dens and pad- 
docks of the Zoological Oartltn at the northeastern ex- 
tremity of the Park. Hyde is the resort of the sybarite, 
Regent's the retreat of the student. 

Of all the pleasure grounds of London, St. James can 
boast of llie historic and romantic legends of love, intrigue, 
■and dark strategy ; perhaps beuause it was the palace park, 
and so close to tlie chambers of political and social royal 
transactions. The second Charles greatly beautiflei) it, I 
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lirosnme in honor of his fair cB|itor, Xell Gwynn. It wna 
hnyii Hint, tlie king and she nliu liiiil been born in sqnalid 
puvert^. ami wliose transition llirough liie Bevorul r61eB ot 
oi'ange-gii'l, eont'ert-Baloon danseuoe, fantusLioil or jocular 
at'treHB, iinlil she reached the apex of the social culnmn, 
bideil tryst. Varied, potent, and aparkling were the ae- 
coinplieliinentB ol' pretty Nelly. Tliu aput seems dedicated 
to und hallowed l>y the Buv«reign lover's example; and is 
Btill a rend>'Zvons of successive Ronieos and Juliets, He- ^ 
loises and Al>elards, Jessicas anil Lorenzoc. 

SinuG weluonie spring's advent a bootli lias liecn con- 
stniuted ill the park where freali milk and cream is th«| 
ijiccialty. To prove the purity of iliis article, the kine arvj 
attitioned by; tills is for the nunrlshment of the myrindAB 
iif pour children sporting upon tlie sward. II' the |irice«' 
equal those I paid several months ago while patronizi _ 
tliat exceeding moral beverage, the indigent and ill-starred 
youtlia of Britain do not iiidnlge in IVeqiient libationa. 
Under tlie peristyle of old St. J.inies' Piilace patio! the 
finards, with little to lieed except the royal mews of tl« 1 
Queen. The Park is at once bond and barrier between tlitf. J 
CHslle and MarllHtroiigh lliinse, the citv residence of th«a 
Prince of Wnles. Nnnieroiia aa are I'he legends of tli« 1 
Park, tliey are exceeded by tliose of the Palace. George 
I V was born here, but high revel has not been held in tliesfl 
spncioiiB I'hamlters since the days of his father, though 
many still speak of our ambassador being sent to the Cunrt - 
of St. James. Foreign ministers are now accredited to t 
tiUiMitry not a court, to a peojiie not a putenlale. 

Love intrigues, political plots, iraOlc in honor, barter ok 
human souls, sad leave-takings, desUis, births, and i' 
amalgamation of infants, have lel'l their dark inijirint upi 
the old castle walls, but there is no more Bmusing chajite 
in its history than that devoted to tliti presentation of }' 
and Mrs. Jolm Adams, our llrst envoy after tlie peace wit 
England, to the Court of Oeorge III and Ids plain and Ulh 
ussnniing queen. On both occasions of Mr. Adam 
meeting with the king and queen he was armed with t 
lengtliy and preconceived Address, for which Iho royal 
conjile were unprepared. Tlie king readily collected lijf 
scattered senses and made rather an able reply, but L' 
equally eloquent burst of orntory to Queen Charlotte q ' 
overpowered the little woman, — for though a qneen, t 
only a woman, and not nearly so Rnished in insD 
possessing the aplomb o( the republican ambassador's « 
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nily could take 
part. When Mra. AdrnnB and her daughter attended tlieir 
first "drawing-room." at St. James' Psdaue, she was quite 
as nonpluitsed by the Initial uddi-ess of the king as his 
royal consort had been uotne tiniL< previous hy the exalteil 
speech of Mr. Adama. "Have you taken a walk tins 
morning?" he said. Now the entire forenoon had been 
oceupied in donning the court oostumes, upon the con- 
Btrnt-tion of which so many days had hoen spent, and the 
lady was inclined to tell the truth, but upon reQection 
merely answered in the negative; upon this, the obtnse 
sovereign drove her to the whII by asking if she " did not 
enjoy walking?" and now the poor, persecuted female was 
obliged to offer the base fahrieation "that she was rather 
indolent in that respect." Tlie qneen was always embar- 
rassed in the presence of Mrs. Adams, while the latter re- 
mained perfectly undazzled by the foreign court. She was 
a plain-spoken, democratic American, with considerable 
cnltivstion and uncommon good sense, and therefore never 
a favorite at the shrine of arrogant, pedantic, vulgar title- 
worship. 

The prevailing style of city architecture in Great Britain, 
though stately and imposing, is oppressive. All the famous 
ehurches, halls, castles, banks, theatres, and public ediSces 
are either the original plans of Sir Ghristoplier Wren and 
Inigo Jones, or have been remodelled from their draughts. 

The idea of dividing the metroiiolis into sections, or 
squares, or places, or parks, or parishes, is a pretty one, 
and a necessity in a city where there are almost two hun- 
dred St, John streets. How sbouUl one ever Rnd bis des- 
tination if the atllses, Uerkeley Square, Finsbury Park, 
Portman Square, Bloonisbury Square, etc., were banislied 
from the directory ? 

The veritable Knglish hot cross-buns, of which we read 
*fl much in our infantile rhymes, are always eaten here on 
Good Friday morning, so yesterday at breaklast we were 
regaled by the annual supply. 

Among the bigoted millions these cakes are retained 
fi-ora one Basler jubilee to another to prevent whooping- 
(iongh in the family. 

Indeed, many of the customs that we think Am 
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are boiTOwed from Knglnnd, and I nm daily mirpiiaed at 
RtraTiu;e practices that need an cxplanRtion to make intrtlli- 
gible. The shop windows nre filled witli Easier eggs, jitst 
as the clini-ches were arranged fur Good Friday, and Lent 
was an interval of abatineuce, and palms were worn \iv 
Cfttlifilic and Protealant on Palm Sunday. The British 
have a thonsand inherited follies, wliieh they continue to 
bonor only because tliey are old, These odd and tliildish 
cnstoms are not uotiHned to the common people, but ar^V 
cherished by the nobility and the throne. 



LETTEE XXVII. 

"TlicM bookmen, wliat aliuKy race I 

How liftppy in tlieraaelveB and olliere ! 
Tliey glorily all time and place, 
And make us human beings brolhera. 

" Wbnt rapture to Ihemselvea they give I 
Whnt jny to millinna yet unborn ! 
Thus in their wondrous worka llipy live. 
And turn the nig^t of dulueas iulo morn," 

Anommous. 

LoKDOB, April, 1878. , 
Amonq the wonders of London the British Museum ii 
the first. To recount the attractions it offers and the li 
sons it tcaclien would require transcendent genius. It 14^ 
80 all-absorbing, and there is so nim-h of it, that it over* 
whelmed me. Far different the feeling it excited from thai 
.inspired by tlie Tower, Westminster Abhey, the Farliameatj! 
Palaces, the Docks, and the Thames. Tlie British MnseuiB^ 
is a collection of human progress, a wedding between tbi^ 
past and present; the great thresholil upon which to ai» 
ticipate and look into the future. It is of imgiosing pre8t3 
ence, and under the sunless skies and humid atmosphe 
of London, apparently venerable. Tet the massive groaoj 
lliat bears ils name, tliougli projected at the close of taC 
lust century, was only commenced in 18:^3 and complete 
twenty-seven years afterward. 

The approach to lliis mighty structure is through a epw< 
cious court-yard, and under the portals of the Doi' 
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trance Unll, Lliirty Tei^t liigb-, bub this allitmle is <lwarfe(l 
by its breadlli ttnil ileptli. At tlie western extieniity is ihe 
granil staii-case, itself a work ul' great magniflcenue, wilh 
its walls and gigantic flgiires; and it whm only when X 
reached the top tliat I gleaned some iil«a of tlie itiimenfie 
teraple itself. Tbrough five stupendous gnllcries of this 
section I lingered, and endeavored to store away a part of 
what was spread about me of botany, zoology, mamiiialogy, 
mineralogy, to say nothing of the seven galleries devoted 
to sculpture, and the live to Egyptian, Qreek, and Roman 
antiquities. In tliis department many of the relics and in- 
veutiuns seem odd and impracliual, others warlike, and 
others aerviceable an<I suggestive. 

The English are famous tor hcqucsts, and if 1 oould 
determine the mtUions bestow(.>d upon this institution by 
jjrivate individuals as well as tlie Uovernment, my story of 
tbo museum would be better ujiderstood. Founded by the 
Sir Uans Sloane uollection in IT83, and holding in its balls 
the most varied subsequent gifts and purchases of invalid 
shXe antiquities, the British Mu!«eum is not really older than 
the date of the Quish of its chief structures thirty years ago. 
George IV presented bis fatlier's valuable libi-ary of 10,000 
volumes; then came the Uarleian MSS; the Cottonian 
Library, and priceless objects purchased by the autborities, 
making one gigantic storehou^e of learning. What adds 
to the interest is the steady inc-essant contributions of tbe 
rich and titled wiio die witliont lieirs, and have under their 
own roofs vast deposits of curiosities, collected by them- 
selves or tbeir ancestors, wliich they do not care to will 
and fear to scatter, even amongst their distant kindred. 
To such people the British Museum is a blessing, and by 
them, not only ihe institution, but all the striving, studious 
niillions, in tlie future, are reoiprocally blessed. So here 
they leave their precious gatherings satV-ly, feeling that 
tb«ir names will live forever in a blazonry of fame as well 
for the motive itself as for the intrinsic merit of their gifts. 
As we advance in years in America, by a natural sequence, 
tile same practice will enrich our colleges, libraries, schools, 
and benevolent foundations Here in this comprehensive 
microcosm my reflections wei-e not only of the authors and 
donors, but of tlie millions that have poure<l through tlic 
corridors, and of tlie great men and women wlio have come 
liere to gather food for t))eir literary lal>ors. Admission 
ia free to all three days in every week, from 10 a.m. till 
dnak, and on Saturday from 12 m. until dusk. A museum 
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npon which i-omitless sums liiive l>ecii t'xppndeil. tliHt h 
Iwen the objeut of the gencnisity of princes unii mngiintt! 
and ihc living care of I'ailiameiit, is thus throwD opeu t 
the |i(Kire»t and ihi; ricliesU 

1 lingered l>y the desks where Thnckeray, Dickens, i 
Iheir aHsociateit, i-fad and wrote; ami where Macaulay, s 
trustee and eludent. sat wliile he gave sbajie and Bre to I' 
iDRterial he liad ci'lleutetl fur hia marvellous liistory. 
llie King's Library 'le took his notes, and referi'ed ci 
Btaiitly to the Khoal or pamphlets preserved by the th 
Ueorge, and given to the p'iblic by his son. Aeroas t 
thresliold Lave passed far greater monarehs tlian conin 
kings nnil queens. Yoii are sure to meet the eon temporary 
I'elebritieti at their desks if you come frequently; and if 
yon yourself be nn hiibilu6. at regular intervals you 
will see such oharaeters as Tennyson, Tj-ndall, Charlfta 
Kead, George Kliot, the Baroness Burdette-Coutls, John 
Bright, Beacon sHeld, Hosetli, Swinbunie, Pktronnd Tates, 
Dean Stanley, Cardinal Manning, Archbishop Tale, Mon- 
sigiiure Oa|>el, Canon Karrar, John Walker, of the Times, 
Levy, of the Telegraph, Sir Charles Dilke, Henry Byron, 
Hnlliwell Phillips, Gilbert, SuUivan, and all the great and 
oven lesser minds of the beneli, tije bar, the pulpil. Parlia- 
ment, and the academy ; a host of wilHug slaves of the pen, 
citizens of the llepublic of Bohemia. To linger and ponder 
in this magazlMe of the dead ngcs, this sagacious prepara- 
tion for tliu inspired tliongbts of unboiTk generaliims, took 
mncli of my time, so I went borne, returning another day 
to essay the aulograplia, letters, manuscripts, royal, baro- 
nial and ei-eiesiiiatical bghIb, a wonderful collection. The 
letters of the dead are ever sadly interesting. They out- 
live the body, and are the nearest of man's living works. 
Tliey endure lieynnd his posterity, and are miu'e precious 
than print or photograph. Leaving the Oreville Library, 
1 mused npon the autograph manuscripts of Martin Luther, 
the great theologieal reforiawof the nfCccnili and sixteenth 
centuries (in this letter he asserts that disbelief in purga- 
tory is not heresy); of Philip Melanclhon (born 14<J7, tiled 
1550, acknowledging a present of veniaonj; Cardinal Wol- 
sey, " who once trod the ways of glory," to his young friend 
and aid, Thomas Cromwell (sulisequently Karl of i-}ssex), 
informing liim that Richmond Lodge was not yet ready for 
his reception; Sir Waller Kaleigh, directing that bread 
furnished for voyaging adventures should be prepared, his 
letter is dated from the court; Sir Philip Sidney, writleTi 
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riieiiflsliip; Sir Fi-aiicis lincoii, Atlurney Ueia-ral to •Tumes 
I, on arguments in the Star Oliamlier; nnil one ri-i>ni oiif 
old friend, Willinni Pi'iin, ri'gretting his inability to do 
a serviLt: I'ur a I'l'ieiid; tliu leLters Irom Arioato, Miciiaet 
Angelo, Allwrt Diirer, Piiul RiibL-na, Van Dyck, Ke.n- 
briiLidt, Riidiie, Corneilte, M-»liere, Vollaiie, Prior, Swift, 
Addison, Dryrien, Hogsutli, I'ilt. Burke, Fox, Wiialiington, 
Franklin. Byron, Wellinglon, find llie Admind Nebon to 
bis fail- rrieiiA Lady Hamilton, on the eve of tlie liattle of 
'rraralgar,tummiinii:aiiug tliat Llie enemy's uombined fleets 
'were coudng out of tlie port, and that he hojied to tlni^lf 
liis letter, dated on Board Hie Victory, October 19th, 1S05. 
Ue eontinucd it next ilny, but it was left unfinished, and a 
few lines in the hand ••t Lady Hamilton state that it w^s 
found in Lord Nelson's desh, ufter tliis action of October 
2lBt, in whicb he lo^it hia lift;. There are autographs of 
nuinerons English and foreign sovereigns; a signature of 
Bhakespeaie, and munusuritita of Pope, Burns, Wnlter 
Suott, Dr. Johnson, Ben. Jiinaon, Macnulay, Queen Eliza- 
betli, Mary, Queen o( Scots; nnany eases of original char- 
.ters, missals, Hliidno miniatures, Buddhist books, hymns 
in Ethiopiu language, Ihe Gospels on cotton paper in Ar- 
menian language, the Koran In minute Arabic clinracters, 
poems and albums in Arabic and Persian, seals of tlie sove- 
reigns of Englanil liom Edwarii the Confessor to her reign- 
ing Majesty; seals of bishops and aruhbi8ho]ia, of atiliots 
and abbeys, and seventy -five baronial seals of l.tdics of rank, 
guuh are the jewels found in this gigantic sliell— jewels and 
rarities that come from the ages. Lord Macaulay justly 
said, '^It was one of the gloriet* of his country." 

The collection of Heury Weeks, professor of sculpture, 
on Tichborne Hlreet, is one of the countless instances of 
scientific philanthropy. It consists chiefly of curious speei- 
mens of mei'haiiism. Blids wliose songs not only emulate 
nature, but that hop from bar to bar; mice that gambol 
nimlily over the floor, and human flgurus performing upon 
musii-al inslrninents in full band; swans swimming in tlie 
Vater, and serpents winding tliemselves np trees, alt of 
wLich is the result of scientiGe research and experiment. 

I could make another long tetter on this subject of the 
British Museum, indeed a book would not do justice to a 
superficial view; but I am admonisijcd that my stay in 
Loudon is coining to a close. I must, therefore, hold my 
pen. Jt is like u hungry man stopping in the midst of a 
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fvaiit. I have stich an appetite for more work 
WHi'lil'8 centre, llmt I IVel, il' lime eervetl, like pitcbiog o 
t«nt hei-e for auolUer montli. Bill 1 must "move on." 
bnve only two days tnore in the world's massive ca)iita 
and most give these to jireparation Tor croseihg the dial 
ni-l ; ftn<i then for the gay Unllic Cily od the banks of t' 
Bel lie. - 



LETTER XXViri. 

" The ilhisiri'iiiB liouse or Hanovtr 

Ami ProiesCmit Buccessiini, 
Tn tlipse 1 do nUegiaiice swear. 

While tiip; can keep preneBsioD ; 
For In my raitli and loyalty, 

I never more will fafler, 
And Oeiirgc my lawful king shall he, 

Unlll thelimeii do alter." UHSNOwir. J 






, April, 1878 * 



Bkforb leaving Loiiflon 1 iletermineil lo take another 
Htroll about llie I'urlinmc!])!. Fiilave, ami look in again upon 
llie Houses in session. The ilay was "tiTic" (I am liorrow- 
iiig from Jolin Bull] aiul tlie grass Unit gi-own full and 
liright ui)OH the inulosure, though the clouds drifted by 
like gloomy tipeutrcB. The English elimate is cv<Hr capri^ 
cious, and a few flecks of blue, or a adntilla of annliglit, 
have no lunger tlie power lo decoy me into llie hope of %> 
genial atmosphere. I have been living liei'e quite thi 
months, and cannot rei'sU a week of ordinarily jileasasjj 
weather. The cold spell in March was as severe ii 
home, but the thermometer here is not so steady as 
us. The natives call it "lieastly" for its tantalizinf 
treachery. Tlieae bnroinetrieal ehanges make a sad peojili 
by tempting them into an extravagant consumpli' 
beer, brandy, gin, anrl mm. even amongst, women of 
better classes; and the soaking, sunlest* days, and 
grnesome nights, produee a auUen, morbid, and sluggi 
temper. A lady friend, in nur liolcl, insists that to thi 
four liquors, taken frequently in siieeessimi, may be a 
buted the wife-beatings and riotings eoramon all over 
kingdom-, and thai where high and low imbibe liei 







OS JOREiON 1 



VEI,. 



12! 



I potntiona, it is not surprising lliat so mueli iiniiappijiesa 

J lixists. 

was about four o'clock in llie afternoon when we 
Btooct on tlic new Westminster Bridge, and with our 
glnseea looked over into the esjjUnade on the river front, 
where the members of the Ilonse of Conimons converse, 
and smoke, and take refreshments at intervrila in the long 
nigiits of the summer session. Here they are directly 
within call. I ought to add, that besides otlier mysteiious 
amusements, there is a subterranean jiassage which con- 
nects both houses with tlie new Conservative Club, St. 
Stephen's, facing the Embunkinent, on the opjiosite side. 
As the Uonse does not meet till shortly before live in the 
afternoon, often sitting far into the nigjit, these retreats on 
the Th.tmes and in the cluhs, nre dosed to the eye of the 
multitude, pouring over the Uroad and sweeping bridge 
opened on the 1st of July, 1862, and pronounced to be tlie 
largest in Europe. The Houses of Parliament or New 
Palace of Westminster were begun in 1840, and are, there- 
fore, quite modern, but are almost as discolored as the 
centuried and massive monuoaent of Wesl minster Hall 
itself. I had the good fortune to see these historic places 
in company with a member of Parliament, wlio courteously 
secured me an eligible position in the Ladies' Gallery. 
Dunk comes early in London even in April, and the gallery 
looked dark as I entered. It wiis filled with ladies, old and 
young, and I shortly became accustomed to the dim re- 
ligious gloom, and as the burners in tiie great hall before 
me were being lighted, they came out like planets in a 
Ticighboring sky. I had often heard of the jalousies be- 
hind which the ladies are hidden who come to see the 
proceedings of Parliament, witii its front of iron frelwi>rk 
and historic eselusiveueas; no man being allowed adrals- 
aion; all so different from the promiscuous throngs Unit 
crush into our legislative balconies overhanging the halls 
of Congress at Washington. 

I was anxious to see tlie faces and listen to the voices 
of tlie great leaders of public opinion, but before seeking 
for them I tried to comprehend the surroundings. Directly 
below us was the Speaker's throne, and between him and 
onr gallery were placed the seats of tlie parliamentary 
reporters for the various journals, and immediately in 
front of the Speaker, — the desks of the clerks intervening, — 
were two long, hroad benches, the one on the right occu- 
pied by the conservative miniatera, and the other on the 
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left. by the opiiosition leaders, a, large an<) apavions tnlile 
belweett tliem. I tried wiili the aid of ray printed giiitle 
ti> disentangle these rival statesmen, whose photogr&plia I 
liad seen and studied in the wiiidoirs of the printahops 
Bond Street; but 1 soon abandoned llie task. An intelli- 
gent Engliali lady, noticing my disappoinlinent, offered U> 
act as my cicerone. Discovering that I was an Araeri 
ehe became quite commnniuative, and in a clear, en Itivated 
voice, without indicating her bias in politics, she sniil 
"There is Mr. Gladstone, the tall man with a stoop, 
prominent nose and thin straggling bair; he is just now' 
taking his seat and pulling his hat over bis eyes. Now 
3'ou see Mr. Bright, but you Americans know him so well 
by bis face that be needs no biography; see, he is now 
talking to Mr. Bland, the Speaker, the official that we are 

, in the habit of calling the Arst gentleman in England. 
The Speaker has not yet called the House to order, wlii 
he will presently do. The tall, slender man next to Glad- 
atone is the Marquis of Hartington, the present Liberal 
leader, and directly at his side is Sir William Harcc 
Bon-in-law of your countryman, the late Mr. Motley, the 
historian ; these ai'e the Liber&ls, who oppose almost every- 
thing set forth by the Tories, on the bench directly op|)o- 
site, to the right of the Sjreaker. The small, sandy man 
is Sir Stafford Northcote, the Tory leader of the House of 
Commons, and the direct i-epresentative of Lord Beaeons- 
fit^ld. Then you have the Rt. Hon. William Henry Smith, 
Secretary of 'the Navy or first Lord of the Admiralty, tU« 
owner of the newspaper circulation of the kingdom; Lord 
John Manners, Postmaster-General, and others," 

And so my Englieh friend, who seemed to be a sort of 
parliamentary directory, continued to describe the great 
leaders of public opinion In the sombre hall below. Pre- 
BenLly the House came to order, and 1 remained Just long 
enough to hear some of the voices of the speakers and catch 
some of their points, I noticed that Sir Stafford North' 
coLe always held his hat in hie band as he spoke, and the 
same was noticeable of Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Bright, but 
1 learned when they spoke an elaborate harangue, they laid 
down their cbapeaux. 

Reluctantly leaving my post I hurried with my Ameri- 
can friends to the House of Lords. Pausing in the lofty 
hall, the approach to Westminster Hull, which is of un- 
equalled magnificence, ranged on either side were the fig-' 

' ures, larger than life, of the illustrious men, Engliatr 
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%rfttor8 and stnleBiiien, tlie two Pitts, Fox, Burke, CUren- 
iloii, etc. Before cleai'einliiig tlie flight of ste]i8 into West- 
minster Hall I had a glimpse iulotlie Peers' lubhy, atu) tlie 
cosily splendors of tlie Uiiuse of Lords itself. Of several 
hundred iM'ers I do not think twenty were present that 
evening. Tlie Commons are loud and noisy, bill the Lords, 
save on very great occasions, pay very little attention to 
their legislative duties. To strangers many of the parlia- 
mentary customs are difficult to understand. The great 
big powdered wigs of ihe lawyers, the crimson plush of the 
olHdals, the livened servants, the omnipresent dignity and 
ndulalion, are uoiifusing indeed, espednlly when the real 
great ones, like Disraeli, Derby, Stanley, and the various 
(iukes and earls, move around you in the dress of ordinary 
murlals, and only don their stars and garters on state oc- 
casions. I wish I could give you some idea of the Interior 
splendors of this palace of Parliament, but it defies my 
descriptive powers. 

Now for the beautiful and venerable building, Westmin- 
ster Hall, founded by William Kufusin 1097, and rebuilt by 
Kicliard li in 1399, where he frequently kept his Christmas, 
and entertained ten thousand guests a day; ihe largest 
saloon in Euro])e unsU|iported by pillars, 210 feet long, '[4 
feet wide, and 90 feet high. This gre.it hall was designetl 
for royal banquets and coronation feasts; courts of justice 
were condncted here in early times, the sovereign himself 
jtresidliig; here, too, eourts of iuipeachmenl have lieen 
uoniUictetl, and here William Wallace, Sir Thomas More, 
Protector Somerset, the lamented Earl Strafford, minister 
of Charles, and that equally ill-fated sovereign, were tried 
and convii'led. Here also Warren Hastings was subjected 
to that protracted ordeal for his mlKCOuduct in India, de- 
feuded and opposed by such intellecls as Sheridan, Burke, 
and their contemporaries. The last coronation-dinner was 
held here by George IV, Outside is a large paved sqLiare 
into whicli the equipages of the mem(>ers of the two Houses 
of Parliament are ilriven, and from which they pass into 
ipective halls. As we stood, many celebrated char- 

iters who passed were designated to me byname; some 
o late, evidently just coming from dinner, and others 
nt to have been sent for for what is a call of the House. 
'opposite the north front of the hall is the Parish Church 
of at. Margaret, begun in the reign of Edward I, whei-o 
many great and noble men are buried; Caxton the printer, 
Blr Waller llaleigh. Admiral Uoward of the fleet in the 
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time of the Spanisli Armada, aud very many equully da 

1 have n'lw heard some of the most iliatiiigiiislied oraldj 
of Eiiglaiid, and of those who spoke this evening, Sii- Str« 
Cord Northeolc itinkes tlie least pretensions to oratmy; a 
jileitsing, rather tenor voice; ins rhetoric is clear and dia- 
liiiet. J>ord Jolin Manners has a bold, manly style. Sir 
Itobei't Feei, wlio took part in the deliate behind the min- 
isterial lienL'hes, was very fearless, iind was followed by a 
[wrfeot ehorns of "Hear, liear, hear." Mr. Briglit spoke 
ni'ist like an American, with a rather coaxing voicf, vet 
distinct and capable of rising into a fine volley of eloquence. 
Mr. Gladstone ie evidently very much idolized by his ciin- 
stitnt'nts, and the little he said proved that he was master 
of tlie Liberal sitnation. I regretted that i had not heard 
Lord Beacoiisficid in the Peers; but one cannot ^t-e every- 
thing and everybody, and go I was obliged to economize my 
(>|i|i()rlunitieB, and to choose my days from the time 1 had 
allotted in this great English centre. 



LETTKR XXIX. 

" Whpn France in wrnili lipr ^ntinl limlis iiprearpil. 
And Willi Unit oalli, wliicli Kniotc air, enrth, iind sen, 
Slamp'd her sti(in){ loot and Bald slie would i>e free, — 

Tea, while I stood nnd gnzud, my tcmplpB linre, 
And eliiil my liehig tlirougli enrl.li. sen, aiid air, 
PuSBt'Bsing all things willi InlenspBl Invc, 
U Liberty I my apirii felt Ihee tbefe." 

COLEltlDGX. 

Pailis, Api-il, 1878.1 
When we steamed out of Victoria Station this morninjfl 
bidding adieu to tlie diimc) and diir-ky capital, the n 
paled gayety of another sirange world gave a fresli Eealiy 
my spirits; but alas I the other vision of th 
rows with the short, chop|)ing billows hoisting the htm 
fore and afl ; the rush of waters nniler the keel ; and a hiH 
of sii'k and pallid pasnengei's, with my own while vixage i 
the fronlispiece to the tableau, was an antidote tu all c' 
uberaut expectation. 
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We started in the early morning before tlie sun hart cut 
away the gruy-white mist and kissed the dew from fresh 
green nature. After flying along several miles I realizert 
for the Brat time tlie transcendunt beauty of the Ejiglish 
landscape. 

The charms of Cheshire and Warwickshire were height- 
ened by the presence of vast wealth and the memory of 
noble deeds. Here it was not the romance of history and 
the glory of genius, but nature's radiant features that de- 
lighted my senses. Soon Phceltua spread forth his sliining 
morning mantle, and the English spring blushed around 
ua. The open arms of the grent limes and maples seemed 
to court the welcome warmth. The broad stretches and 
elopes of herbage had grown brilliant and strong under hie 
influence, and the little Beld flowers shone in vivid lustre 
under the rays of the sun ; and in all this variety and 
beauty of color I esperienced my first ecstasy for anytbing 
English. In the months that I had devoted to Westmin- 
ster Abbey, filled with tlie splendors of the dead, or to 
Westminster Hall ablaze with the glory of the living; to 
the Tower that holds and hides the dark mysteries and 
miseries of the past, or to the crooked lanes and cram|)ed 
alleys of the stums of the city that cradle and generate 
the ein, squalor, and starvation of the present ; to the pal- 
aces of wealth or to the prisons of crime and cruelty ; to 
the fashion and frivolity of the Royal Opera, or to the 
hush of the churches; to the homes of the poets and jw- 
tentates or the holes of paupers; wherever I turned my 
BlepB, there seemed something mournful and mortal. 

On we whirled through wooded tracts, by rushing rivers, 
sharp defiles and gentle slopes, till old Canterbury town, 
with its campanile towers, its decaying gateways that had 
canopied the two youthful nionarchs, Hc;nry Vlll and 
Cliarles Y, on the long-gone Whitsunday, its century- 
touched cathedrals and baronies were in perspective. Over 
the vale came the sweet silver chime of the turret-bells, in 
muKic as chaste as if &t. Thomas a Becket's blood had 
never marred its peaceful sanctity- 
Soon the flowering banks of the Med way and its oft-trod 
paths by saintlike pilgrims were left far behind, and before 
us rose the white cliff's of Dover, crowned by castle battle- 
ments, protected by watch-to were, and lapped by the dark 
' Channel wave. Upon a soft green hill a flock of white sheep 
were browsing. The red roof o f a farm-house shone against 
the blue-gray sky, and bareliuibed chubby children were 
12 
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scattering feed to n brood of young fowls. In the peac6 
of the dulcet Sunday nooo and hnzy Kngiitih atmospliere, 
this picture seenied like an animated CreHWivk, Ruskin, or 
Birket FoBter. More lofty still looked the bliading hills of 
tliallt in the rays of the mounted aun. " The tnurm'ring 
surge that on the unnnuibei'd idle pebbles cbnfts, cannot 
be heard so high ; and the fishermen that walk upon the 
beaih appear like mice." There was a cnish of craft in 
the Atrait and at anchor in the harlior of the only existing 
qnay of the Cinqne Ports of William. Otir royal barge to 
Cnlnis was moored to the pier; it was not n burnished 
throne that liiirued on the water, neither were the sails 
l)uriilc or perfumed ; no silver oars, no luscious women re- 
clining upon conches of violets or golden tissue cloth, no 
smiling, dimpled cupids wielding fans of Oriental dyes, no 
gallant Mercury or dazzling Apollo. No! in one feature 
alone did tlie barque resemhle that of Cleopatra when she 
flonled down the t'ydnus to meet her Antony, and this waa 
>- from the barge a strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
of the adjacent wharfs." 

Crossing the Channel was a ghost that had haunted me 
long. The strait has been the scene of thousand of ca- 
lamities, experiments, and espeiiiliona for as many years; 
and here it tumbles and llireatens the human travel that 
poura over it now as in the long-gone centuries: travel 
ever changing, but ihis eternal tide the same. 

A crowded hunt with a melange, of passengers from every 
notion and B|ieaking every tongue; gross men and genaroua 
niiiideiiB, bIiiUI ecresnis of putters and seamen; a steam 
and stench of cooking, and as the sleamer dropped down 
the Channel and Allijun's snowy banks receded from our 
view, 1 descended to the stuffy, noxious cabin. I contem- 
plated distress from the sleepleas sea, and am too well ac- 
quainted with the nature of ray humid, turbulent enemy to 
tdkc liberties with him. For awhile all went "merry as a 
marriage bell," and the joyons laughter of those who had 
been more daring than 1, and remained on the upper deck, 
reached my ear iu mockery of my cowardice ; but my spirit 
was strong and my stomach was weak, and I heeded not 
their taunts. "At length tLeir high-blown pride broke un- 
der them." and as I lay with closed eyes and calm soul, I 
could hear the mourners descending lo my level. They ar- 
rived in detachments, and sore were their lamentations for 
their lost ones. The god of the trhlent had been merciless 
ill his shower of afflictions upon my companions ; he had 
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^^ deprived tUein of tlicir (ieareat and nearuat trensiives. To 
me he had granleii nil unrnfurt hecitime Ujioii tirtst aetion I 
had BO subniissively yielded all vanity. In lliis attribute 
of character at least, a god does cot differ from luortnl 
mail. When we touched the fair shores of Qaul tlie afilicted 
were worn and weary with long suffering and 1 was com- 
paratively buoyant. 
^^ Onue upon the soil of Charlemagne and Clovis, the fair 
^^F land nashed by the Eugliah Cliannel and the Bay of Bis- 
^^1 cay; irrigated by the Seine, the Loire, and the Rhone; 
^^B and sheltered by the Vosges, Jura, Alps, and Pyrenees, 
^™ the entire earth's face seemed to have undergone a radical 
change. 1 was about to say reform, for such is my honest 
conviction, but the word would perhaps offend tiie quiet 
and puritanic discipline of tlie isle we had quitted. Here 
with a Gallic sun pouring down upon me, t!ie light white 
earth beneath ray feet, the brisk, energetic movements, and 
the shrill, nasal tones of the Frenchman upon every side, 
the shackles lliat had oppressed me in the dark metropolis 
dropped with the first breatli of French republicanism. 
Liberty was all around usl For ihe first time the soul of 
the freedman throbbed within me, and tiien only I defined 
the weight of royally that had pulled me down. The carol 
of birds, the soft, sighing breeze, the running stream, the 
intensely blue and fervently clear heavens, the young 
waving wheat, the jo.ynns spirit of the peasant, the willing 

■ toil of the farmers, and the happy, thrifty cottage homes, 
«aiig one universal cantata of brotherhood, equality, and 
prosperity. 
Before taking our places in the carriage at Calais, our 
baggage was weighed and registered; here I had my first 
experience in the Oontinental custom of paying for the 
transition of all baggage exceeding sixty-six pounds indi- 
yidually.. These figures vary slightly as one passes from 
one country into another. 

Of all travellers the Englishman invariably conveys with 
bim the greatest amount of personal parHphernalia. Such 

I cumbrous articles! To say notliing of the trunks and 
chests innumerable stowed in the baggage car, several 
portmanteaus, bat-boxes, bundles of countless umbrellas 
and canes, the inevitable bath-tub, and frequently a fold- 
ing-chair, to the horror and inconvenience of all other 
oecnpants are brought into the carriage. 
Resting here over half an hour for dinner — of course the 
Englislimnn cala at every station-bo ufl'et he meets — the 
— ■". 
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blown, and Ihe thin, screeuliy vnk-e of tbe Frencli confliic- 
tor was lienrd in his native vernacular of "All aboanl." 

It was all beautiful, all novel, and all sparkling I The 
wliite roads wound al>out Llie green fields in striking con- 
trast, and here and there in clear outline was tbe crimson 
dress of a peasant child. As we passed through the Val- 
ley of the Sommc this bright, warm Sunday afternoon, the 
Helds were Blleil with men and woman tilling the ground 
and sowing the seeds of prosperity and happiness. The 
majority of the earth cnltivators were women past middle 
age, in coarse shoes tied at tbe ankle, and blue stocking?, 
short petticoala, and bareheaded, or perhaps a large towel 
wound about tbe forehead for protection from tbe heat; 
tbe men alwa3's ap|>earing in tbe blue blouse, the berahUu 
eiiflign (if the French ouorier. 

We seemed passing away from tbe neatly combed hedges; 
straggling meagre lines of shrubbery or slat fences taking 
their plate. Great forests of lofty poplars grew in lines 
as precise as if they had be«n placet! by a master surveyor. 
After stopping at Crecy, where Edward the "Black Prince" 
won the feathers more than five centuries ago, that "Albert" 
the present Prince continues to wear; and al Amiens, the 
principal town of Picardy, and famous for the treaty here 
signed which placed tbe English and French once more 
upon amicable ground, and tor the signal victory and sul> 
seqiieut possession of the German forces in tbe autumn of 
1870 — we dashed on to Paris. As we approached the great 
capital tbe fantastic mode of trimming and training the 
trees, and artistic devices of the vegetable gardens greatly 
impressed me. 

Ahl Paris! Dashing, dancing, dazzling, ^^sou{^lanf Paris. 
I came upon you just as the evening Angelus was chiming 
forth its sweet and solemn melody. You looked like a 
newly-arrayed bride, whose snowy garments were yet un- 
Boiled, whose spirit was yet uncrushed by the cares of 
added years and sorrows, while Ibe sinking sun hung in a 
halo of burnished gold over your browl 

Tbe little voitures de place with cocher, in crimson vest 
and black sbiny oilcloth bat, were flying over tbe cleanly 
swept streets like so many fire-flies. The great white 
hotels were joj-ous with the sparkle of life. The gay 
boulevards were shaded by tall, waving trees and filled 
with pleasure-seekers. All along the sidewalks and in front 
of the ra/ex were clusters of little iron tables and chairs, 
and knots of happy care-free people chatting and sippiuv 
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' the (tiliited Burguiiily or cofTue an pnl.ils-verrea. The 
metilianic laid down big hammer and truwe],aiid descended 
liigh scaffolds as the clmi-ch and convent liells rang six. 
The flower, fi'iiit, and vegetable shops had their mei'clian- 
dise displayed to tlie purchasing public in inviting and 
infinite gaudy groups. Passing throngh the Place de 
I'Ojwra to tbo Rue de la Pais 1 canght a glimpse of the 
eslerior glories of tiie New Opera House, and away off 

» directly facing me shone the golden citadel of Dus Jnoa- 
hdes. 
Need I say how I enjoyed my first dinner in the deUcioua 
little French hotel, after existing upon English cookery 
for months? 

The agitating qnestion was, "What to do after dinner?" 
One of the siuner^i of our little coterie proposed the tlieatrc, 
which the saints vetoed at once by a horrified negative ex- 
clamation. I olijected, not because ray i-eliglous principles 
forbade me the pleasure. — / consider it a duty of a voyager 
to conform to all rules of all countries — but the evening 
was excessively warm, and 1 fatigued with travel. After 
much discussion, the wicked element prevailed; has it not 
ever been ao since the seduction of Eve? and we beguiled 
ogr pious brethren into a visit to the cafe chanlant on the 
I Champs Elys^e. All along the Rue de Rivoli the great 
klamps swung in tlie darfc arcbes of the colonnades; oppo- 
B^ite were the lights and marble urns, and vertical lines of 
I "Sii-ees of the Tuileries, where the flowers slept, and the in- 
sects droned, and the fountain spray fell in silver music. 
A wild, roving, rollicking concourse jostled each other in 
the Place de la Concorde, rode in the revolving chairs, 
turned in the elevated wheels, and enjoyed the delectable 
luxury of getting sea-sick in swinging boats upon dry land. 
The booths and vendors of lemonade, pastries, and beer 
were in the full flush of trade, and from the concert-gardens 

^cnme the melody of the merry, ambiguous chansons. The 
^nitlen was crowded with the better class of men, women, 
aud children, and a great number from the aristocratic 
circles, if one may form an opinion from clotliing and con- 
duct; there was no intoxication, though the two francs' 
admission included a very bad glass of beer, briindy, wine, 
or any other kind of liquor. Upon a small covered stage 
tile actresses and actors sang their songs, cut tlieir antics, 
plumed their somersaults, and seemed to enjoy it as much 
lUdience, 
Back thruugli the starlit, glorious city of S^vign^, and 

l3» 
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Mnintcnon, De Stael, Roland, Recamier, Jeanne d'Arc, 
Antoinette, Josephine, Eugenie, and all the literary and 
social lights that have illumined the bright capital, to my 
sixth-story chamber, looking out upon that panorama in 
bronze of the victories of the "Lieutenant of Artillery" — 
the Column Vendome — I came to sleep away my first night 
in the White City. 



LETTER XXX. 

** Jolin Bull for pastime took a prance, 
Some time ago to peep at France, 
To talk of sciences and arts, 
And knowledge gained in foreign parts. 
Monsieur, obsequious, heard him speak. 
And answered John in heathen Greek, 
To all he asked 'bout all he saw, 
'T was. Monsieur, Je voits n^entenda pas.'*'* 

DiBDiy. 

Paris, April, 1878. 

1 CANNOT reconcile myself to the Frenchman's idea of 
an aristocratic fifth or sixth-story chamber. It is consid- 
cred decidedly plebeian to occupy apartments on the ground- 
floor or the enireHol ; these are exclusively for servants. 
The premier etage of the French domicile is in reality our 
third-story, and when I rise in the morning and gaze 
through or over the jalousies of my elevated window, upon 
the pygmian horses and carts, and surging population — 
dwarfc(l by the height — a sense of distress, and poverty, 
and confinement as in an old tower, comes over me. I can 
sympathize with, not satirize, the little village-girl, who 
travel I(?d to Paris in search of the recreant lover, whom 
she had heard was ill, and while mounting five or six pairs 
of stairs, exclaimed, '' Mon Pieu, how poor he must be!" 
but flung open the door of his aalon to meet a blaze of 
light and gold and fresco; Aubusson rugs, and lace, and 
damask hangings; the sparkle of champagne, the heavy 
aroma of sweet perfumes, and the laughter of women. It 
is ever so here; palatial parlors next the roof: all very 
beautiful and bewildering \'hen you reach the sky-chani- 
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' T>ers ; but tbe journey is tedious, ami tlicre is no American 
elevator. 

Tliere is a rare sweetness in tlie nir of Paris, a radiance 
indee<i so ciifferent from I^oudun, that I IVel alreait}- at 
home in its broad streets, briglit soeiely. and bappy indus- 
tries, i so gladly miss the constant fog, tliat lias clung 
about me for the past three moullis in the great Englisti 
city like a wet garment. 1 like tile utter abandon of man- 
ner, and the holiday appearance of the multitudes who sit 
along the bonlevards and avenues sipping their vin ordin- 
aire, cafe noir, or absinthe, or eating galette, — a crisp, 
flaky piece of pie-crust, made as only tlie French can make 
patisserie. 1 like the popular passion for strolling along 
the highways, and I join the legion of fianeurn, as they 
are called, to saunter along the Doulevarde des Italiens, 
Hanssmann, des Capncines, Montmartre, and in the Rue 
de la Pais, to gaze in the wi()e-anake shops; every shop a 
show, and every show a new invention ; from an odd game 
to a cheap dress, from a figure that talks to a toy full of 
tunes ; from a game that tells fortunes to a wntcli that is a 
barometer; from a cane that is an umbrella, to a portman- 
teau that will kill the robber who would steal it. I like to 
see the bare-heailed, bliie-bloused workmen, the white- 
capped boniien and the babies, W\e jeunn fills of the middle 
class, who never dons a bonnet, but enhances the beauty of 
her pretty fsice and large liquid eyes by coquettialily wear- 
ing Alsacian bows of black velvet ; the paper-cap])ed cooks 
of the caf^s, the gaminn spinning their lops, and the gay 
booths with their flaunting e.vhibitions. It is all so joyous, 
jolly, and jubilant. A wild scene without intoicication, a 
saturnalia without open sin, a revelry that stimulates. The 
population has the appearance of our fellow-countrymen,' 
and one thought is ever paramount, 'tis so like liome. 
Along the new Avenue de I'Opera the dazzling fagadea of 
tlie six and seveu-story white edifices stare. me almost to 
blindness. They are jusi from the ai-tisan'a hand, yet tlie 
exteriors are scarcely whiter than the ateliers and hotels 
that have braved the elements manj- years, so bright and 
pure is the climate. Row after row of tliese magnificent 
new ati'nctures have large placards in the windows bearing 
the words "o louer." A young gentleman in our circle, 
who possesses a rather limited knowledge of the Gallic 
tongui', asked me what " d /ower" (allure) meant? I re- 
pli&l, with surprise, "allure;" you surely understand the 
word, to decoy, entice, Ijegiiile; not realizing my fiiend 
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was reaiHiig tlic French sign, "to vent," wil.li bis Englia^M 
tongue, anil liia reply was, " What an odd way thesqfl 
Frentli have of woiciing thoirsigna " Poor fdlow 1 he noi^l 
lietievea that the landlords of the Avenue ile I'Opera intend" 
to decoy tenants into their property by fair means or foul. 
The Boulevarde dee Italiena is a banquet for the eyes, the 
ears, the pnlale, and the memory, in its bazars of confea- 
lionn, liijonterie, and display of Diadcri photographv; in its 
Grand Opera, Th^tre Cleverman, Thi^ati-e des Fantasies 
Parimctines, ihe Opeia Coraique, and Tli^alre Italian) in 
its epicurean co/(ii,&e the famous Maisnu-Doi'^e, Cali^ Rea- 
Uuranl Tortoni, Caf£ Cardinal and Riihc ; and its ever- 
varying, never-ceasing flow of life, into the Boulevaide 
Monlmnrtre; here we passed the Th^tre dea Varieties, 
tuid i paused to read the playbills upon the boards. I 
cateh the name of Juilic, and at onee I determine tu stroU 
into tliis playliouHe some evening soon to hear and see tllf-^ 
fair, fat Frenchwoman, of whom we Americans have reod^fl 
BO uiiR'h, and whose photographs are floating through tlie^ 
United States in slioals. Riglit and left are sybaritic 
restaurants and cal'^s ; caf^s occupying the upper stories ■ 
of tlieatres and bazars; and so on and on we wander 
through the changeful kaIeidoscot>e, until the princely 
establishments degenerate into eating-houses or bouillies, 
the opcra-liouse into circuses and IhiitUclass shows, the 
viiiluruK are few and pedestrians seldom, and wo find our- 
Buives upon the very confines of tiie town. In tins guar- 
Iter we oame np'm the Church of Notre Dame de I.orette, 
ft place of worship celebrated for its interior aumptuons 
decorations, animated and inert. This higlily artistic 
temple is considercil one of the curiosities of Taris, be- ■ 
cause it is austaineii and frequented by an arlatooralic and^ 
rallier ambiguous sisterliooit assuming "a virlne if th^H 
have it not," whose beauty is splendor, and whose toilnUgfl 
are regal ; as a fraternity tliey wear the name '" lorettes^lfl 
from llie oratory in which they pray; if pray they evtffl 
dol It seems their only oliject in assembling in the buik^^m 
tuary is to fan the flame oT envy in each other's degenerft^S 
hearts, by the prodigality and anticipated rivalry of coi|^<fl 
tumc, and seek expiation of tlieirsins through the inediurt,fl 
of their tarnished gold dropped into the buUe pour i<HM 

To liail a fly and ride back tlirough the liighways we tm^tfl 
trodden, gave us another dazzling elfect of tlie scenes B^B 
the cliangeful drama. The «ity appeared to be arrayed jJM 
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Cftrnival regalia, and tliia I nttiitiute to tlie in a ngn ration of 
the Exposition Univeiselle n|ion tlie Cliftm]i rte Maia to- 
morrow; but old residents tell me tlieir city is ever ho. 
Paris is a universal playhouse, where the farce, the coraedy, 
the melodrama, and tragedy blend one in the other, Imt 
where the curtain never (alls. Wliether it be an act of sin, 
Borrow, or shame, a sjieetacle of pomp and liypocrisy, all 
are clothed in the garments of pleasure and virtue. These 
French comprehend the true philosophy of life. Every 
phase of existence seems to possess ils charm for them. 
Their work is not toil, because they go to it with brave 
hearts and willing hands and transform it into sport. 
Happiness is not ostentation am) opulence, bnt the calm 
peace of occupation and a strong fervent heart. Their ilo- 
mcstic tasks and social pleasui-es are all performed with 
the zest that a Frenchman alone claims, and so mingled 
that labor becomes play. In the heart of tile industrious 
Parisian, "all time is a temple, and all seasons summer.-' 

Ill the Place du Palais Royal, just where the jetties of 
two fountains were casting their spray in a radiate circle, 
we diemiased the little French cabriolet and entered the ar- 
cades of the edilice that was erected by Cardinal Richelieu. 

You dine at the Palaia Royal, in the Ca/ii Vefour, ele-. 
gantly; and though the price ia high, the supply is plen- 
tiful — cheap, as you remember that you dine upon and 
drink in history. The Arcade in which this superb res- 
taurant is placed is gorgeous in gilt, glass, and statuary. 
It ia girdled with the superb shops of Paris, chiefly of 
jewels and watches. These shops are fairy shows, solitary 
in the day, hut at night thronged with customers and 
crowds in every costume and from every country, while in 
the hollow square in front there are dancers to the band 
that playa at intervals in the afternoon, and a multit.nde of 
children. The elegance of the dinnera at the Caf& Vefour 
attracts epicures from all lands ; but if you desire to enjoy 
them at leisure, you must come early. When the tide is iu 
you can hardly secure a ehair; indeed, from six to nine, 
Paris is a great dinner world — eager, hungry, polite, fas- 
tidious, if yOH please, but still violently hungry. After 
enjoying a plentiful variety, we emerged inio the outer 
world of the Palais Royal. It was a whirlpool of light and 
life, music and conversation — a Uabel of sounds, ii Solo- 
mon's Temple of splendors. Here we saw the ravages of 
the Commune, on the 24th of May, 1871, and tlie restored 
Pajace of the Louvre and the new H6tel du Louvrea. It 
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wafi an easy stroll along the Rue Rivoli liomewards, iinier 
tlie stars, yet every rood of our progress wiie marie inainic- 
tive by some rai-e novelty and by the surging muss from 
the French provinces and th« great towns of the European 
Cuutinent, centring here to be present at the upeniu, 
the Kxhibitioii Uoiverselle to-morrow. 




LETTER XXXI. 

" Ring out false pride in plncre and hUiod, 
Tbe civic slnuder and the spile ; 
Ring in the lovo of truth and right, 
Ring iu the cuiniuoii love or Good !" 

Tehntboh. 



Pamb, May, 1878. 



It is past midnight, and still the shuffle of feet, the bum 
of voices, the shouts of the revellers, and tlie strains of the 
" Marseillaise," are heant in the bi'oati and brilliant street 
"below, as I sit in my upper chamiicr attempting to organize 
the impressions of the Exposition — to-day's wonderful 
pageant of wealth, nobility, and popular cntbusiaBm — 
before the memory is dimmed by other cplendors. 

Yestertlay morning wlien I walked through the unfin- 
ished temple of art and industry, legions of mechanics, 
and decorators, and laborers were busy in the work of 
completion, or at least striving to redui-e the halls from 
their present state of anarchy to a condition suitable for 
the reception of princes and potentates. We waded throngh 
an ocean of debris, the dust of sweepers, the shavings and 
shingles of sawyers, and the vibration of hammers, to the 
English Department, which, nnder the master-band of F. 
CuiiliSe Owen, CB., who is Secretary of the Ru3'al Com- 
mission, already wears agarliof completeness, while her sur- 
rounding companions are still crude and unfinished. Hot 
this vast building was ever to be transformed from chaoil 
to order by the morrow I could not define. After visiting^ 
General McCormick in bis [I'rivate sanctum, we met in the 
American section John Russell Young, the companion and 
diarist of General Grant, Henry Pettit, the enthusiastic 
and efficient draughtsman of the American Buildings, &nd 
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Monsittnnre Capel, the hero of Lothatr, who has recciivetl 
fln a|)Otlieoais from the Loniloii fcMiiales, whose heads and 
hearts he sways by his priestly eloquence. He Una the 
portly (iistinclion of a eh ii rch man aud the siilitle elegance 
of a courtier. A man who ^omjirehcmls the aeciets of 
winning voluntary concesaior fnim all he addreases — 
BOL'ially or pi'ot'cHsionally — I had longed to see in Ilia 
pulpit in London. Ilis villa, not fur frum the conBnes of 
the great city, tlie former resideni-e of the comedian 
Sollicrn, a renlly boronial estate, bow lias changed fnun 
the Sybaritic home of the plajer to the saneluary of the 
prelate. 

1 will neither compare nor criticize tlie TrcDeh national 
displays now. Siii;b a proceeding would lie a gross injus- 
tice, and when I do speiik of them, if I am not the most 
impaitial judge, forgive me and remember tliat all my 
opinions arc biassed bj' one fact: 1 am an American, and 
lived in Philadelphia during the incomparable Centennial 
Exhibition of ISIB. But in passing, I may say the exte- 
rior of the palaces on the Champa de Mars are artistic and 
ehowy without being fiaiinting; gay without being gandy; 
ornate and chaste even in the combination of rnde, rndily 
fresco, and facades of vivid wooden fretwork, and colored 
glass, sustained by robust caryatides of the nations over 
whose beads float the standards and streamers of their re- 
Bpective lands. Wiialever a Frencliinau touches seems to be 
made graceful. What his work lacks of pomp and potency, 
it possesses in delicacy and purity, so it is with the temples 
nestled on the left bank of the Seine, against the grassy 
elopes of Autenil and Passy. Still an emotion of sadness 
thrills me as 1 meditate upon the unfinished structures; 
Bucli utter incompleteness seems tu presage failure to the 
exhibition of the republicans, and a stimulant to the hopes 
_of the Imperialists and Bourbons of the Faubourg St. 
Gel-main, who want it lo fall. The city is overflowing 
with strangers, and hotel and cafe prices are proportion- 
ately extortionate. 

When I rose this morning there was a rustle and bustle 
of busy life in the Place VendSme, iu the Rue St. Honor^, 
in the Rue de Uivoli ; and as far as my eye could reach, 
or the far catch a souuil, there were evidences of pie:isure- 
bent throngs in the motley concourse of pedestrians, tlie 
Incessant beat of horses' hoofs, and the whirl of wheels. 
Of course every one was going towards the Cliam]i de 
Mars ; those who were fortunate enough to possess crcden- 
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tiala of arlmitt.iiice to royalty wouW croas the Pont de i 
JAia, and be ensconced under the peristyle of the Troca- 
d^LO, or at one of tlie upper windows of the Exhibition 
Building, while the millions of the democracy would crowd 
the highways and avenues, not knowing or caring so much 
for the princes or the pageantry as to mingle in and swell 
tlie populace. Tlie day dawned fairly, but the sun wore 
upon his face a sultry smiie of treachery, and though we 
stai'ted in a burnt of hriglitness for the installation, by 
solemn and political ritnal of the first industrial, social, 
and national event under tbe repu1)lican regime^ before we 
bad crossed tbe Pont de la Concorde, nature was ardu- 
ously striving to drown every hope and aspiration of the 
new goveriimeiit. The situation of those poor deluded 
mortals in the open ooilurea and cabriolets — I was one of 
the damp, drizzled stars comprising this galaxy — was dis- 
mal and desperate to the last degree while heaven's bless- 
ings were descending in a watery superfluity. Though my 
mood was not amiable, I did not indulge it to the top of 
its bent; there were~ so many not any worse, and still so 
much worse off than myself. Hundreds of newly-dressed, 
fHshionably-dressed, and expensively-dressed daughters of 
Eve waded through lakes of mud and mire, until starched 
skirts anil lofty expectations wilted away together. 

After waiting one and a lialf or two hours in the Ameri' 
can section I heard a ttourisli of trumpets and roll of drums, 
which announced the approach of the cortege. The time 
passed in anticipating tbe monarchical and military display 
was not calculated to promote good temper. Front stitlls 
at tlie windows were at a premium and unsatisfactory; if 
you attempted to retain one after securing it, some indi- 
vidual of ineffable avoirdupois rested a portion of bis bur- 
den upon your shoulders, iLllhougb his own were broader; 
if a gallant — seeiiig your discomfort — offered you a chair, 
your grnlitude was quick in all save tbe acceptance; to 
abandon your post was to make a voluntary and permanent 
consignment to the too solid enemy, and so meditating you 
concluded to rather "bear the ills you had than fly to 
others that you knew not of." 

All around there was a clatter and chatter of French; 
the Americans were few, and seemed hushed into utter 
silence by the Gallic gabble. Prom the Trocadiiro, over 
the Pont de J^na, sancLiBed in the baptism of angels' tears, 
came the Prince of Wales, bright scion of the house of 
Hanover, fair, fat, and not yet forty. As he passed the 
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American pavilion he raised bin uhapenii, nnil a slioiit 
greettd liim from Ibe Yankeea. It is Biiiii Wtilea liaa a 
hearty liking for iis Americaaa, and is n good Heal ol' a 
repiibncan; but llieii most royal lieira are dumocrata until 
they take the retiia into their own hiinds. Tim ruLure I^iig- 
lish monarch has a. good face, very like liis portraita; and 
although it poui-ed upon liis regal umhiella llieie was a 
jolly smile beneath. The old Marslial President Mnc- 
Mahon looked like a bouquet of daisies, his face all pijiki 
and Ilia bair and mouxtat^he nil while, but with a ratbcr 
angry and crestfallen air, aa if he felt his seat in the esecn- 
tive uliair to be insecure, and though loath to relinquish 
the baton, BO far has failed to devise any |)ol icy to strengthen 
himaeIC He was followed by the ex-king of Spain, husband 
of the famous, or infamous, Isabella. A little spindle- 
ehanka, hobbling along in all his finery, a poor, naeless 
Hidalgo living in Paria at an immense coat to the Spnniah 
treasury. Then came a huddle of dignitaries lost in pud- 
dles of mire; while we were dry they were draggled. Had 
the day Iwen bright it wonhi linve been grand, no doubt; 
liut the democratic goda ramed down their most impailial 
favors, even upon the pride and plumes of kings and princi's. 
Princea and sovereigns they were, it is true, and yet only 
men. And then — well, then I rode home with the weight 
of this vanquishing couviction^ — the parade did not pay for 
thr! pains! 

The sun broke through hia linmid aliroud just ae he sank 
liehind tli« wooded iieiglits of Grenelle and Auteuil, gilding 
the topsoCthc monumenta, and glorifying the optin spaces 
in which they stood. With the closing day the crowd had 
augmented; grisettes and atud«nts of the Latin Quartier; 
criinaon-pantalonned Boldiera from the garriaona; the dis- 
abled veterans of Des lovalidcs; the ouvrier of the Bue 
Saint Antoine; the diplomatists and Hnanciera of the Fau- 
Itourg St. Houor^; the Legitimiat of the Faubourg St. 
Germain; the wit, artist, ami literati of the Chausa^e 
d'Anlin; the bourgeois, and the old crone, weather-beaten 
and time-worn, in black petticoat, white cap, and kerchief 
folded over her breast, d la Marie Anti/inette, to be found 
in every cranny of the city, were gathered in one promiscu- 
ous melange. The sun had fallen quite asleep behind the 
p<irtes of the white town; the hour of six had rung through 
the arrondtes^mentg ; the upper-tendom of Paris were din- 
ing in hotel, caf^ and private soions,- but the great huliday 
was not over; it was only opening. 
13 
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As tniliglit unfurled ber dark cuitains, buny bands 
brave beails were actively engaged in the labor of decora- 
tion. Tbe fs^adcB of all Ibe public buildiugs and even tlie 
cburcbes were ablaze with patriotic devices in colored lighte, 
and banners &iid pennone floated from every window. The 
great lamps in the colonnades, the lights of tbe Tnileries, 
the stars in the dark, clear heavens, had traUBfornied tbe 
white macadamized mail of tlie Rue de Rivuli into a sea 
of bi-ighlriess. Throngh it ponred a mass of happy, free 
people from tbe Hue St. Antoine. Were it not for the 
weird mine of tbe palace slRriiig at us like a spectre, we 
would be prone to forget to-night thai seven years ago iba 
same populace rushed through the same highway, fl 
and petroleuscs, sowing the seeds of sedition, and sin, 
itesoliition in tlielr pathway. Tiie Champs Elya&fs tlu 
were then a charred and hi aekened desert are now bright 
with the glory of a new repuhlic. There is no sad regret 
for the fate of the fair Austrian, Marie Antoinette, in the 
PUcc de la Concorde to-ni^bt. Every wall, rampart, niid 
bridge is liathed in a pliosphorescence of splendor and pride, 
and "ii/ierte, EgaUti, el Fraterrtile," shine not in blood 
but in fire. To-night tii« memory of wretched crimes, 
fruitless prayern, and the guillotiue, is dead in the Phice 
de la Bnstile. The radiant Palais de rihdusirie, tbe head- 
quarters of tbe Teutonic enemy seven years ago, to-night 
sheds a free French lustre over the Elys^e, and all the Uiie 
Royale is dazzling in tbe balo of tbe Madclaiue, 

Tbe nigbt has been a deserved compensation for the dis- 
mal inciilenta of the day to the actors and sjiectators at the 
Exposition. I had read of a Paris populai-e; 1 had studied 
tlie Centennial in 18T6, when Philadelphia was deluged by 
strangers; I bad teen the throngs of to-day, but bad formed 
no idea of the sight after twili>;ht on this first of Mny in 
the French capital. It was all so wild and tumultuous; £ 
waa the atom of the poet and this was really 






"Ocfaninli 
To waft a 



T and to drown a fly." 



T was less than a feather or a fly, and in the heedlei 
whirl waa hnme along like a clond laifore a great stoi'ld 
II Wiis a fanlitstic, turlmlent saturnalia. Yet there wasli 
strange sense of safely in the delirious mass; 
bappy, and no one was intoxicated by liquor. Tli 
were driven to one side, and the glad people filled 1 
broad lioulevards with sung, and shout, and hymn, 
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cliorns, until I caught the contngion of their ecstasy. 
Tliere was r pause, nn eility in the uri-at driving current of 
the great human sen, formed liy a side-wuy in a wide avenne, 
and I Rffated into it toward nay home. I had aeeu unit 
heai'd enough to nnderatand it nil. The French were en- 
joying the ^rst real aeuee oftiietr liberty in a long lapse of 
years, and I did not marvel Chat the welcome draught had 
temporarily stolen away their aeiises. 






LETTER XXXII. 

"The Freoch have taste In nil tliey do. 
While we are qiiiie without ; 
For Nslure Ihai lo lliem gave goul. 
To ua gave ouly goal." 



PAnia, May, 187S, 
I ROSE early this morning to watch the city undergo the 
cleansing process. The buckets, and tubs, and pans o( 
.olTal were arranged as primly atoiig the curbs as vases upon 
ft parlor mantel. Thci-c was nothing slovenly or repulsive 
^jn the sight, even of the garliage. The passion for artistic 
■and artificial etfect is lunate with the French, and it is ap- 
parent in the minutest affaire. Tlie chiffunnier and his 
■wife were already at woik under my window, raking 
amongstdust-heaps in the street and ashes and refuse ujion 
the pavement. Sometimes they woidd lightly toss the 
contents of barrels or boxes with their long forks — gener- 
ally a bent wire or nail in the end of a stick — and turn 
away with an espression of disgust and disappointment, 
failing in their search for prizes. Over the next pail they 
would linger, and dive deeper and deeper at each effort. 
Some of these heaps of debris were veritable oUa podridas 
yielding crumpled paper-bags, uld rags, pieces of coal, dirty 
etrtogs, liones innumerable, stale pieces of bread, and nests 
of snarly hair, which they tucked away with great caution 
and classificalion into the several pockets of the long, 
narrow, leathern sack hanging upon tlie left arm. The 
rolls of hair, however dusty and tangled and interwoven 
tliey might he with other matter, wLeiher from the moult- 
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ing or mistress or maid, countess or cook, blonde or brfi! 
iiette, vierii s|i«il!i1 lioiity. Tliese locks reaoiied from pol- 
liilioii are sold to the coiffeur, and after passing tliroiigti 
liis purifjiug liands again adoi-n tlie heads of us poor, uii- 
Bnspeutiu^ females in pnfTs, waves, crimps, and frizzles. 
Then as tlie wagons came along to cart away the residuum, 
and the water was turned on at every corner, rtinning 
through the gutters as pure ami limpid as a. mouutaio 
spring, the weary chiff(mnwr sat down upon the curbstone 
to take his breakfast of black bread or to gnaw a spare 
bone, perhaps from the spoils of his morning ramble. 
Groups of mechanics Wei's shuSiing through the streets 
now, and fair I'aris greeted them in her freshly-made 
toilet. 

Inside the toil of the day had also begun. How differ- 
ent and how much more arduous are the tasks of these 
foreign servants eompnreil with the labor of our diimestt^ucs 
at home! Yet liere they are all apparently happy, while 
in America the same classes join in a nnirersal chorus of 
dissatisfaction. Jeanne, oar neat little/enHne de vhambre, 
told me yesterday — her sp&re English aided by my limited 
Frencii — slie h:id the care of sisty chambers, all of these 
containing one or more beds, and that the hot and cold 
water for these apsrtraenls has to be carried over many 
pairs of stairs, and through many corridors, as they have 
not the American accessories of stationary washstands; 
and poor Jeanne's remuneration is not more than fifteen 
or eighteen francs a month. True Jeanne reocives many 
francs from the ladies and gentlemen wliose chambers she 
arranges, hut does it compensate for the weary limbs and 
aching bead when the clock tolls eleven at niglit ? And 
even then Jeanne is still slowly dragging tin pails of water 
upstairs. As I listened to t.he poor girl's story, and marked 
her amiable nature and iuliiirn courtesy, my heart swelled 
in sympathy. Thinking of her sorrowful lot my memory 
took a flying trip to tny transutlautlc home, where my maid 
has the insupportable responBiiiility of one bed-chamber 
resting upon her each day, and other housework of a light 
character, wilb nameless privileges, and tliree dollars per 
week ; yet she frequently diaphiys the cloven foot at the 
weight of her burden. As these contrasting pictures 
passed before my vision, I esctaimed, " You have too much 
work for one pair of hands. It is far woi-se than the 
drudgery of a slave. You sln)utd appeal to your employer 
for an assistaiit." It was the first lime 1 Lad ever sown 
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the seeds of insiirrection in any hoiiaehold ; now \ coiiM 
nut restrain iny impiilsi; tu protect tliis girl from siiuli un- 
just nnd cruel exactions. I f«!lt the germ 1 hail pl.intrd, 
tliimgh you may cull it aediliona, miglit produce valu/ible 
fruit for Jeanne. Sometimes Etienne, wbo is tlie froUeur 
am) husband of tiie pretty and beneftyent noncinrge at Ibe 
front loge, assists Jeanne spread the linen over ttie beds if 
be is in tlie same bail or cbamber polishing Ibe flooi'. We 
have no carpets under our feet. The boards are waxed 
until one may bt^bold his reflected visage upon tliem, and 
the centre is adorned l»y large roga, and the/roHnur, with 
his etilf brush strapped u|K>n the sole of bis foot, is always 
Liisy scudding over the chambers and lorridors. 

1 like tlie proverbial poiiCenesn or the French. Call it 
snperlicial, if you choose; even if shallow it is very lasci- 
nating. Inquire a direction of a. (lasser upon the streets, 
and lie it man, woman, or child, discovering yuu are a 
stranger, will accompany you two or three squares out of 
his or her way to set you upon the riglit path, chattering 
to yon oil tlie while, never coiieeiviug for a mmnent that 
most of what is saiil may lie utterly uniuteiligiliie. For- 
tunately I succeed in making myself understo'id by the 
natives, but when Ihey orate in tlieir rapid and pauseless 
jargon, 1 sulistde in utler amazement. 

During the three months I resided in London, six weeks 
of wliich time my friends despaired of my life, not one of 
the attendants at the hotel offered me the sliglileat voluntary 
civility. The second day alter >ny arrival here, Jeanne eamo 
to my room with a card of a friend, wliile I was dressing, 
and noting my untinisbcd toilet, she ankcd to be slloweil to 
hook tny dresa, or button my boots. Perhaps you are say- 
iug, she espected a franc for her kindness; did not her 
complaisance deserve it? Another instance of the nrlianity 
of this nation took place at the milliner's this morning. 
Do not sneerl Did you ever liear of a lady coming to 
Paris and omitting her first duty, to buy a French bon- 
net? 1 did not wish to violate the custom of my sex; 
I bad no desire to visit the Ex position until it had reiiched 
a more Hnishcd state, so I passed the forenoon in millinery, 
book, and photograph sbopa, gratifying my personal de- 
sires. An establishment in the Faubourg St. Houor^ 
had lieen highly recommended, and to examine the slock 
of tills mngiiziiie I repaired tiiither. As 1 strolled toward 
the Faubourg, again I was impressed by the sobriety of 
the populace and the absence of beggars. What a vivid 
U* 
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contrast the picture forms to tlie great English metropolis 
where ebrieCy aDil niemlicitj are written by a fliiarp stjhts 
upon at least one half the faces we meet! An equally ap- 
parent fact is the extreme neatness of the French women; 
however meugre the (tressi, it ie always neatly worn, and i 
the linir, if not elaliornte, ever tastefully arranged; not saw 
the feiDules on the other side of the Chnnuel. ^ 

On my way I passed many noi>le homes, wliere the great* 
wooden gates close out the eyes of the rude, inquisitive 
world from the flowering paradise of the courtyard, of 
wliich I caught an occasional glimpse as a servant would 
pass, or a marquise enter her carrisgo. At length 1 reached 
a stately building, bearing the numlier I sought; directed 
to the fourth stoiy by tlie <rom:ip.rge, I ascended and found 
myself in regal apartments, sparkling in gilt, freBc<ies, 
mirroi-s, and laces. An infinity of confeclionx were upon 
exhibition, and though Itieir construction justified the 
prices, they exceeded what 1 was able to pay. No lionnet 
fur less than twelve dullatTB, and many for twenly-live, 
and I should have turned awny had it not been fur the 
courtesy of the accomi)lished salesladies. I may apply 
the word " ladies" in its every acceptation ; in mnnner, in 
appearance, and in education. Both handsome, the younger 
past yiiutli, the elder liad crossed the meridian of life, and 
yet cither wunlil have "shaken the saintship of an nnchor- 
ite" by their sniitle gi'ace, and liquid voice and talkiu}; 
eyes; and so they succeeded in selling me a bonnet. How 
could 1 resist the influence of two such seductive flatterers 
and liars? They compelled me to be sealed before a mirror, 
and one bonnet after anotlier adorned ray pate; for "she 
was quite sure she could suit madame. If one was too 
costly there was anotlier, lianging upon the next peg, just 
as beautiful, I'or eighteen francs less. If madame did not 
like the roiiyfi, madame should see herself in the eiet-bleuf 
it was juHt madanic's color, but then madame wiis so easily 
ooiffed ; madiime was— all! si /rew iicf/e in anything;" and 
then these two handsome, ci'afty females indulged in adis- 
scrtaLiou in their oivn tongue, largely intcrlardeil with 
English, upon my constructive attractions. This last cowp 
fVUnt clinclicd the liargaiii. The next " madame" who 
purchased a more expensive article would be still mure 
lieautiful,aud would undoubtedly hear her charms extolled 
in still more winning tones. Still I admire the shrewd 
philosophy of these people; it made us all happy; they 
sold their merchandise; 1 went away in a state of beati- 
tude, in being compared to flowers, and nugols, ai 
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lie.atng, tiie calmness of inofniliglit, anO tlic H|iarl(le of , 
chain pagtie, whiuli woukl not have been llie case had dig- j 
obliging attendants shown &n indisposition lo display ' 
goods, saying, "Madame, we have nothing that would he- ' 
conae yoii." And as I passed away towiirds tlie bookshop, 
my meditfttiona were upon the cruel fascinations of these 
French women. With me their influence had been poten- 
tial; what would such sway be with the opposite sexf 1 
could find little censure for one who yielded to the spell, 
whe^her exercised for good or evil. 

The literatui-e of the gay city ia a marvel. It abounds 
in such a variety, that even a woman with an inSrmity Tor 
dress and ornamentation, ia startled at the mass of engrav- 
ing and printing for sale and show. Here, at least, yuu 
have what is not to Ite fouutl in London. There the literary 
depots are in the railway stations ; here books, impers, and 
periodicals till the nimiows and kiosks on the Boulevards . 
ill all languages and for every nation. At Madame Michel's, I 
on the pavS of the Grand Hotel, I dnd French, Italian, j 
German, Dutch, and even Qreek, Turkish, and Chinese 
literature People of all theae nationalities flock here to 
buy and read the periodicals in tlieir vernacular. Uf course 
the French predominates. In comic journalism and carica- 
tures the French eseel. We h»d im example of them as 
printers and sculptors at our Centennial Bxliibition. But 
now I pause briefly upon the French gift of printed satire. 
Everybody is ridiculed ; no one ia saL'red or saved from the 
merciless wit and scathing lampoon of their savage jokes. ' 
With a dash of the pencil tliey transform the most serious 
statesman into a down. Mademoiselle Sara Bernhardt's 
willowy figure is turned into a trail of smoke; the fighting 
Cassagunc converted into a huge pistol; Victor Hugo, a 
dying lion, gazing upon the setting sun; Marshal Mac- 
JUahon, scowling in a gigantic moustache; Oamhetta, in 
kingly robes; Pope Leo XIII, in every conceit of honor- 
able disguise ; John Bull, in aa many shapes as hia peculiar 
habits may suggest; Brother Jonathan, in all descriptions 
of stars and stripes; and the world's catalogue of politi- 
cians, soldiers, actors, priests, and celebrities of all voca- 
tions. And ns I overhauled the jihotographs of living and 
dea<l heroes in the shops on the Rue de Kivoii, my ardent 
desire was to make a collection. I looked, and looked, 
and was dazed by the endless profusion of famous faces in 
various guises; but 1 turned nwny with saddened purpose 
as I remembered my limited spaces, and finances, and re- 
Buclcd upon how much farther my journey was to extend. 
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LETTER XXXIII. 

" Of the hearts Ihnt daily brenk, 
or the Tears thsL hnurly t'ltll, 
or llie many, nifiiiy iroiibles of lire, 

Thai grievp Ibis enrlhlT ball — 

Diaessennd Hunger, Pufn and Want, 

Bat now I dreum of llieui all I" 
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Pahis, May. 1S78. 

However pnraiioxicol it roaj' seem, Ihe Exposition Uni 
verselle is the remotest nia^uft to the stranger in Puna 
The gay city is itsell' an endless and unfitding miurueosmii 
display. Of exhihitiuna we have had a aaliety; at leus^., 
nntil a narrantalile interval has elapsed, wlien we mi - ' 
again show our denionstratinna in art, Bcietitie, and lilei 
ture, from the lofty pedestal of Progress, arid when opI 
nations] and socinl developnietit has teat-lied a higher stiite 
of civilization. We had an exhll'ition at Philadelphiu, of 
which this one is, with all iis fplemlor, a feeble lethargiu 
transcript; and we can hitve exhiliitiona in every city and 
town of the two hemispheres which will onlj' be the copies 
of a great archetype. But Paris — national, political, pecu- 
liar, and omnium galh^rum Paris — slanils alone, 
only he enjoyed here; and tiere there is snch inexhaustibly 
enjoyment that the ^'appetite seems to grow with wbat ~ 
feeds npon." 

The exhibition palaces are still disordered and 
bille, while Paris is ever in gnia attire. She is alternatel; 
the raintiow, the storm, ihe sunshine, the starlight, and 
cydone, and in each of thesv phenumt'ual phases is eiitrati«J 
cingly [insurpaesed. 

1 have endeavored in vain to retrospect through the 
vista of centuries, the ravages of pestilence and famine, 
the smoke of artillery, the bloody sloughs of battle, the 
flames of communes, and tlie devastation of revolutions, 
and on the banks of the Seine, recall the mu() huts of the 
Parisii, where now stand the noble monuments which per* 
petunte the memory of crime, commune, antl conquest. 

Oh! ancient Lutetia, thy primitive mantle dropped b^ 
fore Cffisar's sword, and was trampled into dust by lif^. 
vanquishing hordes; purgeil and puriSed l>y successive 
despoilers wert thou, until now, not even an arotua of tb^, 
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risnt flower of Ihy glorioua 
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But who, gazing upon tliiu white-ro!>e<l Napfte, can for- 
get the other and darker side o( her life? I mean tlie lire 
portrayed by Victor Hugo and Eugene Sue, of the drudg- 
ing, struggling, sinning Faubourg St. Autoinc, that hot- 
bed of indigeut insurgents; and upon the Rive Gauche, 
the Quartier Latin, the home of their reukless student 
sllies? Not so dii-efiil, it is true, as when Kugene Sue 
presented his vividly wrOughC picture to Louis Philippe, 
tlirough the mL-dium of his MynterFs rfe Paris. The in- 
auguration of llie present regime has done much toward 
ameliorating the morals of these arrondissemcnts, as I boou 
perceived while penetrating the forbidden preoinctB. 

Passing the brilliant siiops and liotela of the Rue de 
Rivoli, the equestrian statue of Joan of Arc, and the 
fountains into the Rue St. Antoiue, wliieh is still hroarl 
and brilliant, hut from which issue numerous contracted 
by-ways and alleys, dark and damp, lined by cloud-pierciug 
tenant-houses, grim and grimy, whose outer walls seem 
Bustained by huge boulders against whicli the wheels of 
our voiture grind as we ride through the narrow streets. 
Coarse, toiling, hunted, bloater] men are tilted all along the 
margin of the houses, in ragged bttie blouses, and stunted 
clay-pipes between their tobacco-stained lips. Dirty, half- 
naked children wallow at their feet and under the chairs, 
seeming to cradle pullntion and malaria in the folds of 
their scanty garments. A large lamp projects over the 
court entrance, and sheds a melancholy glow over tlie in- 
mates. Some of the women are drawing water in their 
large tin pails, while others are drowsing under the effects 
of anisette or ahsinthe. From the upper windows, fifth, 
sixth, and seventh stories, are glimmering rays that dis- 
play the toiling forms and anxious, famished faces of 
ial)oring females, some bending over lace frames, some 
working over tiny forges, weliling gold and silver wires; 
wliile other hands are soiled in the paint and glue of arti- 
ficial floral construction. The windows have long been 
strangers to water or brush, and cobwebs festoon the ceil- 
ings, hut along the sills are boxes of flowers drooping for 
want of sun and jiure air, and over the walls and blinds 
bean vines are wreatiiing llielr tendrila; a little feathered 
prisoner or a kitteii is seen, perched in many of these lan- 
guishing arbors. A steam of strong, young spring onions 
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emaiiales in regiilnr piifTs from the iuner Btories ami f 
iiicnleH llie attnoHpliere. The froiil slioiia of these h<iuj 
are alive with the ti'aHe oT energetic bihI suwiesaful li 
chand»; a col>blej', a tinsmitli, a blanchinxeuxe, or a 
taiirant, where the menQ coueists of leeks, radishes, boiiil 
Ion, and bnuilli, wiue, and liqueurs. These people 
ardiioiiHly straggling to make an hoiieBt, respectable li»i 
ing, so they may clothe and edncate their children, 
lilt them out of the slough of contamination. Bnt will the 
fruition of their humble, praiseworthy aspirations be real- 
ized? They are young now; hope and ambition are lusiy 
within them. The human buds are bursting in fast suc^ 
cession, but the soil is setoced with vims; the hnsbandmu 
may choose the sunniest, most sanitary spot in 
garden, hut will not contagion be conveyed, even upoi^ 
angels' wings, in the breath nf heaven, ami the limpid cur- ' 
rent of virtue, turned to irrigate and nurture the nascent 
plant, will guther the virulence of the sea through which 
it flows! 

Vice is qniek and virtue is slow to become root-bound in 
the embryo proeivated and nursed in an atmosphere of 
corruption. The lessons taught by example exert a more 
potent and permanent authority than theoretical ones, lind 
here the evil example ii . ' 

Often there is seen a young woman carrying a bundle,- 
perhaps a faded silk skirl, — &n old woman with a pilloi 
bolster, or a man with a din^y mirror issuing from the* 
courtyard ; they do not stop to chat with iheir neighbora 
ii|>on the corners, but cast stealthy glances right and left 
and hurry on. You wonder where they are going; their 
manner whispers that they are upon some secret errand 
bent. They all turn towaiil the northwest; you need not 
follow ; they are all tracing the one path, to the Mout-de- 
I'i^t^, in the Rue de Paradis du Temple. ' ' 
establishment, but is nothing more nor less than a i 
government pawnbroking office, whose prolits are devote 
to the support of charitublc institutions. It seems an ii 
congruous project. 

A few steps farther is tlie March^ du Temple, wbes 
liundreds of this same population are congi'e^ated to c 
haul and perhaps eventually purchase some of the s 
soiled, trumpery of this wonderful rag-fiiir. Thuy a 
the "vestments that Time filches away." Kcre, in one il 
compatible mass, are the cast off 
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— " Purple, iirineely gown, 
Of lilgh success; or enaa, like tnhva of down ; 
Or bnrBb denials, like the citmel's hair 
The Propbei wore ; or sable weeds of grief; 
Or amoolli white burial robea of last reliuf." 

And bere tlie vocabulary most largely patron izeii lienra 
a similiLiide to tlie riliAl'tiy and viliiperation of Loniion's 
Billingsgate. Such a vicinity, of course, is impregnated 
l)y thieves, grog-sliops, dance-iionses, gamliling houses, yet 
when I paarted through it was withal orderly in the ex- 

From the Fauhniirg St, Antoine, across tlie Pont d'Aua- 
tertitz, along the promenade of the Seine, [ entered the 
Faubourg Si. Qcrinain, where there exists another popula- 
tion thHn the Ultrninoulanists and Bourbons, which is 
much ollener seen thronging tlie slrecta, and filling the 
highways witli shout and revelry. On the line Duuphiu^ 
and the Bne du Bae, there still reside the offspring of the 
companions of Madames de Stael and Beeamier, it is true; 
hnt come into the retreats of tlie students and grisette of 
this Qiiarlier Latin, where the aristocratic, conservative 
incense liaa evaporated though decorum is preserved, and 
you will at iince oliserve its resemblance to the district we 
have just quilted on tlie right of the river. There is not 
Bo much sorrowful, starving poverty visible here; the l>y- 
Btreets are dark and the houses tall and dingy, but the 
Blndenta of art nnd medicine are fnll of animation and 
jollity, swaggering along, linked in each other's arms; or 
slopping to take a glass of wiue at the adjacent citbiiret, 
where the ai-coniit is only scored off once a month, when 
the stipulated allowance arrives from the doling parents 
in the far-away provinces; or going toward the OiUun or 
one of the c&f6 gardens, apparently liappy by the aide of 
his favorite grisette. 

The conceit 1 liad formed of this class of females was a 
vain delusion. 1 ha<l expected to see youthful, natty, 
sparkling coquettes, whose vocation it was to wink and 
blink, and waft a salute to every man whom fortune threw 
acroaa their path; I found neat, modest, confirmed, indns- 
trioua women, not at all calculiiLed to sway a man by their 
ravishing beauty nor sulitlely, lint created and trained for 
good housewives and vigilant inoiliers. 

The pictures of tliis section of the city were weird and 
bizarre, but not disagreealile. [f the undeveloped artist or 
embryo doctor was poor, and L'onipelletl to lead a studious 
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lire, Bini In sleep ii|> many pairs of stairs in a Btnffj' bad 
climnlM-'r, lliey eeumeil to Hfcept tlie inevituble {tliilosojjlii' 
.'nlly, nn<l emltruue the plua^anl opixrrluiiities of their lives 
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Tiiu ^risettes were tranquil and content. 

The foliage in the garden or the Luxemliourg seems 
forwl in its luxuriAnce fur this early season ; the ligbls 
flasli from the summer theatres, and the orchestras fill the 
nir with melody. 

In a little gloomy shop two women were picking rags; 
they were handsome creatures, with full white throats, 
from whieh their dresses were turnud batk, and crimson 
korehiefs were knotted over their bosoms; my gaze and 
flttt'Mtion were arrested by tliese anperb animals, with the 
dark liiminouB eyes and wealth of sable hair, set in the 
eitftitlltng frnme of filthy refuse; and as 1 lingered one 
Hung her Insty, polished arms about the other's nwk, and 
(Caressed her with a lover's ardent rapture, until the cheer- 
less hole glowed with the Are of passion and youth. To 
my oyes it was no longer the disnml home of the chiffon- 
ii)ire, but a heaven — or hell, God knows which ? — of deliri- 
ous ecstasy. 

It was Satnrdnj' night when I passed through these 
scenes, and this community seemed resting in tlieir orgies 
to siimulnte them for the morrow. YesT ii^nuday is the 
grand gala day here; it is the day of frolic and fun, excur- 
sions into the suburbs and wild sports in the city. 

As 1 fell asleep alter this experience, it was with these 
rellectious: what I saw liail instructed me; it taught me 
the lesson of strife and sin ; but 1 was eager for further 
cniiiitinn in this stratum of society. Intuition warned nie 
that there was much to lie yet unfolded. But liow to 
reach these fantastic marvels of Parisian life was the agi- 
tating disquisiliun I My desire grew into a passion, and 
IIS I pondered I became wroth with an iraiiginary tyrant 
who was thwarting my foolish whim. Soon, very soon, 
my sad fancy was aliout to be gratified, to my intense 
satisfaction and disgust. 

The next evening, Sunday, a eompany of six set out to 
visit the Cathedral of Notre Dame, We dismissed conAer, 
and applied for admittance at the great entrance of the 
western fnjade ; liere we received no answer, and loath to 
abandon our project, we applied at many other entrances 
■pS the eglme on the isle of Seine without success. We 
^' yaed over the parapet of Pont Notre Dame; in the calm, 
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even flow of the beautiful river was reflected tlie star- 
spangled canopy above, intensely blue at the zeiiilh, and 
fading gradually into a pale turquoise in tlie far west. 
Upon tbe massive atone bridges flickered rows of yellow 
ligbla, finding tlieir duplicates in the current below ; under 
their dark arches glided the boats with green and crimsoii 
lanterns, casting fore and aft long trails of phosphorescent 
light upon tbe gently roching ripples; the broad stone 
steps of tbe quay were clean and smooth by tbe constant 
lapping of the tame, sweet wa-ves. Oh! why do not hun- 
dreds of those wasting, languisbing creatures, wbo are 
pricking out their eyes witb tbe laue needles, or eking out 
a miserable existence in a garret bovel, come bere on such 
a night, and " sustained and soothed, wrap tbe drapery of 
their couch about them," and let the caressing billows 
dritl their spirits into the "slow and silent stream, Lethel" 

The fiacres, witb their poor ski n-and- bones horses stood 
along the river-banks ; the care-free students and gay com- 
panions were coming from their day's outing at Vin(.^en^es, 
Versailles, St. Denis, Neuilly, Sfevres, or SL Cloud, to ter- 
minate their spree at a jardin. Tbe proprietor of one of 
tbe skin-and-bone equipages stepped up to us, and queried : 
Bullierf 1 know 1 looked horrified. At flrst I tbought 
be was talking about soup or cold boiled meat; but the 
word contained fascination for me as I discovered tbat 
this mercantile driver wished to lake us to the great ball- 
room of tbe Quartier Latin. Of course the gentlemen 
answered and emphasized " non," the ladies appeared 
shocked, but still cocker lingered, as I questioned an Ame- 
rican resident in Paris regarding tbis enticing Bullier. 
Tbeu 1 thought it must be tbe sight of wbich I had been 
deprived the preceding evening, and, at length, we con- 
cluded to look at this show, as we would at any horrible 
curiosity ; so cocker won his suit. 

In a wide rather handsome street there was a blaze of 
gas-jets, a crowd of gartiins, youths, and heedless girls, and 
an orchestra in full blast; tbis was the Jardin Bullier. We 
obtained our tickets, two francs each, at tbe bureau, and 
descended a long flight of steps to an immense floor where 
tbe band played, and hundreds of animals, with human 
Buula, were mingling in tbe mazes of tbe dance. There 
was no botanical beauty in the garden, which seemed to 
extend in a complete circle around the hem of the salon. 

It was a narrow, gravel path skirled by withering pines 
in tuba ; here and there a grotto closed in by shrubbery, or 
14 
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a sheltered aihor. lint ihe auclicnce did not care for qttietj* 
eeqiieetered retreats; they preferred to bask in the full 
glare of the gaslight, and bacchanalian revel. Slovenly 
waiters were hurrying liy with little faralTes of cognau. 
All was wild and incoherent, but no one in a state of brutish, 
intoxication. , 

For a few moments we listened an<l looked at the fan- 
tastic scene around us. What we saw and what we heard 
I will not translate, for i 

"Into Htrange VBfrariea fell, ^M 

Ab thej would dance." ^ 

Every featnre of this human menagerie was nauseating 
in the last degree. Low, imbecile men ; miserable, dirty 
women, marked by the fiuger of disease and wietcliedness. 
There were no laces, nor paint, nor silk, nor jewels, or the 
atimuhis of champagne to hide the tarnished souls, the 
tattered reputation, and the decaying bodies of these poor 
children. But they danced, — danced wildly, as if impelled 
1)y a demouinc power, not caring what, or when, or how,, 
and I covered my eyes involuntarily and hurried 
with more anxiety than 1 had shown impoi'tunity to com^ 



LETTERXXXIV. 

" Whfin lovely wnmnn stoiips to folly. 
And fiiida too late that iticn batniy, 
Wbiit charm cua sootbe her melaiiclinlj, 
What art can wnab her guilt away !" 

OUVEK OOLDSKITR. 

Paris, May, 1878. 
When last I opened my diary it was to chronicle th« 
horrors of the vast human menagerie of the Quartier Latin, 
where I had seen the animals in the height of their satui- 
nalian sports on the Sahbatb. I never had a prepossession 
for a circus, a hippodrome, nor any of the curiosities or 
monstrosities contained in collections of wild beasts, such 
as educated hogs, — or uneducated, — armless girls, double- 
headed babies, brainless men, or heartless women. No I T" 
will not malign so grossly my sex by applying the epitlicj 
to the mongrel creatures who Hlled the Jardin BuUie$^ 
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;e. Nfttiire aii<] art have 

,0 heart to tvaiisfurm tlie 

11 seems to bave been 
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My experience in tliia bizarre apeeies bad been limited 
until tben, and though I do not regn^t the trial, as I favor 
tiie study of animate and inert nature in all its phages, 
one es|)enment contented me, and 1 shall penetrate no 
dee|>er into the revolting suliject, 

^gain it is Sunday night, and I come to speak of the 
beauties of the marvellous market of humanity, the Jardin. 
Mabille. 

Uuslil a lady friend is appalled because I suggest tlint 
we should tread these forlndilen paths. But why not? I 
query; had we not the day preceding visited Lux Hallex 
Centrales, and inhaled the incense of the Qoner bazaar of 
the Madelainef Why shadow in obscurity the fact that 
we enjoyed and studied this greatest, choicest, and most 
IxiwitL'hiug, yes, beantirul, most beautiful of all, — the 
market of human souls : tlie retreat of the nymph and the 
haunt of the sibyl 1 

Just off the Champs Elys^es ir 
is this emporium of fashionable vit 
labored hand in band and heart t 
nui'sery into a para<lise, and itivei 
exhausted in the construL'tion of grottos, groves, arbors, 
sequestered walks, and secret recesses. The ravines and 
cascades, gay parterres and gentle slopes, make an elysium. 
Five francs each we paid to enler this heaven of flowers, 
flounces, and furbelows. We arrived early, rather too 
early, for tiiongb the angels had trimmed and lighted 
thtir lamps, and nature's musicians were filling every 
nook and wave of air with s^eet melody, the candeli 
bordering the caf^ and the garlands of Chinese lanterns fes- 
tooned from branch to branch of the trees, were only dimly 
burning, and the orchestra was silent in the pavilion. 

Our advantage lay in this fact; we had ample time to 
loiter through the avenues anil linger upon the delicious 
features of the garden, while the fair votaries of fashion and 
pleasure were still employed donning the ravishing toilet 
designed to make the wearer's fortune, while annihilating 
that of some other ill-starred slater. Tlie cafS is quite a 
large and much resembling Proskaur's in our Fairraount 
Park. In the centre of the garden is a highly decorated 
aiuircular building for the accommodation of the baud, 
and about this nucleus cluster females whose loftiest aspi- 

' I to relieve a gentleman spectator of his hat by i 
intricate flourish of the left toe, while executing the vag 
ries of the van-can. 
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We found a comfortable seat in a rustic alcove, near the 
main entrance path, where 1 could observe all who entered, 
and very miiub entertained was I by tbe devices practised 
by the frail beauties upon their equally faithless prey. 
Occasionally a veritable old Darby and Joan couple from 
one of the near provinces would pass through the glitter- 
ing throng in a slate of bewildered admiration at all they 
heard and saw, without having the slightest conception of 
its meaning. It was better so; you know the old adage, 
"Where ignorance, etc." Had tlieae good, unsophisticated 
people suspected the perversion of the banquet, at which 
they were willing guests, they would have denied them~ 
selves the otherwise enchanting treat. Oftentimes a coun- 
try bumpkin, in loose shoes, short troweers, hands thrust 
into the very extremities of his jiockets, and mouth and 
eyes wide open, would stand in a stony attitude, gazing 
and marvelling at the splendor of these creatures, whose 
images God had formed after his own, and whose souls 
had been supplied by Satan with the covenant they should 
return to him after the casket had fallen into decay. There 
were many sightseers from strange lands like ourselves, 
and as the brilliant butterflies floated and swarmed amongst 
tiie flowers, tbe lights burned brighter, and the Inniug of 
instruments told tbe advent of the dance. 

The tide of strollers stopped, and by the laughs, and 
applause, and the shouts of the revellers I knew that fun 
and frolic were running riot. But I was loath to leave 
my little retreat, though anxious to witness the dance, yefc 
dreaded lest the exhibition might resemble the sad peiv- 
formance a week ago. 

When 1 did finally move towards the citadel of delight, 
the array of fashion, elegance, estravagnnce, and beauty 
that dazzled my eyes was eui-h as 1 had never dreamed, 
even in the wildest flights of fancy. The scene was, even 
to my woman's eye, more exquisite than any of the great 
picture galleries 1 had walked, though not quite so endur- 
ing, and the fragrance exhaled by the female flowers was 
equally sweet if not so pure as tlie bouquets of the market 
of the Madelaine. 

To see that most bewildering of all dances, the cav-can^ 
executed by Parisians, in Paris, and at tlie most arlsto^ 
cratic garden of its class in the world, would indeed be k 
fantastic sight for an American lady, and there were many 
there besides me. To procure a position close to the actors 
in the farce was now almost impoGsible, as the majority of 
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tbe pleasure-scekcra were oliiatereil .about tliem in a. serii'B 
of cii'uk's; so [ contented myseir in tlie backgroiiaH until 
some one satiated by the exeese of pusaionleas and garish 
sensuality consigned me a place ; and what a spectacle riv- 
eted my gazel 

Beside ine stood a night-blooming Cereus, excessively 
handsome and aromatic, in lemon tjoiored satin and gar- 
niture of bronze leaves, all of wliicli inevitably fade into 
nothingness as the daylight ajtproaehes. 

Before rae was another, a sweet moss-rose, in pale-pink 

»8ilk, a cream-cniored mantle embroidered, and a profusion 
of flaxen golden liaJr, appearing so gentle and modest, 
before some nide hand bad torn away from her fair face 
its hood of soft green innocence; the beauty of the full- 
blown flower had not been marred liy unmerciful brutality 
%o the bud, but in the eye there lingered the pensive, 
pathetic lustre of heaven's own dew. To this sweet plant 
niy heart yearned. I felt that she was no vulgar creation 
like the devil-may-care liiindrcds, not only a female, but a 
woman, young and beautiful now, struggling under a weight 
of ain and wrong, but sure eveutnally to Bll a penitent's 

Behind me reposed a glorious danjask rose, framed in 
black satin, and a bl.ize of diamonds upon her ample neck 
xnd arms, as hollow and heartless as a great hladder in- 
vented to float upon the foam of this most perilous sea. 

»The music ceased, and the audience dispersed, so I 
Beoiired my place at the revel. None of tlie elaborately 
Bttired lieanties partiuipated ; the dangers were without 
excejition of the lower, poorer type, and tlie men — well I 
I need not discuss the mate element; he who consents lo 
such an exhibition of himself is unworthy mention. 
As mucli has been wi'itten nbout the I^fabille Oardens 
ftnd against Ihem, as in regard to any oilier of the myriad 
Bins of the age; and yet the .ibused resort is always full 
during its season. You are told that it is not what it 
was; that it has fallen off; ih^t the world has gotten so 
much purer; and that people go to these glittering devil- 
tries DO more. All I have to ttay is that such is not my 
experience. An Ameriuan resident in Paris spoke of the 
large sums expended every year to add to its attractions, 
and, judging liy what I saw tiud heard, the money laid 
out, and the profits received, show that the business rewards 
the heaviest and most costly investment. It is not for 
me to draw the moral. I presume that nobody will uphold 
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tbia meretricioiiB plat 



ind that even its acolytes will not 



dare to defwnii the example. But what [iiizzles me ia that 
many persona who in Phi]a<^elphia and New York nonld 
run away from placea no better, and play prude and pre- 
cieian if even aaked to look in at a German tlieatre, or 
concert garden, or a bright aalurnalia like Gilmore's in New 
York, come over to Paria and boldly pay five francs for a 
Bight at the demi-monde, who flutter their atained lives in 
the doubtful penetralia, and walk the glittering dcclinea 
that lead down to inevitable Hades. And these Ameri- 
can Josephs and Clarimtas rarely go alone. They come 
in crowds. Sometimes the ladies veil their porcelain faces ; 
sometimes the men bide their pious brows ; but most fre- 
quently they gather in numbers, and when they return 
home they fold their hands in their laps, and raise the 
whites of tlieir eyes to heaven, and propitiate offended 
virtue by aaying: "it ia an awful place, that Jardin 
Mabille, and very naughty; but we wuut, like the rest of 
the world, just to see it for once, so not to have it said 
that we were afraid to follow the example of others." 



LETTER XXX Y. 

' He was a scholar, and a ripe and good oue ; 
Eiteeeding wise, fair spoken, and peranading ( 
Lofty, and sour, to Ihem Ibat loved him not, 
But to tliose n)en who sought him, sweet as sum 

Shakkbpkare. 



Pahih, May, 1878. 
A VEBr warm and almost American summer day decided 
me to make several calls, and I'eturn several visits, and as 
Sunday shines no Sabbath in the French capital, 1 did not 
hesitate to use the lirat morning in the week to pay my 
respects to an American family, whose home is on the 
beautiful and broad avenue Josephine. They had adopted 
the sensible plan, and occu|)ied the floor above the entresol, 
and as they had plenty of inoney and plenty of opportuni- 
ties, they were enjoying Paris to the full. As we drew the 
bell-handle towards us the great doors of the court flew 
back, and the concierge appeared at her little window. 
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Froni her we obtained tbe direction of our friend's apart- 
ments, and passed up a spaeious stairway of polished oak 
and walnut. We were admilted to tlie anteuhamber by a 
gentleman of sahle line, imported from "tlie States" as 
special natet de chambre. Tbe room was rather small and 
square, containing only several carved-walnut choirs and a 
table, but the floor gave evidence of IBe assiduous toil of 
the /rotleur. Here we left paraaols, ennea, lists, or any 
other awkward appurtenances by which we mi<;ht be encum- 
bered, before entering the grand salle. Our auspicious 
brother of the Filleenth Ameudnient ushered us into a 
salon, garish in its elaborate decorations in repotise of gilt 
and white and gaudy fifseoee. Very few works of art 
adorned tbe walls, except those painted in the panels by 
the deft, skill of tbe artist. The floor was covered by an 
expensive Axminster; filmy laces and crimson satin draped 
the deep embrasures of the casement-windows; and even 
the door-frames were of ornalu wooden fretwork tinted by 
delicate pigments and dazzling in gold leaf. 1 do not 
wonder that the richest come here, like Mr. and Mrs, 
Mackay, and other bonanza kings, to revel in these Old 
World glories and to squander their easily earned millions, 
and I am sure you will forgive me when I say, bad I been 
■ equally fortunate, I would have followed their example at 
I least for awhile. Tliere ia one trouble that would not 
' befall me. No glare and no novelty would ever alienate 
niy heart from my country. It is too true that many 
Americans who come to Paris on a short visit soon grow 
80 much fascinated with this luxurious capital, and there- 
fore out of heart with their own ways at home, as to he- 
come regular habitues; and this applies not only to tiie 
I very rich but to those who have very little money of their 
f own. There are countrywomen of mine to-day in this 
costly city, women of irreprnachable reputations withal, 
who resort to every sort of expedient, and even at times 
submit to privations simply that they may live a Bolie- 
mian's life among these agreeable strangers. 

Although the day was warm, tbe avenues were already 
crowded with carriages dashing out to the Bois, and the 
magnificent boulevards, jocuad with the wild and varied 
life of the bright metropolis; and I could well understand 
the witty remark of the superficial Frenchman when he 
said '^that tlie opulent barbarians had again taken posses- 
sion of liis luxurious Paris." Tlie occupants of the glit- 
tering chariots and shining caf^s and decorated highways 



^tt)fty l,l»#» KxliiMtioi^ UiJiiiT*«n**tii:H-:: «»• tdii^CfsiUiig: «uir wmy 
f Iff oM&/h ilf>' irh^irrful aiin4 .t^kjrOMuninicr tilki!rii](&. ^P4¥: tkiiifi <mefi4nr 

MMW MiM ('li)««f of tfiftt great aeadcsBjr^ aoii^ a StmaCajr fftir lift 
hf fill' l^fiMM'h AM«M;nilily« He 8dt«s ojb tiJfae nttAJk* iiostiitDiAmHir 
Hlfif-h ¥nm fittitutU't\ in 1630 by Fnunieiift I. cflkaittaaniiig: ttwiHiiDfp- 
H)Mi> i>liM)rt), MfMl «liMlin(<fjiftbed for i1t« BiMltiinrcs iiai MB^bOBjr,, 
iM^t^MMit hiiii(Mii^(?M, M. LalKfulayebiHMellirt&iEi^tiuii^tfi^^ 
i«V(>( V MiMMfHy, ^h<!fi ttie Senate is not nu sitatfOMii. wiiltfti ex* 
f|HUihi f|)At9M(Uit.ionM on Htu:U luterestm^ wmhjftft^ m& WaA- 
ihi<lHMjliM AuwiUmii (/Vin^titiitioD. Soer^cs. JuttratfCKSflUTp 
lb' Mi LMhoiilnvn liv(;ii in the simplicitj €>ir a cslHiiwatcd 
MhHlfhl Mtiit miholiiff titul the iilainness of bis fainulDare,i the 
IfMiHhil I'MiinmliHi of hJM bookH, bis soft towv aad gimtle 
fMMhiiM , Mil M iiiMrUcfl (iontraHt to the fre&b decoratMMi and 
imIIm>i litihlMiMiiti w(*l<'om(! of my American firiendsy was 
VMv llliii Ihn niitil.prp and quiet rooms of Ibe other g:reat 
Hhih I JMdl vlnll(M| III London, Dean Stanley, in Wcstmln- 
HiM .\Ii(m<v. Aim! wImmi M. Laboulaye said to me, in his 
tiM-iiil liMtlnii I'ln^lUli, "You Americans are ao rich," 1 re- 
li Ivtil II MO II rit|ii'nitcli of ntany of my ostentatious conn try- 
HMMMh M liulMMilityi% though, as every one knows* a 
fii HIM III |iMlilU'Mh, IooKimI niid was dressed like a priest; 
lii^ |<M.iiitii4ui<d lliii iiti'o cliHrm of liHtening intently to all I 
MMhl III iitj.l^ III liiM urit(M*riil (|(ieHtion8, Whether I had seen 
\Uh |i.4lillillliiiir Wliothor 1 liked Paris? How lonsr I 
iHliMidiil III ii'ihidnl' NVhrro 1 lived in America? And 
t^lM'Hiiii Ht« mmld do liliii tlio honor to come any Monday 
<Mid liMii lihti liithniil^ It. WHH all just as nice as it could 
I" \ Mild tvliKii I li«lv liU |)r(«NiMi(io 1 felt the influence of his 
iMiii. iliMiMi>u<i iHiiJ hohoHt oxHinple, precisely as if I be- 
iHiiuid In iliit I'ltMioli Kopuhlic myself, 

^'^ wii MiiPiMiMJ Iroiii tho (/ollo^e, the streets in that far 
»'ll ijiMiilliti wnUMpiito doKorttMl, as (juiet indeed as Phila- 
d»;lplihi MM u hiiim.v Sahhalh afternoon; so hailing a iJOiYwre 
>v»- vvim; iiiiijitil nil to iho Jardin des JMantes, opposite the 
Poiil. d'/\ii«UtiiiU. 'riiiH is one of the favorite resorts of 
tli»: pnpiilurit, u coiuhlualiou of every description of natural 
»pi.'i:iiiM:iiM, ipiittU and inert, and perhaps the finest botanical 
collixlioii III tliii world. 1 do not desire to be disloyal to 
fuMJiioii or to bitiuiUH', but 1 confess 1 have never been able 
I'M Join in the enthuMlaaiu of those who rhapsodize over a 
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irildernees of monkeys, or go into ecatasioe over cages 
filled with lions, tigevs, leopards, or regard a coIosbaI ele- 
l^liant or awkward tiippopoLamus with special devotion. 
To me far more interesting than these curious and savage 
creatures, were the thousands of French people gatNered 
to rest themaelvea in these rural retreats, and permitted to 
enjoy animate and inanimate nature gratuitously hy favor 
of the French Government. 

Tel! me not of the vice and vulgarity of the Paris million, 
and of the cruelty of its so-called common people when 
their wildest passions are let loose. Wherever I have seen 
them, in their koines, in the streets, at the Exhibition, in 
their churches, or in places of amusement, they have cap- 
tured me by their politeness and cleanliness, by their kind- 
ness to old people, their love for their children, and tlieir 
invariable temperance; all of which qualities are as dis- 
tiuutively French as they are distinctly different from the 
woi'king classes in London. 

Much of this contrast arises from the intuitive love of 
the French fiom infancy for flowers, pictures, music, dress, 
comedies, and all that is artistic and grai!eful. They will 
detect B, false note in an orchestra or a singer, or point out 
an error in a statue, with a polite shrug, and I have often 
noticed that the commonest workingman evinces as much 
genuine delight in high art as the conceited empiric who 
saunters tbrongh the galleries of the Louvre or the Palais 
Luxembourg. 
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LETTER XXXVI. 

"Mnrtality, behold a.nd fear, 
Wlml a dintige of flesh is liere I 
TlilDk bow many roynl bones 
Sleep within Hiese heaps of sionesl 
Here they lie, had realms and lands, 
Who non want strength to stir their handa, 
Where from Uieir pulpits aeal'd with dust 
They preach, ' In greatuesB ia no [rust.' 
Here'B an acre sown indeed 
With the richest, royal lea I seed 
That the earth did e'er sock In 
Bince llie first man died fur sin ; 
Here the bones of Lirth have cried, 
' Though gi-ids they were, as men they died 1' 
Here are sands, ignoble things, 
Dropt from the rui n'd aides of kinga ; 
Here's n world of pomp and stale 
Buried in dust, once dead by fate." 

Pbancis Beadhoht. 

Paris, May, 1878. 
I LINOBRBS in the Place de la Concorde on my way ta>%| 
Ihe Udlel des Invalidea tliie morning, and i 
touched the B[imy uf llie fomitaiiis inlo radiant prisma and 
^torifltid the inonulitli of Luxor, 1 thought of the past. 
The nuptial pageant of Marie Antoinette, termiimtiiig in 
the sad catastrophe of a panic-atriul<en multitude, followed 
scarcely more than two decades after by the humiliation 
and execution of this same beautiful l)ut pi-odigat queen; 
the horrors of the Keign of Terror, and the severed heads 
of Charlotte Cordny and Robespierre, trampled under the 
feet of the sans culoltei; the demon populace saturating 
their kerchiefs in the Ijlood of their guillotined king, and 
the women knitting while they participated in the Imibnric 
carousal; all these crowded into my mental vision almost 
as vividly as the Egyptian hieroglyphics on the tablets of 
the Obelisk. The statues of the eight important cities uf 
France: Lyons, Marseilles, Bordeaux, Nautes, Rouen, 
Brest, Lille, an<l Stiasboiirg_tlie last, alasl French no 
hinger — blazed like shining demigods this brilliant day. 
To my right, at the lop of tbe line Royal, in all its pathetic 
majesty, were the dark peristyle and hoveriui; angels of tlie 
Madclainc, with its patron saiut as the central Bguie of 
the tympanum, where the Last Judgment has been wrought 
in atony alto-relievo. She is in an attitude of intercessiuu 
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with Christ for the aonls of the contieraned. Before me, 
through the leafy artior of the Chflmps Elysfea, rose in 
perspective the Arc de Triomph, the nolile nmniimeiit pro- 
jected by Napoleon as a cenotaph to the triumphs of the 
I'rench, and only completed by Loiiia Philippe in time for 
llic cortege bearing the corpse of hira whose life's chapters 
may be read from its walls, to p.iFis under its arches on the 
fray to the restiDg-place prepared amongst the veterans 
he 'loved so well. 

Crossing the Pont de la Concorde, I turned towards 
this magnificentiCatafalque of the Corsican conqueror. The 
gilded dome was the fii'sl splendor that dazzled me as we 
vame into the fair city, and this was my third attempt, ow- 
ing to a negligence of the hours of admission, to gain ad- 
mission to its magnificence. 

Nflpoleon Bonaparte seemed to permeate the very atmo- 
spiiere of the Hdtel des InvalLdea; nil nature seemed to 
breathe his name in a liuafa of reverence. The npprnach to 
the glittering tomh \s by alreeta hallowed by the names of' 
Vauban and Varenne, and as you pass thrriugli the garden 
where tbe veterana are drowsing under branching shade- 
trees, or planting little plots of flowers, you forget that 
this haven was not prepared by the first Consul for his 
scarred and crippled warriors. There ia not a thought for 
liouis XIV, who really founded the hospital for the infirm 
■nd aged fighting men of France; every sigh, and every 
thrill, are for the sorrows and triumphs of tlie incompara- 
ble emperor, general, and stateaman. You may say his 
sad end was only a just retribution for his repudiation of 
the sweet woman wlio led him on to fame and empire; but 
do you not think his dread expiation was continually at 
work upon liim through the interminable liueof cormoi-auts 
who fed and flourished on his power, and finally dragged 
him down? I was first impressed by the hazy, golden 
light that veiled the high altar, and hung over the royal 
crypt in the chapel. It seemed like the holy incense around 
an ascending spirit. An intense stillness filled thechurcb. 
Many foreign visitors, toiling men and boys, who bad lain 
down their instruments of labor for a few moments, and 
bourgeois women and cliildren, stood about the throne of 
the military deity. The men uncovered their heads as 
they passed the portals of tbe sanctuary, the boys stepped 

, lightly over the mosaic laurels that wreath the amaranthine 
-tiles of his victories about his bed, a mournful glamour 

l^^tliered in the eyes of tbe veteran soldier as he leaned 
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over tlie urn of porphyry, and instinctive devotion fell 
upon the wliole gazing and voiceless conconrse. 

Down a broAil stainvay we passed to tlie entrance of the 
vault. Over the doors, siij>ported by caryatides, I saw the 
last characteristic request of Napoleon, that his "ashes 
might repose upon the banks of the Seine, in the midst of 
the people he loved so well." How precisely has his testa- 
ment been fulfilled! About him are garlanded his con- 
quests; over him wave the banners of the conquered foe; 
in trausept and nave ara the remains of general or brother; 
and guarding the tomb are the sepnlchral urns of his loyal 
Marshals Duroc and Bertrand. There is a constant How 
of worshippers about the sarcophagus. 

The memory of Louis Xapoleon is as cold and dead in 
the republican capital as if his hands bad never held the 
reins of government ; there is no regretful sigh fur the fair 
Eugenie, whose beauty illumined the Tuileries, radiated 
the boulevards, and shone upon theBois; whose vaulting 
ambition hurried Maximilian to his final compt, and im- 
posed the crushing crown upon the brow of the benutiful 
Carlotta, tbaf holds' reason prisoner. The French have 
even furgutten that the blood of the sleeping hero trav- 
eraed the veins of the late emperoi'; all their tears are for 
the " Little Corporal." 

The mourners come from strange lands and the far-off 
French provinces to revere the great soldier. All around 
were signs of the Republic ; all around were souvenirs of 
the new liberty, and, within view, the grgup of Eshibitlon 
Palaces designed and completed by the B-epublic. But 
still the French masses idolize the "lieutenant of artillery." 
Other dj'nasties have risen and faded out of sight; other 
heroes have had their little day and have been furgotten ; 
but the name and fame of Bonaparte are the uusetting 
stars in the empyrean of France, 

Our next visit was to the celebrated Parisian necropolis. 
From the Hdtel des Invalides, in the extreme west portion, 
to the cemetery, on the eastern confines, was a ride of 
quite an hour, through the Boulovarde St. Germain, washed 
by the blood of the Bourbons, and past the Hue du Bac, 
for the gutter of which ttie diplomate in petticoats had 
sighed when in exile at Coppet, sun-ounded by her vice- 
regal court. Then we crossed the Seine, and looked upon 
the ruined mass of the Hdtel de Yille. I vainly sought 
the window at which our friend Lafayette presented Louis 
Philippe to the people nearly fifty years ago, and the room 
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in which Louis XTI spoke almost a iiunrlied yenra since, 
crowDuii with the cap of liberty, soon to ha dragged to an 
ignominious death. In ttie Place de la Bastille there was 
a throng of ouoriera. Only tlie lofty Column of July 
marks the graves of the vietims of the commune of 1830. 
No stone remains of the old prison to tell the story of the 
wretched creatures who languished in their living graves, 
only to be released for their execution ; but the quartier is 
etitt, apparently, populated by tlie same elements that de- 
vastated their glorious Paris by shot, and shell, and swoid, 
and Are in 1789, 1793, 1830, 1848, and 1871. 

From this broad square, covering the ashes of six hun- 
dred and fifteen martyrs, we emerged into the moat curious 
of all the fantastic sights in thia kui generis city, the Hue 
de ta Roquette, where the merchants of the co.atumea and 
tributes of the dead maintain their bizarre competition. 
Tliia street leads directly from tlie nortbeastern limit of the 
Place de la Bastille to the world-renowned Pere La Chaise, 
It is flunked with ateliers or stuccatos of monumental 
Biatuary, immortelles, and funeral ofTbrings. This ghostly 
traffic is peculiar, because so ninny shops, nil selling /ao- 
simile articles, should be grouped in one block without the 
alternation and variety found in a thousand other empori- 
ums in other sections, but when I had passed row after 
row of these stalls and still met not the slightest change 
in the character of the merchandise, I could not coax myself 
to believe that this was a business from which men derived 
remuneration, but a museum for the edification of visitors. 

But the Rue de la Roquette was no longer an object of 
speculation to me after entenng the mighty home of the 
dead. It is one vast collection of mausolea and sarcophagi. 
There are very few graves, as in our places of burial, and 
in the chapels, and about the tombs, are strewn wreaths of 
natural Sowers, pa^r-flowers, and muslin flowers ; tm- 
mortelles composed of black and white beads strung 
upon wire and formed into every description of re- 
ligious and appropriate device, all of which are constantly 
renewed from the market in the streets outside. The 



photographs of entire familie 
were placed as souaemm upo) 
perpetual light glorified the n 



s bearing loving inscriptions 
II the altars, and frequently a 
arrow beds of clay. 
I pondered long before one of the countless sanctuaries 
in the central aisle — it was not the tomb of a celebrity, at 
least not one of those bright stars of fame whose lustre 
e luminous with added years — peering through 
16 
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tlie iron door upon tlie moaaic nltar, and silver candelabrfl, 
the marble Boor and supei-b purple velvet altar clotli, the 
paintingi>, and vanes, and nnanuals, all otferings upon the 
grave of the dpparterf, evidently a dead Croeisiis. Some- 
times the bridal nrealh, or commimion garland, or the 
broken doll, or llie war sword is laid by ihe aide of its 
former owner. It was toitdiingly realistic and full of 
lore for the dead. 

Opposite was the tomb of Rossini, of pnre white stone, 
rather unostentntions in tbe interior. He died only a few 
years since. In the flrnt avenue, diverging from the right 
of the broad path, is the tomb of the great Uebrew who 
thrilled two continents by her almost snpernatnral jior* 
trayal of the dark passions of hatred and revenge, bnt 
possessed none of the gentleness tliat gives wouiiin her 
greatest charm — Rachtl, In the same section was the 
opulent sepulchre of the princes of Mammon, the golden 
Kollischilds. 

A few steps to the east ia the classic cynosure of all the 
romantic, love-languishing Romeos and Juliets who visit 
this sweet place of repose — the eenotaph of Ali^lard and 
Meloise. And here they stand, and weep, and sigh, and 
meditate. As I watched tliese double Nioiies, I marvelled 
if they knew tbe correct version of the lives they mourned. 
The pair have been deified by generations. And to what 
end ? Perhaps to incarnate the deceitful precepts of a false 
jihilosopliy. Ahl it has ever been so. Magdalene is a 
saint; the thief who repented with his expiring breath, an 
an^el; Abraham, who turned the wronged Ilagar and her 
oirs|jring vagrants upon the world, a holy patriarch ; Solo- 
mon, with his hundreds of concubines, the scriptural 
eavant ; Judith, the murdei'ess of Holofernes, a heroine; 
Catharine, the Russian Faustina, a queen ; the incestuous 
Lucrezia Borgia, the theme of the troubadour; and the 
names of Robespierre, Nero, Henry VlII, Bloody Mary; 
flaming meteors upon the Listorical horizon! 

Prom there we fell into an avenue of graves, planted 
over with fresh, rank sward, shadowed by weeping willows, 
and marked only by a while or granite headstone. I liked 
the solemn, umbrous shadows, and the peaceful hush, and 
the soft, sighing rustle of the leaves, better tlian these daz- 
zling tombs and spectacular decorations. And as I saun- 
tered tlie olitim and sweetness of tlie spot enveloped me 
like an incense. On my path towards the ohajiel I inad- 
vertently stumbled upon tlie grave of Ledru Rollin, the 
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Kepublican leader of the last empire, who flew to England 
after failing in an attempt to prevent llie Emperor froni 
sending troopB to aid in re-estubliiihing the Pope. At the 
end of twenty years lie returned to his native country, and 
though endeavoring to avoid polities was thrust into the 
arena, and by a greater constitLienoy than ever was elected 
to the Assembly, where he took hia seat upon the Extreme 
. Left, and pleaded universal suffrage more impressively 
L -tiian formerly. His grave was laden with the otTeringe of 
I his party, and bound in the tricolors of France. 
F On the right of the church are the mound and monument 
of Casimir P^rier. The display of monumental splendor 
was attractive, but there were no democratic otFeringa from 
the masses upon the clay that covered the peacemaker, like 
those cast at the feet of the revolutionist. In this locality 
are a group of dramatic and musical celebrities, as if seek- 
ing congenial companionship in the grave — Bellini, Gr^lry, 
Boeildieu, Cherubini, Chopin, and Talma. When 1 met 
the name of Constant 1 involuntarily looked for the next 
one to be De Stael, but, alas I 1 recollected bow many roods 
separate these two in death who were so eliiae in life. 
These lives are ever combined in my mind by llie weaitli of 
love and intellect with which this strong woman oppi'eascd 
her ungraceful lover. She prompted his orations in the 
Assembly, and wound her arms about his neck until he was 
satiated by the excess of favor. Marshals Ney, Lefdhvi-e, 
Massena, Devaust, and Mortier, with the old voluptuary 
Barras, form a magnificent array. In the extreme north of 
the cemetery 1 found Balzac, the naughty novelist, close to 
the limits of the fosine communen or public graves. 

There was a procession of Catholic girls clad in white, 

with long while veils falling over their faces and forms, 

and borne by six of tlieir companions was a little wliite 

coflln, while the others carried candles to light the little 

L. Boul through the dark path to heaven. Two holy fathers, 

■ in sable gowns, carrying rosaries, and repealing the office 
I* of the dead, walked at their sides. It waa only the 
' burial of a poor little mortal, who had come to reat at last 

nmongst the hei'd, still how sweet and suggestive it was. 
Yet in the city so populated by the dead how lew were the 
living persons. But the French are as loving to their dead 
as they are to the living, and odd enough, if the Commune 
hills its heealomhs, tliere is a splendi<l burial for ail. 

Much as 1 had ever loved tliese cities of tlie dead at 
home, my foreign experience waa still more affecting. I 
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was ]nalh to quit tliu sublime rest aud beatitude fount] 
only here. I wandered amongst graves, and mauaolea, and 
naked niouiids; studied tlie history of great luminaries, 
wlioee lustre had been eclipsed, alasl too soon; and though 
Bad will) the experience, filled with an ineffaceable memory. 
Vkru La Chaise was converted into an extra-mural ceme- 
tery in 1804, and took its name from its former owner, the 
confessor of Louis XIV, and is of its kind without a peer 
in Europe, though wo have many as beautiful in America, 
yet nunc so entirely novel. It is a sanctuary for the quick 
and tlie dead, n pbice of graves, but a source of contrast, 
in our country do not follow our departed like those 
volatile and vohi|)tuou8 Latins. They are often at the side 
of their loved ones gone, and many a tomb is a second 
liome, many a vault an altar, many a shrine as familiar as 
eside. Here, as in all cemeteries, you gather the great 
philosophy ofthc emptiness of liumau ambition, and the sub- 
stantial value of love and literature. The soldier comes here 
tired of the blood and smokeof battle, too often foi'gotten by 
those be has served. The stateaman finds in Fere La Chaise 
a panacea for his bafHed ambition. As I thought of all 
these liroken hopes and buried fortunes, these failures in 
love, in money, in station, and in deeds of surprise and 
empire, 1 felt ngiiin that the happiest and the most endur- 
ing of lives, and tlie sweetest of denLhs, came from the tried 
attachment of devoted friendsliip, aud the euduriug solaee 
and holy solitude of books. 
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LETTER XXX Vir. 

" Speak law I tread snflly llirnujjh llieae halls ; 
Here Genius lives enslirincd ; 
Here reign, in silent majesty, 
Tlie monarcba of the miud. 

A might; Bpirit-host they come, 

From every age and clime ; 
Above the buried wreclffi of years, 

They breoBt the tide of Time." 

Anna C. Lynch Biitta. 
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ii|)On art, how mnny iiosseas tlie actiml requiaileH I 
task? One in tiju tLoiisnnd lias pcrliaps on]}- truly ntid 
uonscientiously ftiidied llie ri&e nnd progress of patiiLiii^ 
in tlie great European art centres; yet tim dJBHerlations of 
the wliole thousand upon the great Ihemc arc loud and 
pretentious. They talk of tones of shade, gradation cf 
colors, com pie ID en t a ry hues, contrasts and eombinations, 
of jiropei'ly selecting, bleuding, and balancing pigments, 
with Judieial gravity. Then they dritl into discussions of 
form, and after a leclinical manipulation of figure the un- 
travelled and untaught render is forced to believe at the 
end of the preachment that eai'h critic is a genuine ann- 
toniieaK and chrouiuLic professor. But as we probe the 
examples we find the professur's vocahuinry stereotyped 
and stinted. The siinie generic terms, with slight modidii- 
tion, are applicable in every tlieory, and with the acquisi- 
tion of these few si-ientific phrases the dogmatic connois- 
Beur presumes to beooine an ornule of art. 

Because I have passed several mornings in the Musee 
du Louvre I shall not assume to classify or censure any 
of the several scliools. It is a vast, bewildering panorama, 
where the masters of all the nations are grouped into one 
bouquet of infinite grandeur. 1 thought I could compre- 
tieiid it while enveloped in its transcendent glamour, but 
BOW, in the seclusion of my boudoir, the chnos of ideas 
warns me to study each (liuture again and again, before 
forming even an unspoken coni^eptinn of its merits. 

Having followed the river facade along tlio Qnai du 
Louvre, and having the window pointed out from which 
Cliarltis IX Bred upon his own people (which I afterwards 
15* 



Ill l'I<7lllE» AM- ]^.41TKAIT^ 

hi <1 lift«l ri'it l«-«ri huilt uiiul lOTiir afier the perfidioo8 

ii.i.ii.in li > ill ntii ! . ntr turiK-i i uu* lUf Kuf (Hf Krvoli. where 
II. I i.'ii:ii |»ili' m c-«{iiail\ i3i|K»^in£. lUfjinu l>v Fniicis I 
•ill I I ln> Ml tun from Itnlv. burLiup wilL ibe firt? of re nauf- 

r , ii III I nine I til* pretest fi*r r^'Val «ixj*eudiiur€: in manj 

biiitiiiliiiu ici;:tih. an«l now. mfWr tbt- additioD of wingfi, 
•Hill I'lii ilifii. niiil Ar<-lif-fr. and rcKifs, ibis gorcreous tor of 
Hit ii\nnt«iu*i« iH <iti«' of tlie grandetkt axTgregrates of archi- 
ll •< hi i iin ilif I fill hi I }fl(il*<-. With fi'iich advisers and artiBts 
•ift I tiiaii, Hitiiini. ija Vinei.dt-I Sarto. CelliuL aod Ro- 
IK. III. 1. Miili bill li |i:itronH Hs iLe FiaDcisef^, HeDFT 11 and 
I .idi.tihif lit* Mi-diri, Ihane de P^iitiers, the luxnrioos 
III III \ 111 iiiiil 1 V, Louis XIII an<i Mazarin, and the grett 
N.i|Mili nil, %oili till* rri)»|M*ry of Louis Philippe, and the 
..iii>|iiriiii iiin nf 1 lii« liiif Ktnp(?ror. it seems even more com- 
(li ii .lint ulnihitiii lu'catiHc* it esca|)ed the perilous crisis of 

1 ••! nil till ^t•l|^N Napoleon Bonaparte made of this 

IK 1 1.1 £* uilliiH till* )iri(tc of Parin and the marvel of other 

iiaii..iih, ii\ i-Miiriiii lilt iii^ lu>i*f» from all the puhlic deposi- 

i.'iii.-i III ml hi tlir coiititriffH lie had ravas^d and con- 

i|Miii.t. iliiii iiiMhiri pic(M*H in bronzes, marbles, canvas^ 

i.i|.t ..ii > . .tiiil pii't'iiitiN Ntoiu*8. Wherever his victorious 

i.ittiti I li.ul iLuiIimI III* hoiiglit, and found, and seized the 

• It. .1.1.^1 pioiliirin III' Jininiin genius, alike those of the 

r.t^;.iii.^. ilir liiiiiiaiin, tlio (jrcelvH, and the Teutons, alike 

iiMi.'i: nl ili« iiiiilillf iMKN tiN oftlio renais»8ance^ SLud placed 

Mil lit hi (In- l.iKivir^ ^^llu•ll \\v. ostentatiously called the 

IN. i|. .ill nil MiiMMiiii. For (irtcfn years, as 1 have said, this 

tiMi I itiii liiiitiiif ilu' lodosiiir of Kuropcan admiration, 

i.liil. Ilu: {.hiinlrint ('iipittiU of I uly, Germany, Austfis, 

.III. I tiMM.^iii. iiiiinniiMl tlio loMH of tlieir chiefest treasures. 

i III .liiiiihudiuii III \\\v all coiupioring Corsicsn seemed to 

Im: II i.lii.-ipiiiiil Hihl t'tt'iiml. Ilo WAS the Colossus that 

Im. iniitr. Ilu- ciiiili, au>l >\ liou Ntraiigors came to look at 

itn .ii: imiMpii i/i./.- ./'innwv, rilhMl Iron) the dazzling palaces 

i,\ .luliitiinl iiiiiiiaiiliM, Ilu*y ooiuvivod a new idea of the 

iii.i|i:.ih "I il»»* iii*'pi«''''»il»l«' MoldiiM*, who carried the eagles 

lii I laiiii: hniii till- Siino to llio Tihor, and from the Danube 

hi 111!-. Iin^ttu InmiUT iif tlio MusiMivito. Yet in a few 

hiiiiii iiionthis I hi'* hrij»ht ihvani hud faded. Waterloo 

hhIimI bin im-ltMnir fiiivrr. The inagio fighter became a 

lii^iiivt!, tliin a giio^t, and finally a prisoner, who died 

upon a roik in tlio Mra. Then tbe roseued kings of the 

dttHpoiliMl v'w'wH nisbnl into l*iiris to demand ihe restora- 
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tton of tlieir ]iiir«red ireaenrcs, and ransttcked tlic Lnuv 
for the priceleBS gills that ha<l been placed ttiere, as tlje 
Man of Destiny vainly liojied, forever. 

Such were my Aral sad impresaions as I aaniitered along 
the bright and teKaellateil floors of the Louvre, the theatre 
of brilliant pageants, dark pLots, happy love, and royal 
license. It is the plaoe to realize equally tlie power and 
inttigniflL-ance of man, the length of his genius, and tlie 
ahortness of his life. There are said to be Ave miles of 
galluries under ihe-roofs of these jirodigious palaces of the 
tionvre, and my immediate and harassing thought was my 
utter inability to traverse tliem. Tlie brilliant, deep-toned 
frescoes of the ceilings, framed in their garlands of repouese 
and gold, first chained my attention, hut as I beoame 
accustomed to their garish beauty I could distinguish the 
various schools and pii'k out tlie gems. 

Who could pass unnoticed the " ISelle F^rroniere," of da 
Tinci? Perhaps I lingered longer by it because I knew 
the story of the last and best-beloved favorite of Francis I, 
and how tbe artist had expired in the King's arms, after 
bequeathing to posterity the cimste and beautiful features 
of his sweet amorosa. Or wlio neglect the "Belle Jardi- 
niere," of Raphael; or the Ecru Homo aud Magdalen of 
Guido? With the Venus de Milo, and Jean Qoujoii's 
eelebraled Diana, an enduring tribute to his celebrated 
patroness, these are the univei'iial magnets. 

The early French art is nothing more than a close tran- 
scription of tbe Italian schools, as the finest specimens of 
Claude Lorraine, Poussin, Fr^minet, and Vernet bear tes- 
timony. Poussin, perhaps the greatest of French masters, 
studied his art in Kome, and his style is strongly imbued 
with tbe spirit of renaissance. Le Sneur ivas tbe first of tbia 
galaxy who circumscribed his duties to Paris, and though 
lie lelt some fair models of his labor, his star was eclipsed 
by bis aspiring rival, Le Brun, who fulloweil the school of 
Pouasiii, Still later the studies of Watteau, Greuze, and 
David seem to have inaugurated and fixed in pertoanent 
fame the present French choice of forms and the mode of 
treating them. 

Certain it is the modern French possess none of the 
pathos and direful beauty of tbe early Italians, The latter 
were possessed with a so.ul for depicting wol'ul resignation 
and appealing grief, harrowing lamentations and painful 
meditations ; while the former portray nature in it9 mature 
glow of luscious life and loveliness. I had read much of 
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the Spniiisb type, Yalasquez and Murillu, Ijiit I coiifeRS 
fieely so far in my exjierieiice I diviiie no beaiily ; the 
femalea ins ttressed me as tvaveabies on an eccentric oHgi- 
Dul, anil tlie male flgures as f)er<3e, fantustio, and unreal. 

In tile itubens gallery I was dnzed by the number and 
size of bis works; even with his renowned assistants he 
seemed a supernatural worker. Fifty or nixly historiual, 
iiiylhulogieal, and seriptural rcpresenlationB, each measur- 
ing 10 X 16, were conspicuous for their Ijoldness of outline 
and radiance of coloring. These alone' are self-evident of 
the indefatigable energies of tlieir creator, to say nothing 
of the hundreds that grace every gallery and palace, and 
many private homes tliroughout Europe. 1 notice that 
he was fond of sketching himself, and into all liis " H'lly 
Kamilies" were woven the portraits of his iiitidred. His 
twenty productions relating to the career of Marie de 
Medici are regarded as valuable studies for acolytes ; this 
aalon was thronged by copyists taking miniature models 
of the great antiEy|>e. 

The ajiartmenta devoted to faience, majolica, carved 
ivories, tena-cotta, and della Kobbia baa-reliefs struteh far 
away in interminable array. But one has not the time to 
linger here and study fine arts and history ; the wealth of 
the first seems to be continually elbowing the last from its 
equitable pedestal. As 1 pSHSed down the steps wbere 
Coligny had passed, an honored guest, at a nuptial feust, 
two days before he was overta.ken by traitorous pL-rflrty of 
the king, the bell of St. Germain I'Auxerrois sent forth a 
silver music that would have fallen melodiously ujKtn the 
"'hollow of mine ear" had it not been marred with the 
recollection of the signal for the commencement of the 
bloody carnival on the appalling St. Bartholomew's day, 
three hundred years ago. 

But now sentinels listlessly patrol their round, and the 
troops idle upon the square—-' the wars are done, the Turks 
are drown'd." 

Directly opposite the Louvre, across the Seine, is the 
Palace Luxembourg, containing of modern art what its 
royal neighbor holds of mediKval. The sward was fresh 
and smoothly cropped, the palace and its parterres alive 
with visitors, the marble heroines and patron saints, which 
glisten like white ghosts through the gardens, crude and 
grosisly uusymmetrical, and the luxuriant foliage of the 
glossy lemon and orange treeB in the green tubs skirting 
the plots, made a moat touching drama. The children played 
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wliile the students pRileyed. There was neither sigh nor 
whisper, rec&ll nor rebuke, of the profligate life uf Marie de 
Medici under tlieae roofs, or her wretchedly penurious 
ending in Cologne. There is no token of the crafty Riche- 
lieu upon the white marble bridge Hurosa the stagnant water 
of the canal below, which he so often trod from the Pnlais 
Cardinals. There is no footpri nt of the Qirondina who lan- 
guished within the walls that had vibrated, and were again 
destined to resound with the mirth and madness of civil war. 
Yes, only a little later and the regal halls were filled by 
Ibe luscious, extravagant, intellectual houria of the seraglio 
of Barras. From her prison Josephine de Beanharnaia 
yfAB transported to this parndise, and from hence her 
ascendency to queen and empreas was steady and speedy. 
Jn those troublous days women were more magnanimous 
to each other than in the calm of a conservative govern- 
ment. The intimxcy farmed in the dungeon of Carmes, 
between Madame Tallien and Josephine, resulted in tlieir 
becoming the nnjealous favorites of the Director Barras. 
It was Tallien who brought the widow of Benuharnais to the 
ruler, and ao sincere was the feminine friendship she entKr- 
tained for lier friend, that she was quite willing that Joseiili- 
ine should share with her tlie affections and protection of 
the republican voluptuary. There is no trace now of the 
debauchery and revelsof the beautiful woman in her Greek 
costume of India mnsliu embroidered in gold, golden girdle 
fastening the classic toilet about the waist, and rare cameo» 
upon her shoulders, nor of the witty, racy, yet gentle 
empress in pcrspeelive; nor of Lango of the Com^die 
Frangaise, except what is retitored by memory, oflen at 
once trustful and hurtful. 

Subsequent to the gay saturnalia, Lnxemboui'g was the 
seal of the Imperial Senate, and under Louis Philippe the 
meeting of the Chamber of Peers. Here Louis Blanc con- 
gregated the socialists, and now it is the home of the Prefect 
of the Seiue. 

An old country like France, with its great benefactors 
and rulers, its artists and its tyrants in their graves, each 
leaving behind nothing alive, ao to speak, hut the enduring 
memories of had deeds or the lasting monuments of nobie 
works, is the study of the ages. Over tiieir marble sar- 
cophagi we recall these authors of evil and of good, and 
so collect from the retrospect at once mournings and ho|>es. 
Oddest of all, most of the wrongs of the past were the pro- 
duce of French kings, and so also were the lovely works 



118 PICTUltES AND 

of art they encouraged and paid for. Perhaps it seems to 
liave betn reserved tliatastbey planted in blood and tears, 
the harvest in the fulness of time should be gathered hy a 
republican posterity, whose aneestors these tyrauta hiuiled, 
impoveriabed, aud forced to fight for thein. 




LETTER XXXYIII. 



—Up the chealnut alley, 
All in flower, so wliito and pure, 
Slrol. the red anil yellow lacqiieys 
01' this Madame Pompadour." 

Thornbort. 

Paris, May, 18' 
Keplectino upon it now, in the sweet French starlight, 
the whole of my visit to Versailles was a fiaxvo. I found 
the seat of politieat government as dull as Goldsmith's 
"Deserted Village," and wbat added to the dulness was 
the unexpected absence of the statesmen from their legis- 
lative hall. Yet tUe railway route was full of interest; 
the scenery, the habits of the people in the antique villages, 
the old palaces, the sliupa, caf&», and places of publiu wor- , 
ship, were all studies. J 

We psased through a perfect arbor of perfumed flowerfe4 
and grasses, chateaux gleaming through the dense foliage; 
the splash of frequent fountains; silent statuary, as if on 
guard against intruders; wliile-capped women thronging 
the streets of the hamlets contrasted with blue-hloused 
men driving great horses and oxen ; females in short petti- 
coats and sabots, bending over the gardens where the vege- 
tables of voracious Paris are grown ; now and then a priest, 
in long serge gown and shovel-hat, would cross the scene, 
like a figure from the seventeenth century, and occasionally 
a soldier like a Lilliputian image would strut past like an 
actor in a French farce. It was a moving picture to my 
.American vision, and I had scarcely time to make a note 
of my fellow- passengers before we swept into the beautifitl 
station, to Bnd ourselves in the political capital of France, 
the scene of centuries of revolution, luxurious profligacy, 
joyous events with sorrowful terminations, and the i-endez- 
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From St. Lnzare station, tlie first important point we 
approached was Mount Valerien; from tliis fort tlie sliell 
was tlirown that fell upon and deatroj'ert the paliice at St. 
Cloud. But in the qniet noonilay hush .there was not a 
trace of the fast and furious firing seven years ago. On 
ne rushed through a colonnade of tnll, slim poplars, tlie 
emblems of equality and liberty, till we paused at St. 
Cloud, the ancient tribunal of monarchical rule, and tlie 
summer residence of the late hapless Napoleon III. I 
could see the sweet, shady retreats of the wooded park 
my seat at the car-window. Thence our route ex- 
tended through a portion of the grand pare to the aiija- 
cenl town of Sevres. In the lanes I saw the artisans of 
the royal msnufaetory of jewelled porcelain and paMendre, 
This was the toy coaxed by Madame de Pompadour from 
"jouis XV", undtT whose regal patronage it made a marked 
idvauce, and then chemists and artists endeavored to rival 
ine another in the invention of new and exquisite pigments 
Lud designs to adorn the gems of clny. The bli^u de roi, 
and Pompadour pink, were employed with great effeut 
upon vasea and services in compliment to the princely 
benefactors. After this I fell to 8tu<iying my corapaniona- 
in the compartment. Opposite was the man of books, with 
his portfolio and journal, Le Temps, and magazine, Snvue 
de.s Monden, his black silk skull-cap, and smad white, deli- 
cate hand, and solitaire diamond ring; beside him an 
elderly lady and a pooille — a sweet woman with a faded 
face, and an air of rest and calm that seemed a foil to tlie 
elegant valet, who stood ready to aid her from the train; 
next was a Bashin^ly beautiful girl, whose pet was not a 
lap-dog, but a handsome officer in blue uniform, with silver 
cording and epaulettes; he evidently required greater 
aplomb and diplomacy to manage than the elder lady's 
companion, but she was full of tlie electricity of youth and 
health, and capable of the task. They took us to be Eng- 
lish strangers, as I could understand by the conversation, 
but when I chatted a little French of my own, there was 
A sudden well-bred silence, and then a confusing smile; 

I they accepted my challenge as a fair Roland for their 
Oliver. 
Needless that I should recount the story of Versailles, 
with its illustrious neighbors in a near circle, St. Denis, St. 
Cloud, St. Germain, Malmaison, Sevres, Yincennes, and 
Seeaux; nor extol luxurious fields, massive forests, gray 
castles, bright cascades, sequestered promenades, and the 
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superb Seine winding like a ailvei* Bcai'r round centiii'iect 
towers, and towns; nor of the tliree grand avenues, Paris, 
St. Cloud, and Siieaux; nor of the great tliuruhes, St. Louis, 
tlie Prefecture, and the Chancery] nor beyond all the pal- 
aces, with their storied picture gallerien, parks, Inliea, 
orangery, private theatre, chapel, fountains, statues, col- 
leges, schools, literary and public edilJces. 

Yesl Tlie incenNc or favored women hangs about the 
a|iot; not one of thera without a poison in her story. 
Maintenon, the ruler of France, nnil mistress of tirande 
Trianon, had never touched the soft hand of Fortune until 
Louis XIV was subdued by the importunities and acumen 
of the '■ widow Scarron ;" as her biographer says, " she was _ 
burn in a prison, bred in poverty, the widow of a cripple,, J 
and wife of a king." Le Petit Trianon was erected for ' 
Mndame de Pompadour, who carried more than one stain 
upon her vice-regal page of life. Here the luxurious 
daughter of Marie Theresa B.mused herself with the extrav- 
agant toy, the miniature Swiss village, regardless of her 
appt'oaching fate at the guillotine; and where do we fin it 
sadder anecdotes than the narrative of the last days of 
Josephine and Eugenie? so that the Lares and Penates of 
Versailles seem to be executing some dread decree upon 
the fiiir and unfortunate occupants of her double palaces. 

But of all this we can reail in historj', and our day seems 
to lie in sympathy with the past. Cocher was rather an 
intelligent bourgeoiae, with the faculty of conversation 
largely developed, and a fair appreciation of the beauties 
of nature and art. Versailles is not a pretty town, but 
cocher addressed himself to the task of pleasing, and drove 
HS through dark and leafy avenues, closed in on either side 
by heavy walls of foliage, where the trees had been trimmed 
and garlanded in the most novel and fantastic manner; he 
extolled the Empire, and denounced the Republic, and 
glorified the Napoleonic dynasties; and finding us cora- 
plaissant and chatty, he demanded his pour boire before 
we dismissed him, and having enjoyed it on the way vol- 
unteei-ed to conduct us to an excellent ca/& for lunch. 
While I was indulging an ecstasy of praise of the obliging 
Frenchman, we were driven to what looked very like a 
"beer shop." Undaunted by appearances, we ordered 
lunch, and oh I whatadiseuchantmcnt. ButcocAerliad taken 
French leave, and when there wo began to investigate our 
bargain. The wily driver hud guided us to a fourth-claBs res- 
taurant, the proprietor evidently his confederate. 1 saw it 
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all too late, when tlie unsavory repast was spread before 
us. Wliat were we lo do ? To dispute was vain ; to par- 
take imposaihle. Tlic fowl was old and tough, the butter 
too strong for its weight, and tiic wine like raspberry vino- 
gar. Onr only alternative was to pay and leave the den. 
We hastened to Paris oppressed with the lumber and 
thirst; but as the poet says, "there is no cloud however 
black but what has its silver liuirig," and if the poet diii 
not say it, it is an inspiration of my own. In the Caf^ 
Durand, under the sacred shadow of tiie Mailelainc, and 
close to the noble and monumental Hue Royal, wc forgot 
our grief and forgave our deceiver. 

To this restaurant, and the Caf^ Riche, are ascribed the 
finest cuitines in Paris 1)y epicures. 

I believe when I first opened my diary to chronicle tlie 
pleasures and disappointments of the day, I said 1 medi- 
tated npoH the day as a fiasco; but the remark must be 
frankly discounted by the fact that I had not quite I'eoov- 
ei-od my temjwr. No! let me be just, and state the dinner 
at Voisin's was no faux jtas.' 



LETTER XXXIX. 

" I love no land bo wpH aa that of France, 
Land at Napolcun and Charlemagne, 
Renowned for yalor, women, wit, and dance, 
For racy Burgundy oad bright Chaitt|«gne, 
Whose ttuly word in battle ia Advanoe." 

Olabom. 

Paris, May, 1878. 
On the Champa Elys^es legions of wraithlike memories 
I continually elUi)W tlie dramatis personx of to-day from 
their equitable dominion. 

Once upon the broad avenue, it ia not the gay holiday- 
, makers, fllling the sidewalks, the voUurea^ and the little 
iron chairs, a son apiece, that surprise and please ao much, 
as the brilliant and famous characters and events that seem 
to reap|>ear from ibe realm of liistory and romance. Life 
on the " Elysian Fields" is alwsiys entrancing, but to realize 
it to the full you must mingle with the joyous multitude 
16 
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rtii Kuiiday. Ndttiing in ('aris sttsinB *urb a r^rieiT i 
jiluahuru UN lliln miiltiluilr on ifae Sabli»Lb. It ■• 
ti( \iiti ti\n!r% ami lliu omU'riesi Uie cliurcLi kutl tlico 
tlio iilti) urn Hliil the |irivntn; ttje unity uf si 

^L-aftlKtritHie tliu »tiiiti>iil anil liU'fsir.f*t ^xeU^-.eittiDg 
iiiiiU'r lilt) (^lu-dltiiilN, valinti |ieaniit« nnH bon-fru'ij* . tbe good 
hiiiryrvini! wotiK-ii viiili tliiic larpe, while lianils, nsting 
t'kUiMlol ii|iiin tlii'ir aiu)'l« kuce*. aruuuil their skirts dtnn-_ 
liiK I li ivit iir roll r httlu uiica cbntteriiig Freo^-b, with a 
mill ilnliil.y niTcoiit llial bring to my cbeek a blush of n 
itwii Itif lllulfiR-y; llivn troo|i8 uf otlier liappy cliil'frea— 
|p|uKi'iiy »rtln' ii|i|)c-rlcnd(itu — wiili ibeir whit«-capped i 
iutiiliiril*', tlid city ti'/tturt^H unci cftba fcr tlie<leRiocrac>'; ll 
((IIUi'l'liiK i-i|iil[iiiKo* »i><l Jewt-llcd Irappings of the EDgli«h''1 
• ikI Aiiiiiriiflii iiioiuiy kliigit, aii<1 thi; luiniiering vehiclt»a 
Ijunriiiu ii|i(>ii lliclr |miiclii tbe heraldry of the royalUta o 
Ht, lli'Miiiiiii, Hill It In nut only these that throng tfaf 
ini'iiliil viiiliiii 1 tlitii! iki'u till! ghosts of Marie cle M6lic' 
tliu l.oiiUiiN, the Hiiviigea of I lie Directory, the ladies of tli^ 
Hint. lCiii|iiru, mill llif iciolliiclii^iis of its later travesti^ 
Lliiit I'liiiiiu iiH to tint fonLrriBt between this bright to-dajfj 
uml llm IdiiK-viiiilalii-il v''Htt.'nlfty«. 

Ami miltily Ihit l';iy"<So«, tb« Arc de Triouiplie, Colum 
(if IiiiKiii', mill KoIm dii tii)ulot(ne, are msgicnl (;otnbinatioiia,fl 
mid nil lliln gliirhiiiH ilny, more lovely and more bewildvfyf 
iiig tliHii iivoii my exiiliiuK expectatio'i hnd paintetl. **X\ 
mighty mnKul linl not without a jilnR." To enhance these 
Hllitkitti'itiH, Niitiiru nppoai'od in huv richest robe and sweet- 
OHl iniiuil, 'I'liu nil' wn« nn ulixir, the flowers heavy with 

llittir II" II III I, Ihd liixiiriiiiici! of the foliage seemed 

fiiruitl, ii-i Mil ■.iiM. ilu>iiji;h linlliimt, was not oppressive. ■ 
Al'i I < «.unc— much broHdertbnnonr DrofUn 

HLii'i'i I'll s^'iiK'nlti Tor puileHtrians. and the I'l'ntrM 

,|i'|vimI< m.i< :| i.> Il"I'.i''. mid vuliieles, extending nearly tlireel 
lililut) l<i llii: unWH of Llm HoIh, wv wanilyre'l iind wondered. 
AdvmniiliK toward ttiu Arc de I'PUoile, the lett is flanked 
by ttntuly |inliici'it, while upon the rij^lit, through tbe 
lirnni'liiiiK nUn.li!, Klonmn tlie i'alaia d' Utifxie, the " 

liirnliiil I'nmldent, ntnl the siimmer-gardeiis. 
HUnilliit 111' llm grund all^u Ih reauhud, there sits the tH 



jjmpliHl 



niTli Id 



:olvo you 



nilei 



its 1 



I portalrfj 
e, the nituleiis of i 
s IlkL' lii'iLms from a eenlral stur, whos4 
I he trophies of Napoleon, and whust^ 
e ihu bullies or the Anieriean colony ; in 



OP FOIiErON- TRAVEL. 



18: 



18 one brilliant parmlise of history, art, diplomacy, and 
wealth. 

Tliia vast, yet symmetrical Dome of Victory, under 
whose dark arches have mnrt'hed ilie royal processionB that 
swept away and succeeded the Ninioleoiiic dynasty, is a 
daguerreotype in marble of the siilicnt episodes in the 
career of the conquering hero. It was pi-ojueted by tlie 
diief as a monument of bravery to the Qraiule Armer!. It 
is a marvellous combination of shields, standards, colossal 
figures, military medallions, and allegorical representatinus, 
& fi-ozen parable of the Consulate and the First Empii-e. 
Upon every side and liy every group we are taught the nna 
lesson, the Heroism of war nnd the GInry of victory. But 
in those days all men wei-e brave, nn<l all mun battled foi' 
empire and power. 

Here the Genius of War seems to be omnipotent. We 
see it inciting the ehivalric Mars to motion; we sec it 
cheering the young warrior on to the salvation of his 
country, while he tears himself from the restraining arms 
of his father, and turns from hia gricf-atriclten young wife, 
who holds forth oppealingly the body of their dead child; 
and we see it in the confusion of battle and carnage. Tiien 
as the reward of all his sacrifices comes Yictory with the 
crown of lanrels, and History with her stylus and scrull, 
chronicling hia heroic deeds. Over all is the emblem of 
gentle, gracioua Peace, with the sword sheathed, " for ho 
and liis aword did earn hia aFirotiide." At his side Agri- 
ciiilure, with the harvest of fruit and grain, and the srfeet 
domestic sway of wife aiid children. 

The faces upon the Arch are all portraits, and the trum- 
pets of Fame are proclaiming to the whole world that 
Frauce has conquered her foes. I saw the marvellons con- 
ceits with breathless delight. It is a consummation of art, 
a memorable triljute to valor, a. proud cenotaph of a people's 
gratitude. Yet under this massive monument of French 
genius to French bravery, the stolid and resistless Germans 
marched in 1871, after they l>ad conquered Napoleon HI. 
This to the Frenoli must have seemed the severest satire of 
Fate. The Emperor a fugitive (like his great uncle), tlie 
Empress flying from and fearing her own suljects, home- 
less and friendless, while the grim Teuton triumphed over 



all. 

But for philosophy I had little tim 
towards the Boia. Our fiacre was one 
Far more extensive and intricate tlie i 
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mount or Centrsl Pflrk, or even Hjde Park,- Lonilon", 
wliere, on tlie iillra-rabliionaWe (Jrivea one meets nolliing 
bul wealth and titles, wliere the pdiee keep out the pltt- 
beians, and the mass ai'e too poor and oppressed to yen- 
Itire in. 

Here is a rare combination of royal livery and repiibli- 
eaii harness. At present, Equality is Kmperor in France, 
and the ouvrier and Bonrbon ride side by side, to tbe infi- 
nite aversion of the latter, and the ineffable satisfaction of 
the rop'nier, tio, as the human ocean poured through the 
Arc, glittering with all the fashions and peoples of the 
world, it wtis a myriad masquerade, where human passionflj i 
intrigues, schemes, hates, loves, envies, and ambitions, weiwri 
concealed under the guise of frivolity and frolic. 'fl 

Once past the Jri: da I'Sloile, you stand upon tlie very J 
confines of tbe American quarter. The large, flaunting 
residence across the way is the sylvan retreat of the Prin- 
cess Bonanza, who empties many sequins from her purse 
for the decoration of her house upon republican fSte nights. 
Though the display is ample and costly, the effect produced 
is not always suf^cient unto the desires of the Princess; 
there is a murmur of complaint against the "horrid arch" 
which obstructs the brilliant scene. It was sheer ingrati- 
tude — nay, cruelty — for the municipal authorities to refuse 
to remove or to sell that "borrid thing" at the solicitation 
of the exacting Princess, Our Minister resides upon the 
Avenue Josephine; our Commissioner-General to the Ex- 
position upon Avenue d'Bylnn; Dr. Thomas Evans, pro- 
prietor of the American Begialer, in a palatial home upon 
the Avenue du Bois de Boulogne; and, indeed, there is not 
an avenue of the famous radius bub what is odorous with 
Americans. My compatriots seem to floi'k thither froniil 
intuition, as do the pigeons of St. Mark to tlie Piazza i^l 
Yenice, or the Jews to their wailing place. 

Paris soldiers and Paris horses resemble each other 
closely. The same process seems to have produced both, 
and both indifferently. There was not enough to complete 
a full-sized soldier or a full-sized horse, and I did not won- 
der when I heard the tall Germans and their big steeds 
contrasted wilh these little people. Their legs are too 
short, and their bodies too long, and the same pecularities 
are pronouncedly observable in the animal and the man. 
Tlie famous Centaur has really found a claim to my cre- 
dulity since I have studied these two Gallic creations; 
surely this quadruped, to all appearances, was produced 
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as a component part of tlie aolilier, anil not to tlrnw tlie 
awkward, uluniHy, graceless carriages of the Imperialists. 
1 remember how the clioice specimens of coiiTeyances oa 
exhibition at the Centennial of Frencli manufacture, iin- 
pressod me by tliejr pouderoiis size and loosely jointed 
hinges, and even here in the very midst of these inelegant 
establiahmenta my American eye refnses to become recon- 
ciled. They look like great Black JUarios, conveying com- 
mon offenders to jail. 

Tbe Bois swams with linmankind between 4 and 6 p.m.; 
it is the hour to meet Dame Faehion, and at 1 it is as teu- 
antlesa as the lone desert ; a so litudo suggestive of spectres, 
banditti, poniai-ds, a futile slriiggie, and a dark death. And 
yet tills is tlie sweetest and most si'dndive hour at tlie 
Hois, when the garieli flare of the modf, lias passed away, 
leaving soft, twinkling stars mid deepuning sliadows, for 
your companions. 

When I lii-st saw the gi'cat French park, it was in tlio 
mellow glow of the seUiiig snn's last rays, tliat wei'e 
toiicljing the mp^ariuc lilne and golden clonds into a gloiy 
of c<iloi'; when its radiance {ilaycd among the fonntaiii- 
spray, and sank to rest in opal splendor on the breast of 
tlie iHke. Again, when the angels had unfurled thecnrtainn 
of the night, and Nature's gas-jets were all aglow, I rodo 
between the bron»c rolinge and lingered in tlie aromatic 
inflnences, until Nymphs and Satyrs seemed to whisper 
around me. lu the lusty glare of noon, I penetrated the 
wood ag;un, as far as tlie grand casoiide anfl PrS Gatelan, 
irhere we dined iipon the dainties of a I'arisinn repast, 
Biirroniided by delicions flowers and trees of every clime. 

The Bois de BoulogHe is not a park of Nature's handi- 
cralt alone, but wealth and art have conspired to render it 
a fitting abode for tlie goda. Though doleriilly daniageil 
liy the siege of 1K7I, artisans and lamlscape gardeners are 
constantly repairing the work <>f the Fire licnd. 

Throngh the AU^e dc Lmigtiliainps the Hippodrome de 
Longciiamps is reached, the race-course of the Jockey 
Cluli, where the Ihorunghbreds are trotted upon the full, 
fresh sward. The course resGmbles a royal village in the 
beauty of its ornate rural architecture, the Emperor's pa- 
vilion and the uohle HuthschiJil's villa. 

Within sight of the course ia the craggy mound of Long- 
cliamps, the rush of water ever flowing into tlie basin be- 
low and drifting away in two winding streams. All about 
the paths are graded and curved with an iuBnite gmce, and 
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ornninontotl by bowers, ami arbors, and stretches of dense 
foivsi Inuil. 

Furlhor on we liave tlie Tlieatre des Fleurs, whose 
soonory is n«>t tho painted canvas of artists, but the shrub- 
bery, nnd ijrottos, and stream, and firroaraeut of Nature, 
bi*nutitiod l>v modern skill. 

History and romance have garlanded the Bois with a 
wlu»lc wreath of legends, where the amaranth of immor- 
tality ami the poppy of death are entwined upon one stem; 
^Nliere the olive of peace and the wheat of prosperity are 
i»ronped with tho rose of York and Lancaster proclaiming 
war; where the houstonia of content rests upon the very 
breast i^l* the hoUylioek of ambition; where the cypress of 
tlespair has ef>iled its tendrils in inextricable niockery about 
the hawthorn i>f hope; and where the marigold of cruelty, 
with its twin sister lotus, revenge, are couched with the 
balm of sympathy upon a bed of fir— ;time. 



LETTER XL, 

*' Tho looks of yi\ ma'am, rather suits me, 
The waives yoii olTer will do, 
Hal then 1 oan't enter your service 

Wiihont a eondition or two ; 
Ami now to hes>:in is the kitchen, 

(.'omnuulions, with plenty of light, 
And til, yon know, for entertainin' 
Sneh friends as I like to invite.'' 

Anonymous. 

Parts, May, 1878. 

I iiAVK been newly interostod in the eternal question of 
Kervant-i»irlisn), Not on the point of wages, but on the 
lari»i'r snhjeet of dress. And I think I have gathered a 
lew eoinpMialive items that will be interesting at home. 
Noticing has given me more mental concern than the very 
great (litferenco between the girls out at service in Europe 
and their sisters in the United States. I am not speaking 
of those who are retained through generations in wealthy 
and aristrocratic houses, and have become an integral 
part of these titled establishments, but of the vast army 
of females who earn a livelihood in hotels and ordinary 
Nmilios. In London and l*aris the usual domestic is 
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ilave, receiving little remuneration except from 
guests, and in nearly all cases Tar butter ediiuated B.ni\ 
better behaved than the corresponding class in America. 
The civility and Btibordinntion or the foreign scrvant-girls 
resemble the docility and eprightlinesa of the colored 
women of the_ South, only ihe Europeans ai-e more thor- 
oughly trained by their associations, and contrast painfully 
with the insolence of loo many of the importations from 
the Kmcrald Isle in oiir American households. 

Industry and a practical knowledge of the fine as well an 
the useful arts is tlie primal ambition of tlie Frcncliwoman. 
Her struggle is to become wortliv of her place, and event- 
ually Lo ascend in tlic social scale. On the other hand, 
iiBsnmption is the chief virtue of her Celtic sister. Her first 
taste of America does not jirompt her to acquire under- 
Btnuding and skill, but to copy expensive fashions. While 
Elise is wandering through the Louvre gaining a knowledge 
of paintings and ceramics, Bridget only sees the follies of 
the American lady of society. If Madame is a leader of. 
the mode, Bridget must be equally exquisite in the choice 
of her own toilets, and in this passion she often neglects 
the duties for which she has been employed. She forgets 
that she has been duplicating lier mistress's style, and fre- 
quently so far oversteps lior prescribed orbit as to advise 
the head of the lionse how to dress. 

I have already told you how many chambers our poor 
/e.mme-de-fkambre, Jeanne, must arrange and how many 
pails of water she must carry to the Blth and sixth stones 
in a day, and sJie is a fair type of a system; one of millions 
in Kuropc. In addition to ber vernacular German, she 
Bpeaks French admirably, English well, and is a woman of 
considerable information. Vel this poor creature has no 
leisure to devote to gewgaws and frippery; very rarely 
does she enjoy God's pure air and the thousand pleasing 
inventions of mortem life When she lays down brush and 
bi'oora at eleven o'chick, it is lo retii'e to rest. 

There are legions as poor as Jeanne in these great cen- 
tres of population, that to retain their situations must 
drudge and obey silently. The moment a mnrmur of com- 
plaint escapes them they are mercilessly ejijcled, and the 
vacancy supplied by another linngry one. 

On duty, the French girls are at ail times neat and 
orderly. When taking their outing, a plain dress minus 
frills and furbelows, nu amplitude of white apron, and a 
orisp white cap cnrefidly crimped, is the universal uniform. 
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In Loiiiioii the average girl is called "elavie," and hcp-* 
lalinriiig vegalia is invarialily a smudge ua Iter nose, a 
Bitileri, tattered dress, sliiifthod shoes, and liair oa frowsy 
as a bird's nest. Off duty, slie aiipiiitra in liglit calico 
dress, straw bonnet, and ulotli saeqtie or faded sliawl in 

U|Jon my own dear en rranclused slmres, our mitiistera 
pleniixitentiary of tlie enlinai'j department oogiy tlit: mis- 
tress of the bouse, even to tlje details of shapes and colors. 
When my friend purcliased a snge-hued si|k, jjer nursemaid 
copied it in an alpapa of tlje same ci>lor; when my cham- 
bermaid expressed her intense admiralion for the cut of my 
black silk princess robe and mantle, it did not strike me 
that three weeHs afterward I should beliuld her clad in its 
model of casljnipre, and still greater wan my amiizemcnt 
when slie dazzled my vision in pink lawn after seeing my 
French organdy of the same shade. This practice is 
whtilly unknown amongst the girls out at service in Eurotie. 
With ns the pnesion extends not only lo blonde Bridget, lint 
to diisU^ Dinah, Qf course there are excoptions in the 
sensible, striving girls who place their earnings In the 
building assoeiatiuus and trust companies, but the rule is 
those who expend their weekly wages upon costly para- 
phRrnalia, 

If you will cnll at any of the great establishments irkM 
Philadelphia, )ike WanamaUer's, where all varieties of v 
men's wear are sojd at all prices, yoij will be snrprised ^ 
tIjG vast snms laid out on the decoration of the [lersoiis ^ 
our female lielp. They may not buy the best, but tlitg^ 
B]X'nd enormously in siljis, laces, hose, bonnets, gloves, sitSP 
underwear, and wlien you see them on Sundays or holidays, ^ 
you are astounded at the *^|)tnsive elegance of many of 
their outDts. 1 ^o not spealf of (Iiis habit to complain of 
it so much a3 to make a note of it. A Boston lady, now 
here, says that the furor for dii'ss amongst these classes 
in the New Englan*' towns ofjcn Ipads to evil, and lias 
given great pain to humane wommi who desire to see the 
servant class improved and elevated. It is a phase of 
societj' i)ecnliar to the Ujiiltd IStiiles, and is a result of onr 
freedom, an iiievitable outgrowth of our emancipated form 
of government, that what one wnman may do ail can try lo 
follow ; nor nm I disposed tu dwell upon the bad effects Ibia 
insane appetite for dress must bave upon the disc]|iline *Am 
' efutura of those who mai "" 
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fanrrik Both sides mny learn and unlenrn from each other. 
Nor can tbe example ol' tbe Old World aervant-girl be lielil 
up here for imitation any more than our own Insurious 
ways shoulil be (iiaplayed to mislend our Milesian aislera. 
Are we ourselves giiiltlesa? Bridget is no longer Irish 
when she comes to settle in America. She is a citizen of 
the great Bqiiiblic, and if she is insolent, extravagant, and 
dnngeroiia as an imitator, we mnst even bear with her and 
try to lead her into better manners by our moderation and 
linmanity. She comes here to the great school, and we 
are at once her teacher and her friend. An American lady 

■ PADlfi, May, iSIH. 

^^ To the average American the theatres of Puria are tlie 

^K^ superior cynnsnre, and they are all so attractive and inter- 

^H- esting I scarcely know at whivli to begin. The New Opera 

^^F perhaps? YesI there is surely miu'h to be said of that 

^^f transcendent edifice. Although I have been lingering in 

the vicinity a month, it is a constant study and delight. I 

am cliarmed by its elaborate grandeur, by its florid capitals, 

convolved ornaments, crowning Corinthian columns, its 

• miiltudinous lignres, protoplasts in bronze on the niches 
of the /agade, its frozen immortelles of lyric and dramatic 
aauanls. There are adverse opinions of the merit of its 
architectnre, many insisting tliat the prodigality of orna- 
mentation is oppressive; but then it is a masterpiece of 
French magnificence, and every one gazes upon it wilh 
rapture. 

The whole auditorium has 1790 places. The seats in 
the orchestra and baignoires — small boxes or tubs under 
the first loges, to which only men are admitted — sell for 
twelve and ten francs apiece. The first balcony of-hoxes 
*8 the property of the nobility and the part owners of the 



LETTER X L I. 

'' When slinll X liegin with tlie endless delights 
Of ILis Etk'n of milliner^, monkeys snd sights, 
This dear Imsy place wlii-re there's nolliing traasiicllng 
" ' ' ' g and dinnering, dancing and acting ?" 

To-i MooRB. 
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Acailemie; tlien we, of the plebeian mass, are pevniittedT^ 
place in any of the otlier tiers or boxes by paying seven, 
ten, fifteen, or twenty-two francs each. Upon grand festas, 
when the kings and queens of^tlie profession appear, seats 
are sold ai a premium, and handsome sums are realized 
by tlieir tilled possessors. 

The wealth espcndcd upon tlie lolihy, -grand stairway, 
and foyer is fabulous. The stairway is a coinliiiiation of 
all the marbles and agates of the chalcedonic plains of 
Europe and the East. Egyptian alabaster, verde antiqne, 
lapis lazuli, cfirnclian, and a hundred otlier species of onyx 
are grouped into stony raiiiance. Prom the vaulted dome 
angels, chubby cupids, muses, and gods look down upon 
the luxurious, lavish, sacrilegious throngs trampliug ihe 
pi'ecioiis mo&aics miderfoot. I walked into one of the 
third-story balconies overhanging the grand pxcaliKr, to 
drink in the essence of royal wealth and sinrul extrava- 
gance on every aide. But the salle de. promenade is the 
loadstar of the interior. It is a wilderiug aggregate of 
the glitter of gold and the brilliancy of frescoes, one pris- 
matic lustre of glass and lights, a vast shoen of mirrors, 
the saliency of repousxi, glittering colonnades, and lofty 
ceiling, and here it is that Ihe vast audience make n ren- 
dezvous during the eitli'e-acts, a Vanity Fair unequalled in 
the universe, 

Repi-eseniations take place three times a week at the 
Grand Opera, Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, aixl 
these performances are also unsurpassed by any in the 
world. The scholars from the Conservatoire de Musique 
constitute the choruses, and the ballet is composed of the 
famous dancers of Europe. In addition to the eleven mil- 
lions paid out of the national treasury fur this regal gew- 
gaw, a subsidy is granted by the governmeDt of 800,000 
franca annually, and during the empire it received 100, nOO 
franca from its progenitor, Napoleon 1 1 1. The Republicans 
are almost as generous to art and mnslc as the kings. 

We secured our places ftir " Les Huguenots," and thongb 
the repertoire was cast with exccllfuce, and the mtiaie nn- 
surpassed that ushers in tlmt direful 24tli of August, 15T3, 
it seemed to rae a little profane that so light and volatile 
a people should render a creation more in harmony with 
the mournful Italians or the ponderous Germans. 

My greatest regret is that 1 was not in Paris before the 
lenten season, during the epoch of mad folly and riotous 
insoui.-ioncef, when the Nouoel Op^ra reaches the height of 
French brilliauuy and drollery in the rnintic bal.-i masques 



OP FOREKIN THAVEL. 



191 



I 
I 



of the coraival. The present costly ediSce is only in the 
fcetue of its satuniallaii experience, hut what instances of 
frolic anil fun, intrigue and equivoque, sin and scanilnl, 
C'onld he revealed by every stick and stone of the old 
Op^ra on the Hue L^pelletiei' I These divertisemcnte are 
always specially organized by the favorites of the principal 
theatres of Paris, and hngely enjoyed by all Paris. The 
advocates of pleasure mingle in the wild whirl, and oSici- 
ate as vestals at the altars of Bacchus, while the more cir- 
cnnispect connuisaeur gratilics his sated palate behind the 
shallow of the impenetrable foliage sheltering his palace in 
the Quartier St. Germain, and only rarely cornea to the 
Bal de I'Op^ra to enjoy the urgits of his less patrician 
con t em po rari es . 

The Oom^tlie Frauj^ise, on the Bue Richelieu, in the 
Palais Royal, the scene of tlic trinmpha of Dnchenois, 
Mara, Rachel, Talma, — father and daughter, — Delaunay, 
Got, and Herohardt, who is now portraying Dona Sot in 
Tictor Hugo's Hemani, is really the outgrowth of the 
Hotel Botirgoyne, purchased by the then only organized 
comttany in Paris, the Troupe iloyal, three centuries ago. 
It was in this primitive ptay-hauae that the masterpieces of 
Kacine, the sublime and pathetic delineator of womanly 
passion, and Corneille, who is called the father of French 
tiiigedy and the Gallic Euripides, were first represented 
and won the laurels of their authors. Three-quarters of a 
century subsequently Moliere entered the litearle-dramatic 
•trena, and Louis Xlll was so much more delighted with 
Itis effitrta as a theatrical zealot than royal oalet de cfiambre, 
that he vouchsafed him a theatre in the Palais du Louvre, 
where, having attracted the attention of the ecclesiastical 
j'ircTnler, Cardinal Richelieu, the aspiring dramatist was 
granted another stage of action in the regal-clerical Palais 
Royal. 

TLough Moliere was preceded and succeeded by many 
famous men, yet he is the presiding genius of the Theatre 
Francis, ami in the vicinity I daily pass the fountain and 
street dedicated to the dead poet, and the house where he 
Lireathed his last in sight of the court ol' his amaranthine 
glmi... 

We are told that the drama is retrograding, and that 
more attention ia paid to the *(fect and mannerism than 
to exquisite finish and intensity of action. They lell us 
that the omnijTotent iJcrnhardt iloes not wear gracefuly ihe 
mantle of her illustrious countrywoman, liacliel, altlioiigh 
nightly hohls Ir-jc a'ndiciit:i;'3 hJcuLhless by her wl 
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gi-nce, pninful beauty, aud anguished emotions in Pkedra, 
tlie (7t<i, the Sphynx,SinA Atbalie; they tell us that Got 
and Mounet-Sully are raw and lack polish, in comparison 
with Delnunay and Coqiielin ; jet we read in history 
that Moliere's dramatic enterprise was commenced by only 
three fiddles at the wings of the stage, and Corneille's 
Le Cid was produced with only "a room with four 
doors," and other plays with as ridiculous a dearth of aii- 
pointments; some being equipped with only two daggers 
and others with three papers. We know that Moliere had 
not reached the topmost round in the ladder of fame ujilil 
Mars came to strengthen his inspii'ed lines i}y her genius 
and power, and that neither she nor Kachel attained the 
apogee of renown by one uDhrokeu line of progress. But 
IJernhnrdt dead, will wield afar more potential wand than 
Bernhardt alive, though even now not only Paris, but alt 
the world have knelt at lier shrine to offer her adoration 
and gold. When the sage philosopher Ilugo returns from 
a I'ehcarsal at the Fran^aise after Bernhardt has rendered 
a true ideal of his creation, he exclaims in a glow of French 
beatitude, "I have just kissed the hand of a queen." 

The Theatre Praiijais has a seating capacity of 1405 
places; those of the best location commanding thirteen 
francs. Single fauteiiils in the first boxes may be pro- 
cured for nine fraccs, and if you do not object to a sofa in 
the third gallery you may enjoy the vagaries of the inimi- 
table Sara for the vulgar sum of four francs. This hous^ 
appears to enjoy all the blessings vouchsafed to the prQ^ J 
fession. It not only has exclusive license to produd 
tragedy, but a claim on every scholar of the Conservatoire 
Tvhich right it does not neglect to exeicise, and is i 
enabled to secure every student with the promise of a fu^ 
future. Its annual subsidy from the Government is $48,00(^ 

At the Op^ra Comique in the Place Boieldieu, whei*^^ 
Giraudet is singing Peter in L'Etoile da Nord, the prices 
of admission are somewhat more reasonable, though the 
cast of character 'is not so fine as I have seen at home. 

The Varieties on the Boulevard Montmartre is the palace 
of vaudeville, where the fair and fat Judic indulges hej 
antics to the delectation of her countless admirers, in th|, 
naughty character of Niniche or La Cnvitesse de Comiaki^, 

She plays her dual role of prude and coquette as only a 
Frenchwoman "to the manner born" can. When we e 
her at Dauville, with the count, her husband, she is t 
quintessence of discretion uud deliberation, even to I 
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commendable fawn-colored silk gown and reptilable brown 
hair a la grei^que ; but when slie eomes to Paris on a ram- 
page, ai:companied by one of her old aaaouiates, to whom 
she is known as Ninicbe, the stately, stilted toga of eir- 
ciitnspection haa evaporated, and we gaze upon her in nil 
tlie ravishing and half-naked radianc^e of yellow hair, pale- 
blue silk, and arch little feet eiicased in satiD slippers, and 
tlirongU the apartment and about its mistress there is an 
aroma of dash and dare siiRluiently eloquent to need no 
interpretation. Madame Judic is a woman of at least 
thirty-eight, with the gift of appearing twenty or forty at;- 
cording to caprice. She has the sweet, jdayful, pathetiu 
voice pecidiar to the Froneh; never great, ever gratifying. 
The Varieties has ever been the ci'a<lle of rcpreaentalions 
bordering on the limitation of decency ; yet who does not 
patronize itf and simply because nil who go indulge in a 
hearty, harmless laugh. 

The Od&n, in the Plncc I'Od^on, the second Fran^iaise 
and the favorite resort of the atmlents, has 1500 ]>laftes, 
that vary in priee from ten to three francs, and is the 
home of Jegitimate drama. TIte '■ Danichefs," so well re- 
membered in America, is now enjoying an unprecedented 
run there. 

At the Porte St. Martin, on the Boulevard St. Martin, 
Victor Hugo's horrible and realistic ics Minerablee is 
drawing vast multitudes. The audiences of Ibis house 
have ovaved food of thrilling cruelty ever since the days 
when Mademoiselle Georges presented "Lucrece Borgia" 
to that public, and fed the home-lite of the Palais TuUeriea 
with the bones of contention and gossip. 

Tlie Fi-encli are an exacting, laughter-loving clan, and 
at many of the playhouses three or four separate perform- 
ances are given in one evening, all attractive and worthy 
of a distinct chronicle in my diary if 1 had room. 

Despite the naturally impulsive incontinent French char- 
acter, the audiences do not yield to the spirit of demon- 
Btration like the Americans and English. The applause 
JB conducted upon a more systematic plan. The actors 
and playwrights do not hazard their reputations upon 
the capricious a|)petites of a promiscuous mass; they 
employ their claqueurs to lead and educate their houses, 
to auticipate the worthy points in the drama, to hint at 
the meritorious renditions of the author, and to temper the 
popular emotion to the strength of the sentiment. These 
tjjuqtteurs nrnacomitoueaielGmiiiit of the '•orpiidramaliyue. 
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nnd (lisci|ilined to their iluties by their pntronizing artistft. 
The Bemliardt, Croizette, anil Qot pa; tUem well, Kiid 
drill llik^m as acciaimers on to glory as tbey play. They 
nre not allowed to permit Llie vulgar mass to interrupt une 
ijrande pasKion when B<!rnl3ardt ia plunged into a whirl- 
wind or ngony ; nilU their nitl elie Iiolds tlie tension of every 
nerve in the tiglilest coil until tiie Kual linea, and then she 
is waried to heaven with lier hearers in a French craze of 
ciilljUHinsm. Besides iiifiising the artist with tlie flre of J 
Biiccesa, this custom serves as a pioneer to the playRoer^.l 
it teaches him a virtuous pause, and makes him wait for-^ 
the echo as Ids own watcliword. The claque is the jiro- 
duct of centuries. Years ago, when tragedies of intense 
emotion were to be enacted, females of the same profL'ssion 
wei'6 emjiloyed to do the crying and fainting; of course I 
looked for these feminine automata, and failing in my 
search am lead to believe lliat that branch of hired Niobus 
hits passed away. 

Kverywhere we have the female ushers, as in London. 
At the Grand 0|)era they seem to be all over forty-eight, 
uintiy approaching seventy, toolting liiie an antiquated 
liri^ude in uniform — a blacli gown, winte apron, white cap, 
and un amplitude of Qaunting piulc rihhon. I am told that 
ull these excessively conservative-lonlcing old ladies have 
ngitnting romances attached to their earlier lives; many of 
tlicm have gladdened the heart of a student in W\t\r grisette 
days. The heyday of their youtli has long inelteil into 
gray and grim November, and they have bUleted themselves 
upon the dramatic organizations for the remainder of their 
days, They are the veterans of the nanglity past. 

The Inevitable footstool that tliey carry about and insist 
upon shoving under every pair of female shoes Buenia to 
constitute their utmost duty. It was only after I learned 
that an acceptance of this nrticle meant a fee, that I r 
izfd the secret income of this faded fraternity. 

It would seem that all these official or licensed atntiM 
mcnts would surfeit tbe Frencli, but nearly every alternaCe^lj 
house in Paris is a factory of pleasure. Perhaps in bO 
Baying 1 have unwittingly overstepped tbe margin; but 
cerlniuly I sliall be safer in the hint that the business of 
enjoyment ia here tlie cliief object of many lives. Religiou 
in a mere source of idle leisu re, in a word, a luxury. While 
many Freneli take the cream from the surface of pleasure 
themselves, all through tliis magic city there are thousands 
toiling to make life cntrauuiug to others, by catering t 
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htiman appetites anrt vices. Tliey constnnlly prove tlio 
Shakespearian masim "All tlie world's a stage," for they 
are an artiBuial show-people, ever in attitudes, aud masks, 
and poses, and colors, and innsie, and trinkets. They 
seem to have been born to tlie travostie, and never reacli 
tlie^na^e until Death conies, and with liis icy band stills 
their vagaries. Even then, in the Morgue or I'et-e La Chaise, 
the uoriiae is made a joke or a jollity, the funeral an excuse 
for a fanfaronade, ami the tonnb a pretext fur a plaj'fnl or 
grotesque muHiory. 



LETTER XLII. 

" Now ia tliere llien no eartiily pliice 

Wliere we can rest iu dream Elysian, 
Without 9ome curved, rnuiui Engliuli liice 

Pnppiug up near to break the vialnu 1 
Who knows, if lo the West we ropun, 
But we may dud some blue at home 

Among the blacks of CftroUua ; 
Or flying to the eastward aea. 
Some Mrs. Hopkins lakinj; tea 

And tuast upoa the wall of China." 

AsoKYMona. 

Paris, May, 1S78, 
i I do not like to leave Paris, and I say it with 
a faint heart and write it with a faltering hand. Faiu 
wonlil I linger at the lianqiiet. "'I'iiue cannot wither nor 
custom stale her infinite variety," 

Thei-e is so much that is weird and old, fresh and start- 
ling, in the habits and customs of these people, that cacli 
distinguishing charncteristic demands and deserves record. 
And still I do not doubt that the Frendi would be equally 
amused by what they £all our equivalent follies. 

We are a domestic nation ; they are a community of 
players. It is the first and chiefest aspiration of Americans, 
and especially of Philadelphians, to possess a comfortable 
— a Insurious — home; the family circle is the sanctuary 
of bliss with us, and all endeavors look eagerly to that 
goal. The Frenchman's home is the Tulleries, the Champs 
Klys^es, the Pare Monceaux, the places, the caf^, or his 
.little iron chair and table on the sidewalk. ' We embellish 
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tlie iiilerior oT oiir Louses, becsuae we are more tliere, and 
derive grcBter Iia|ipines8 from that altar of the affections; 
they (leeorate the street, tlie thtirch, the liench of the 
boiiievnrd, the fountain and the shrine. Every indnatrious 
man and woman amongst na must aspire to a flower-garden, 
bronzes, aod fine furniture in the house, because this is 
where they come when tlie toil of the day is over, and all 
that is beautiful must be congregated into this haven of 
rest. ,Tlie French enjoy their parterres, and fountains, and 
moniinients in the squares and at the comers of the boule- 
vards; art, aculiiture, and regal appointments in llieT.onvre, 
tlie palaces, and llie museums. There are one hundred and 
eighty or one liiindrcd and twenty-eight fountains in the 
city of Paris, — I have reallj forgotten which, — and these 
are invariably accompanied by flowerin<; trees, historic me- 
morials, and comfortable seats. All classes tiii'ong these 
open places and gardens, regardless of station. There, in 
the garden of the Lusemhonrg, where once lingered 
Madame Roland by the side of the Qlronillsts, in llie days 
of cabiil and conspiracy, is one of the musty professors 
from the College de Prance, :ficole de M^decine, Palais dea 
Beaux-Arts, Musee d'Histoire Naturelle, Amphitheatre 
d'Anatomie, or one of the many other magazines of lore 
witli which this quarter is teeming, he is now shifted "the 
lean and slippered pantaloon," and though there is much 
in the busy life around bim, he is absorbed in his little 
book, and does not heed and appears not to sec, the pretty, 
liquid-eyed girls selling violets, the boys with their hoops, 
and tops, and skipping-ropes, — for childhood is cliildliood, 
in romantic, picturesque Paris, and indulges in the same 
sports as in artless Philadelphia, — nor truant scholars, and 
roisterers, linked arm-in-arm, airing their idle tlioughta. 
He goes on reading his book and preparing his recilatious. 
But to the gardens! Later in the day come the nursei 
and their charges; the lofty dames from tlieir Legitimistio 
homes, and the queens of the ambiguous circles, who apx' 
pear in order to fulfil their appointments. Hera thej)^ ■ 
mingle, and are permitted to follow the bent of their 01 
impulses so long as tiiey are decorous. With us it is 11 
so; broad public acres and city squares, if not left 1 
questionable classes, are not sought by the belter orders, 
and even a visit to Fairmonnt Park should be properly ' 
made in a carriage. The one dismal feature of the nu- 
merous Paris pleasances is the dearth of sward. Other 
elements conspire to make them beautiful; the gleam of 
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statiiai'y, the rerreslting sprny, tlie harmonious fnll of foun- 
tains, iind the liixumnce of folinge. But tbe French seem 
to regard graes-plola with antipathy, and prefer vast 
Blretehes of nrici gravel. 

The reatnurnnls and caf^a are as interesting aa the 
wiuarea, and the lif« in them as varieil. On tlie lliv 
Gauche the bouilHa ore an organized sysLum, and tlieir \n 
Irons arc Iho students, profeaaora, and inerchiints doing 
business in the quarlwr. I believe they are considered the 
most remunerative clasa of restaurants; their pricet 
moderate, but their ceaseless sii|)port is a sure prolit. The 
food ia savory, be it only lioiled meat or hroth. The Kreneh 
ai'e the couka par excellence of the world, and deserve the 
palm. I would never swear to whitt I was eatlnj^ at a 
Parisian tabic. It is uliarmingly palatable, but iher 
none of the original characteriatics of flsh, flesh, or fowl 
left after the proeess of a French fuinine. Many and emi- 
oiis are the anecdotes of chiifa of the culinary kingdom. 
We read in history of a certain cook who hanged himself 
beoause one of the courses waa not done nt tbe proper hoiir 
for the royal board. After the full of Napoleon, Monsieur 
V^ry attended the allied monarchs at three thousand franca 
a day, and Louis Philippe's "Purveyor of Fish" received 
twenty-six thousand dollars p«r annum. 

if one witthes to dine witli the uppuvtendom, one mnst 
needs repair to Yoinin's, Riclie, Anglais, Maison Dorfe, or 
one of the epicurean palaces in the Palais Koyal ; Vdry's, 
Vefour's, Truia Frerea Provencean. At each is a Cosmo- 
l)olilan throng, their respective nationalities distinguished 
• at a glance. The slim, slippery old gentleman opposite, 
who is eating bis dainties in selliah solitude, and sijiping 
Ins champagne, pouring only enough into his glass at once 
for a single swallow, is an Englishman, and if I mistake 
not, he is also a scliolar. Near him is a group of his conji- 
try people, ladies and gentlemen, of the predominent type; 
large, stalwart, sandy-haired men, "in fair, round biiliy - 
with good capon lined,'' and robust women arrayed in un- 
com piemen In ry colors. There is nothing ephemeral about 
these ladies. At tiniea they speak French, and at others 
English, nil in a sweet voice, like tlie tones of a mutllod 
silver bell, and although they are of the ujiper class their 
aphieresis and prosthesis with h are distinctly audible. 
Those two raw, crude boys, just of age, accompanied by 
tbeir male chaperon of forty, are my Western brethren ; if 
any one should make inipiiries regarding them I would be 
17* 
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tricked enough to deny their nativity. The eUlest is ai'dtf- 
'onaly endeavoring to diffuBe bis whole body over the table, 
while the youths are imjioi'tiiniug the gar^m in very boia- 
tei'ons fashion foe roast chicken or lamb and plenty of it, 
and not these vol-au-venta a.nd ckampignoriK, and delicate 
tidbits. N'ear by there is nn extinisite young lady and her 
distingiiisbed father. He is a Boston barrister, and these 
J am proud to claim as my com|»alriots. Her cultivation 
may be lieard in hei' pure Euglisli accent, and Iter refined 
fostering in the harmony of her rich costume and polished 
manner. When she adilresats tlic waiter it is in his own 
tongne, with nice emphasis, that eninlates his own ; while 
{.'halting with her fatlier tliere is a naive unconsciotisness 
of self that is charming. The two yonng ladies with tbeir 
d.^shing cavaliers over in the corner are descendants of 
Charlemagne, of course. Who would doubt it? To me 
there is sometliing far more alluring ahont a Frenchwoman 
than my American or Knglish sisters. They are a com- 
bination of grace snd wit, that in other females would seem 
disreputable daring insoufifl nee. They are enjoying all the J 
dainlieHt morsels of the minu, and demolishing copioBbS 
dranglits of Chateau Laraae. H 

In moat of the French reatanrants of the Iwttcr ordert, I 
and at the Ihentre-tohhy bars, nttrai:tive girls are in attend- 
ance at tlie denks; liardeueil. and polished by the steel and 
ice of Qirtation, as beautiful as tUey are reckless, as dazzling 
as they are desperate. 

The Palais Royal, with its variety of ex|>enaive shops 
and palatial restaurants, is still a hot-bed of I'aro, though 
tile very wealthy classes frequent the gambling clubs oil* 
the boulevards. Moat of tlie caftSs have their gambling 
Hfilonn, and it ia a rare thing to pass in even the choicest 
of these rcsiauinnts, without the flash gentleman at the 
door interrogating '■'une cabinet parliculier?" There is 
no attempt to screen these vices. They are spread before 
the public in all their attrnotions. Qambling is legalized 
tliroughout the Continent, and encouraged by the Republic, 
while the favorite pastime of the plebeians is attending lot- 
teries, where millions are lost and only Ihonsamis won. 

Tliese people have a way of giving proper names to their 
leading shops as we do to hdtels, and many of them are 
aupremely ridiculons. The " Bon Mnrcli^" is a reaaonable 
appellation for the establishment it dignifies, as all the 
goods are moderate in price, and upon entering the shop 
one is incontinently envelo[)ed in the essence of chenpnesB. 
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It 19 tlie first and last resort of Americans. "Olit Enplnnil" 
Ib a sbop of lioiiiespim wooUena niiil serges on the Boiile- 
varile des Italiens. Its name is compatible with its stm-k 
anti attenittints. It is chiefly valnnljle to English Indies 
going over to llie Continent, as llicy may here secure a 
linen duster, an ngly jilaid iil»ter, made of convict's mate- 
rial, and Turkish towelling, and green barege veiling to lie 
round their liats. Then the " Carnivnt of Venice," in 
which t can discover nothing consistent. Tlie '' GoihI 
Dtvil," ahl this to my woman's wit reveals its signillcanco 
—there will lie the devil of a row when the bill comes home. 
Tlie "Infiuit Jesus" baffles my powers of discernment, un- 
less through this omnipotent medium all blessings may Im 
obtained. " The Great House of Peace," yes, liere are 
unctions that physic nil [lains. But for tne, " Les grandea 
Mugasins du Louvi'el'' Here not only all th^t adorns .'i 
woman, but all that beautities her home is procurable, in 
the choicest and most ravishing designs. 

What a contrast the Paris streets form to-day with their 
deplorable condition forty years ago! Then when ll.o 
ladies went on the (iromcnade they were oblified to eson| e 
dead cats and putrescent matter of divers species; in many 
of the smaller byways the garbage floated in the middle uf 
the street. Now they are swept and Rconred into idl.ra- 
cleanliness. Walk wliere you will, the same universal purity 
is pre-eminent, even to tlie confines of the town at the Porto 
Maillot, where the orlroi is collected from the vegetable and 
fruit vendors, bringing tlie produce of their little gardens 
Iwyond the bastions of tl)e city, to find purchasers within. 

Wl>en one arrives in this dazzling metropolis, there is a 
BUpreme superficial glitter, tliat one believes may very soon 
ha exhausted; but as we linger new and more profound 
ntlractions burst upon ns. Wiien we are sated by tlie parks 
and pnJnccs, the operas and art galleries, the monuments 
and tlie museums, the flowers and fountains; then the great 
public works of education, charity, and civic government 
engage us even after these social attractions are powerless. 
They have hospitals for the ti'eatment of cutaneous diseases 
exclusively, as the Saint Loni.t, and the Hotel Dieu where 
all xffiicted by contagions eruptions are denied admit- 
tance; HSpitai du Midi, unexceptionally for males and their 
malades impropre; the Hdpital de Lonrcine is the female 
branch of this peculiar charity; almshouses innumerable 
for the old and the young, tlie halt and the blind, and a 
visit to the Hospice pour les infants traves, in the Rue 
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d'Elufer, crenteB a regi'et in one's benrt for legilimRte go mint 
wlio liave no good nun lo care lor tlii'm, and are perhaps 
atnrving for bread and rolicking in defilement, wbile these 
little inconnus are nurtured with teiuleriiess, and stimulated 
bj- purity. 



LETTER XLIII. 

" When, from tlie sacred garden drivei 

Mnii Oed before lila Maker's wralli. 
An angtrl \en her pln«e !□ Heaveo, 

And emsa'd ilie wanderer's sitnlcss patli. 
'Twas An I Bweet Art I new radiimee Ur.ike 1 

Wliere Iier light fi»)t flew o'er the ground, 1 
And tLiis witJi serapli voice she apiike : 

' T!ie curse a blessing sball tie finuid.' ' 



I HAVE visited llie puintes eliiatered 
Miirs, within shaduw of the «.\qiiiaile siil 
Lamuere, — and the Moresque Truead^ro, 
torical heiglits of Chaitlot, again and again 
iiig tlieni in a state of completion, and I hti 
soiiglit in their equipments splendor surpat 
nl' 1«76. Surely X Lave not found it npui 
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tovy aurrouuiling the buildings. While the espluiiad« i 
broud, and the grassy knolls and gay parterres bordering 
the main exposition liall are models of harmony and 
graee, they have no fitting expHnae. While the stniuturea 
are apaeious, there is a general appearance ofuramiiediiess 
prevailing Ibronghout, anil Cliis feature is attribiitiiblu to 
the absence of the visLas in which our glorious Ceuteiinial 
was so fortunate. 

In the main hall there are no series of long lines of IMfs- 
BpectivB GtreteUing from end to end, suuli us gave oi»m 
building its magnificent expression of distance. But 1 1 
lieve the manner of dissecting streets anil spaces by rig] 
plumb line is pre-eminently I'hiladL'lphiau, and our adlie! 
runce to it has won for ns the stigma of finoeiitionalialti^m 
However, the jutting amis of settiona, and the abrnpwj 
blockading of avenues iu tlie French exiiibiiion, Uav<|| 
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_ _ie*i the coup d'ceil of nil tlie magniUnle of area and 
symmetry of contour lliat we bmi ao completely. 

Lengthy pnssagcH drawn out in seemingly endless ox- 
tension, serving as a telescope by which to anticipate dis- 
tant glories, are as a rule more appetizing than a dazzling 
constellation snddenly tiirnst ujion yoii after being obscured 
by a cloud of obstructions. We are more deeply impressed 
by a grandiose display of pyrotechnics, or a luminous me- 
teor that radiates the firmament from zenith to horizon 
witli empyrean effulgence, than by a series of Roman-can- 
dle explosions ov a succession of igne» falui. So in the 
interior construction of the French cxiiibition the tout en- 
semble of the display is much depreciated, at least to my 
eyes. 

The British depai-tment exhibits more geometry in the 
division of its aisles and the distribution of its cases 
than any of tlic other sections, and here I have experienced 
more real pleasure than even in our American section. 
Not only have tlie English been most vigilant in the recti- 
linear system of the arrangement, but the cases are all so 
built as to add to the valne of their contents. 

The biiildings themselves are more ornate and aitisliii 
than ours of 18T6. The prortigality of gay Gallic colors 
and decorations is very eBfective. lint the whole exposi- 
tion is as pallid in contrast with the Centennial as the 
sweet light of the moon — outdazzled by the lusty exuber- 
ance of the noonday sun- 
In passing from gallery to gallery the rude, brilliant 
frescoes adoi-ning the facades impart to tlie scene an Ori- 
ental glow. Once upon the nvcnne intersecting the maiij 
ball with its bulwark of national aichitecture, and its 
many detachments for the reception of beaux-art*, the eye 
is gratifle<l by an infinity of bizarre and entrancing effects. 
Perhaps it is the rare combination of aui generic edifices, 
domed and shady palisades draped by antique tapestry, or 
erimson and golden Moorish arras intervening and throw- 
ing into bolder relief the opposite method of national 
erection; or perhaps tlie many curious foreign representa- 
tives, in their variegated costumes and the Bahel of mixed 
vernaculars, that produce these elTeuts; but they are very 
novel. 

Passing between the art gallery and these types of uni- 
versal national symbols, where the minarets and cupolas 
of the Mahometan, the lacy fi-etwork of the Swiss clialel, 
.tlie dismal, austere model of early English, the ease and 
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tli-gance of modem French and llaltan. uid llie flaanliog, 
3-ft {•nu.-tical, red brick of American nivhitccttire, &re 
bleniletl inlo one panonma of lumnonious Tkriely, we came 
upiin llie Prince of Wales's [MviltoQ. Possessing a testt- 
moDtal of admittance from Governor McCunnick, the door 
was opened instantlv. and ibe favor denied to many waa 
grsnte<) unto us. Tlie Prince and bis royal spouse were 
not at lioine, so the attendant said, lint were exftected during 
the afternoon, to remain ovemiglit in their miniature jiak' 
ave on ihe Champs de Mars, so we were allowed to roani 
over the apartments at will. Through a broad, tessellated 
corridor, flanked by_ small artechamliers, we directly * ^^ 
tered the dining-hall,' where llie table was already laid for 
its princely guests, though the day waa young. A iong 
table it was, with places laid for twelve. Though the linen 
was the heaviest and softest, and shone with the lustre a 
satin, there were no embroidery nor crestings. Thougb th» 
glassware was the purest and most sparkling crystal, tlia 
brilliancy was unmarred by intricate wreaths of engraving. 
They were nndefiled by the stylus of the artisan, with lh« 
exception of a modest armorial di^vice. encircled by a deli- 
cate garland of immortelles. Anembo35e<) gold flower-urn 
and corresponding cnndelabr&s furnished the centre, while 
about the sides and corners of the table a golden dinneei 
service, elaborately wrought in curious designs of repounat 
and frosted- workmanship, was spreail, ready to receive tb« 
vimids of the sybaritic feast. The four walls were hung 
with tu|)estriea made at the Queen's castle in the little' 
t<iwn of Windsor, and the representations from the sci 
in Shakespeare's "Merry Wives." These are the present 
theme of fashionable criticism in society and the papers. 
From the ponderous and pompous upholstering and gold 
plate of the salle a manger to the fairy brilliancy of tUS 
Princess's boudoir was, indeed, a trnnsformation scene ib 
i holiday pantomime. All that the adjacent chamber 
tained of the oppressive sumptuousness this one had in the 
delicate splendorof blue and gilt appointments. In a si<)e 
alcove there was built an artificial grotto, where the water* 
of a fountain fall in melodious tinkle upon the exotics, 
whose bronze foliage acted aa a foil to the stony scintillit- 
i tions of gods and goddesses it struggled to hide, and con- 
[traated vividly with the confused tones — brickdust and 
l.aalTron — of the majolica vases. Farther on we came to 
j-rooms and business burenus. all characterized by 
[||W8fa expenditure in English and French Inxorie*. Tin 
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I extrftvagBiice of piinccB was f'ucibly portiajed in the mar- 
qii^lric mantels ami doors, Tashioned in the rni'cst designs 
fi'oin tfac woods of India — costly additions, that may he 
useless in n te\f months, when, the pavilion is razed. 
I Continuing down this avenue we emerge into the broad 
I esplanade of the main liali which striltes me as lieiog mucii 
[ liandaomer than onr linll in Fainnount Parl(. The huilding 
I or itself is a mere siiell, but so rielily is it colored and eol- 
1 ninned, so radiant with stained glass windows, so to speak, 
I forming the upper twu-tbirds of the fa^.ade., that I felt its 
I influence longafterwards. 1 hear it nevertheless denounced 
us tawdry, with its crude and showy colossal statues resting 
against ostentatious pillara far above whose heads llont 
tlieir banners and pennons; Ijnt 1 did not agree with tlio 
verdict. A sloping sward closely shaven, planted with 
Suwering plots and fresliened l>y fountains, gravitates to a 
microcosm of restaurants, kiosks, and foreign bui-eaits. 
Tlirough the entrance of the Quai d'Orsay, guarded by its 
' jantie bronzes, you rest upon the Pont de Jena to watch 
the little stcaoiers puffing to and fro on the placid Seine, 
ne conveying a freight of visitors to the Exhibition 
I'alaces, and others moored to the stone wharves, depositing 
I their stores of stone and wood, to complete the teiuples of 
f ftrt, science, and industry. Many aquatic sportsmen in otiose 
I mood arc pnlling themselves in little canoes over the still 
k And silent stream, while other riotous parties of bacchantes 
I »re filling tile air with shout and jest. Upon the bridge 
1 are the votaries of fashion and frolic, who have come to see 
I find he seen; the artist with palette aud brush, and the 
areliitect inspecting with critical eye every curve and capi- 
Inl, base end bend, that make up the colonnades of the 
Trociiddro; the correspondents who is interviewing the in- 
tegral parts of the picture en masse and jotting ilown airy 
nothing from which he will weave several columns of the 
nost substantial material; lh« Tair round cburi/bmau with 
L missal and rosary, adding savor, as it were, to this human 
I olta podrida. 

To view the Trocad^ro from the base of the mound is 
[.scarcely satisfactory. In this position an accurate pros- 
l pect of the whole may be obtained, but to enjoy and study 
I -tlie building proper, one must linger about the pare, take 
T:a seat at one of the little caf^ tables so numerous in the 
\ grounds, and while lunching, dwell upon this vast loadstar 
enthroned upon the verdured summit which a century ago 
t was dcBlincd as the site of tkie regal home of the Tulure 
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King of Rome. Mark well its many attractive iiointH. It 
is a Vftst semicircular ettiflce; n huge lotundn forniing ihe 
cuiitre, flanked by square wings with lofty towers, and pro- 
jecting from tbeae wings, extending from the uortlicast to 
the southwest, are sky-liglitcd gnlleries modelled alter tlje 
Iicristyles of Campanian towns. This canopied and colon- 
naded promenade stretches from one estremity to tlie otiiei' 
of the palace wiLli the Spanish name, encompassing the 
music hall, and connecting at each of the open vestibules 
of the wings, and reached by spacious sloiie stairways, or, 
as a eorreapondeiit calls them, stoops from the several 
footpaths. There is no sterility of decoration, as flags float 
in an endless array of coloi's along the margins of the roofs, 
and statues perfect each pilaster of the snperb colonnade. 
Issuing from the centre of this building, and as if rushing 
from the columns, is a cascade of foaming water, that takes 
one plunge to tlie ground level, and then over a scries of 
gravitating steps until it drifts into the great circular 
basin; through this volume of created foam jets d'eaux 
eject their spray aloft, anil fountains ut opposite angles 
cast their waters to vacli other in playful motion. The 
liuda of tulips and early spring flowers are more beautiful 
by their slight inclination toward the horizon, nestling 
upon the gentle acclivity, aud the four great brazen beasts 
— Ibe horse, the bull, the el-epliant, and rhinoceros — at the 
corners of the basin, though maguiBcent works of art, 
seem sadly iuharmoniona. However, they contribute to- 
ward a construction that is most fantastic aud unconven- 
tional, from tlie Alpha to the Omega. 

The Chaillot Heights, like many uf the Parisian suburlis 
were discovered to be thoroughly alvcolate<l by anciciife 
iiuarries, i-enderiug it absolutely necessary to form a nai 
and solid foundation for the Palais du Trucad^ro, but froi 
this circular condition of the hillside, the curious fresh- 
Wilier aquarium sprang. Tliese aquaria are formed by the 
iiHtural old quarry cavities, and though presenting the ai>- 
pearance of a succession of small ponds upon the grounds, 
the water descends gently through the ic b thy o logical re- 
treats. 

When the interior of the Trocad^ro is quite complel 
the long wings will be tlic depository of art, while 
rotunda will he the hall of fcstas and ceremonials. W 
I flrsl looked upon the disordered mass, I scarcely hoped 
to see it in its present glorious state, hut the French seem 
to ecouomize time and wealUer ; they level streets in a night 
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and compass impossibilities in a day. It is a modern ver- 
sion of Aladdin's lamp aud the Prince's palnce. And it ii 
ever the one story, either in work or in war ; they overrui 
kingdoms and establish republics as rapidly as they forget 
ibeir beloved dead and forgive the tyrannical living. 

To-day the Eapoaition is a -flower aud poem, aud thongli 
I recall the emotions incited by the Centennial in these 
Paris parterres and palaces spread over the Champs de 
Mars and hills of Fasay, uever again can I thrill with the 
feelings that made mc at once so proud and so happy at 
the celebration of my country's enfrauchisement. 



I 



LETTER XLIV. 

•'Turn to the world — Its curionB dwellers view. 
Like Paul's AtlieDinns, seekini^ Bonietliiug new. 
Be it a bonlirc'8 or a ciij'a Maze, 
Tbe gibbet's victim, or the nalion's gaze, 
A female allieiat, or a learned (tog, 
A monstrous pumpkin, or a mammoUi bog, 
A murder, or a muster, 'tis the same. 
Life's follies, glories, griefs, all feed the flame." 

Charles Spraque. 

Paris, May, 1878. 

To chronicle the Exhibition TJniverselle in detail wouK 
be the wildest sort of enterprise; still I must record some 
contrasts and comparisons that made the most impression \ 
on me before I say good-byei. 

But how to begin and where? At the American section, 
tliat IB closest my heart, or at the English, French, or 
Italian, that please my eye? From the chief exhibition 
entrance, the sea of glory opens with the Indian presents 
of the Prince of Wales. Th^ey glitter under the rich can- 
opy of Oriental design and coloring, called the "India 
Uouse." To enumerate the jewelled swords, snnff-boxes, J 
medals, royal decorations, sliawls, and laces, duplicated I 
again and again, would craze a mathematician. The deeper ^ 
philosophy taught by all this superabundance of useless 
gifts is tlie obeisance equally of tlie commoners and the 
nobility to the crown. All day throngs cluster about 
those India cases, to count over and memorize the honors 
18 
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bestowed upon Uie Prince, bo tliat they maj- tell tliem to 
others. I join tlie ocean or humanity, but only to ftdmire 
and study tliese sinfully eoelly gewgaws, just as 1 linger at 
the ceramic display of llie Mintou and Doiilton clays, tiia 
Co|ieland and Worcester Pai'ian, tlie Cbelsea porcelain, 
and the Wedgwood Jasper. Koyalty lias its ueee iu tlie 
encouragement of gcuitis, and the distribution of tlie aa- 
tique models; but it in painful to see bow many milliona 
are given to feed tlie overfed binga of the wnrld, and to 
decorate those wlio are alieady overweighted with their 
chains of gold. 1 believe it is generally conceded that the 
present exhibition of the products of the British potteries 
outdazzles their specimens nt the Centennial display iu 1876. 
It seems only reasonable that It should, in consideration 
of the difficulties uf the Voyage, but it does not strike ma 
BO. Perhaps I am a patriotic higol who sees all copies of 
our national display only to their disparagement, but I 
never can repeat the first Joy of our own universal Ameri- 
can banquet. This is the national excuse for depreciation ; 
if so, it is the familiar simile of the little child with the 
gingerbread horse, the sense of first pleasure lasts through 
the after years. I sllll taste that early gingercake. There 
is nothing to take the place of the Centennial. 

Bi'onzes, tapestries, statuary, anil jjictures are sources 
of endless enjoyment at a great fair. Among the most 
bizarre gems of the English pottery department were the 
Greek vases in imitation of red granite, from the factories 
of Wedgwood & Sons, at Ktruria, Stuke-on- Trent, Stat . 
fordshire. I bent long over a choice oollection of clockaf ] 
time-pieces, etc, adorned with original plaques of faience, ' 
from James Howell, Regent Street, London. Fascinating 
as many of the modern services are, the most persistent 
efforts seem to be lavished upon certain panels. These 
are entrancing beyond des('ri|)tion. Many sacred snhjects, 
representations from the enrly Greek and Roman epics, 
and themes of feudal troubadours, are faithful, with a deli- 
cacy of pigment and exactness of outline that are the per- 
fection of ceramic art. "The Infant Saviour in the arma 
of Simeon," "Gethsemane," "The Walk from Emmaua," 
"The Resurrection," "Elaine," and many other equally 
familiar objects, are treated with almost articulate pathos. 

StafTordsiiire is, so to speak, a priceless mine of clay 
fields, as one soon learns by walking through the Pi 
Bsposition. It is almost visiting the district of the "1 
teries," which exteuds aloug the course of tho Trent, wliertb 
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of this precious earthenware, nnd 
inaDjr fine protluetiana, Stoke-upon-Treat, a town oT leaser 
inhabilanta, nnd two huudred Tactorifis, transmits the lion's 
ehare. Have we not in our couutry the same earths, and 
the same skill to mis, motild, and {>netize them? 

I noticed a case of exquisite ladies' shoes, beanng a close 
similitude to the same witli whioh our English friends 
f:irore<) the Centennial; suriily no French rordonnier ever 
inrnseil greater finish and dfliiiauy into kis inspiration, yet 
the Englieh are the illest-sli<Hl Temates on tlie tvro hemi- 
si^iheres. Tbey invent exipiiaite shoes, but have few feet 
among their own people to fit them. 

The cutlery of Sheffleld and Birmingham can no longer 
claim a place alone, no mure can the Manchester prints, 
since our Yankee steel and cotton are sold upon English 
counters; another diHenohantruent began at tlie Centennial 
and repeated in Paris. It ia npon this platform that the 
United States stands pre-eminent. 1 find here other facts 
for thought. Our agricQJturiil and steam -pro[>ening ma- 
chines, our pianos, and sewing machines, are everywhere 
unsurpassed, and let it be said our exhibits of this kinrl 
were not only creditable to our inventors, but to our taste 
ID the useful arts. This last feature is also noticeable in 
our surgical and dental inatrumentH.onr carriages, and the 
exquisite gold and silverware of Tiffiiny, But, where wns 
Che great "Corliss" that impelled our country's industrial 
and mechanical representatives? How I missed the coloi- 
8UB. It would have made the Frenchmen stare, and com- 
pensated for other deficiences. 

The Japanese and Chinese departments are interesting, 
as these almond-eyed people ever are in all their enter- 
prises. But there is a sweet familiarity about all that [ 
see. The carved ivory beds and painted silk canopies arc 
Just as wonderful if not quite as fresh as when I saw tliem 
in Philadelphia. Still even those Americans who are so 
indignant because we are not strong enough in the Ameri- 
can department in PotIs. and scold Congress for not giving 
Governor McCormick half a million to make a respectable 
show in this great world's carnival and jewpl-bouse, — even 
these take comfort because the Japanese showed their most 
lovely productions first to the wdrld through our spectacles 
in Fairmount Park. The Centennial is a great comforter, 
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liitlier from the Tower, and liere is a splendid treat Tor tlie 
Freiicli niabsCH tliat we were unable to oHer in Fbilatlelplii:i, 
.After tliat, very naturally, I strayed into the jewel depart- 
ment of the French section, and found this part of the 
pageant sparkling with diamonds and gold far beyond con- 
ception. 1 wish I had the ability to paint this dazzling 
scene. It is so, indeed, that a great gem is never lost! 
It may be stolen, but all the thieves feel a special property 
in its preservation. It cannot be imitated, and bo carries 
il.ft own protection in its scar<;ity. A great jewel is like 
the special discovery of an island, once found all are 
finlicitoua to keep it, and a continent cannot he counter- 
feited. The Eusnian jewel department, though perhaps . 
not finer than in 1h76, ia more extensive. It embraces a I 
wider B|ihere of female deuorationn, and the Ruasian man- I 
ner of giving tone aud color to gold is wholly uniigiie. A | 
medallion has upon its upper face the protoplast of a pear 
and the leaves; the fruit is a fac simile pearl of a delicate I 
pink and yellow shade; the leaves are of the metal, pre- 
sented in frostwork, combining the green, yellow, russet, j 
and brown of autumnal tints. Ear-drops, symbolical of 
fuchsias, of this same colored gold, having tlie petals tipped I 
sometimes with coral and sometimes with pearls; orna- J 
ments flguralive of the rose, shaded from pale-saffron to 
pink, are only the more simple of ihese elegant designs. 
The Muscovite is master iu his own school of art, and ia j 
strong in his silver and malachite conceits, even lieyond J 
the French. I 

In the French annex of Indiea' costumes we find the I 
grandest acliievemenla of Worth's and Pingat's skill. Here I 
are dresses that woulil create an insurrection if carried into j 
a Philadelphia saloon. 1 will not attempt to sketch these I 
fantastic anatomies. But then their vagaries were pro- 1 
duced to glorify the inventor's name, and though they are 1 
the excessive poetry of female attire, it is doubtful if ihey I 
will remunerate the contriver. | 

An English lady of considerable cultivation insists that I 
the display of statuary falls in point of merit far beneath 1 
our collection in 1816, and not oiily so, but declares that 
after visiting all the important galleries of Europe she 
found none so rich en masne as that gathered into our art 
aggregation in Fairmount Park. I listened but was not i 
convinced, and so took her compliment iu silent surprise, j 
To compare our Exhibition, even with all that was loaned | 
from abi*oad, to the deposilories of ancient art, is scarcely J 
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teiDiile of bygone Rpteiitlor. Wi; <)o not look for i 
Phiiiias, a Praxiteles, a Milo, or Mmlile Faun. Tlieae are 
the iiucontesteH anil often nnknown niaxtera. 1 eee much 
that pleases me, not so iniidi it is true ta I saw at Itome, 
Itnt then 1 look tliroiigli Qiy iiatriutiu glasses, and I cannot 
forget original tastes, as I said. 

Tbe Freneh disci|ileH nf tlie brush are all here, i 
Beaux Arts, in liolidHy regalia; Jiilea Breton, in liis 
i&tic penciilings of peasant life; Diaz in forest scenes, 
where the mellow yet brilliant blending of tones is liis ciiief 
merit; Bougnereau in saintly portrayals; ami Messonier 
in his fharacleristic little gems. I hum tliaL quite a num- 
ber of Corota are yet to lie hung, but there is some discns- 
sinn about giving them a plnee, ami I shall have bidden 
nrlieii to sweet Paris before the issue can be settled. Many 
of our old Centennial pictures smile on me a homelike wel- 
come, and among ihese Frith's Railiuad Station and Queen 
Victoria's Marriage. 

In my eauntei'ings, this thought eomes: Human intellect 
is undoubtedly more w'>rship|)cd and has better chances in 
France than in England ; and there is no more patent dia- 
ptny of this fact than in tiiis French Exposilfon. In Grout 
Britain there is still a large royal family, with only their 
azure blood to eonsecrnie tlieir titlcK, and there a higher 
voui-t must lie paid to those wiiose crowns are worn on 
their heads than to those whose great thoughts are the 
gold and jewels hidden in the casket of the brain. Tlie 
mere snob gives his liomage to the sovereign invented by 
law, but is quite as likely to sneer at the French monarclis 
of the mind, Louis BUno, Victor lingo, Emilede Girardiu, 
and Lahonlaye; he never heard or cared to hear of tlie 
dead kings of literalure and art, Chaieaubriand, Scarron, 
OuiKot, Thiers, Voltaire, Moliei-e, Racine, and Sismondi;- 
bnt this noble show Is suggestive of them all, the dead and 
the living. The face of the Prince of Wales has very muuh 
the appearance of a jolly country scjuire, with his bold fore- 
head and Hanoverian cast of oonntenance. Tiie old King 
of Spain looks like a failed roue. The Princess of Wales 
lins a plain, refined face, but void of beauty, and a hundred 
Others of these people may l>e classed in the same category. 
But there is a presence alvout Gumbetta, with his one eye, 
that gives him tlie look of a flerce Cyclops; Girardin seems 
« lW)lished courtier of seventy, in whose face reason holds 
the highest tlivone; Edmund About, a bronze giant; La- 
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lioulaye, the statcsmaii and the philoBopher; and Yietor 
Hugo, &D inspired Dervisii, I do not know anybody in 
the Royal House of England thai cvci' showed any epecial 
brains; none of the Princes or PrioceBses; while over here 
ill France the Orleans and Bourhou pretenders are some 
of them very able men. Most of the great writers, artista, 
painters, Slid sculptors, are Republicans, and have been for 
years, loug before the fall of the last Empire. Most of the 
philosophers and scientistB are on the same side. Of course 
there are plenty of other men against the Republic, and for 
i-eaclion; hut 1 look in vain for a man on the Republicau 
side iu England who has any special status as a great poet, 
painter, sculptiir, speaker, or essayist. The best Republi- 
can in that great country is a woman, aud her Dame is 
George Eliot. 



LETTER XLV. 

"Tn n run ge- groves and myrlle liowerB, 

Tliiil brcalLe a gale of fiagraoce round, 
1 cliatm tlie fairy-fooled boui'a 

With my loved lule'a romantic sfiund ; 
Or crowns «f living laurel wenve 
For those tbat run the race at eve," 



Lyons, May, 1879. 
Neveb was Pnris more glorious than when I passed 
through its shining boulevards and open squares towan) 
the Embarcadere de Lyon yesterday. The spires and 
domes of the marvellous oity wera sparkling in the sun- 
light, the flowers blooming at the corners, and the Tricolor 
of France and the Stars and Stripes of her sister republic, 
America, blending and floating in the breeze. Perhaps it 
was this sweet fraternity, and perhaps my own atTeclion 
for home, that caused the inelfahle sadness at my heart as 
I rode away. There has been an essence of home about 
this place ever since I came into it one shining Sabbath 
four weeks ago. Peradventure, yon may say, 1 loved it 
because it is gay and dazzling, because I caught all the 
smiles and none of the siglis, because 1 had seen only the 
beautiful and uoiie of the hestial, hecauac I was thotightful 
only of the chai'ina and thoughtleaa of the crosses; or, it 
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may be, you will say that I revelled in the n 
ment, anil had no conceplion of its sins and ils s 
But eager aa 1 am I'or Tresli territories, the regret at leaving 
this sweet foreign hubitatiun, as 1 had grown to regard it, 
was quite sincere. 

As I passed the cabareU, hotels, and shops I met occa- I 
sionally Italian, English, and even Oernitin flagR, Imt 
French and American countaiitly. We were |jasaing 
through the Payg Latin, where liberty is dearly cherished, , 
and these twin repulilican symltols were far more Treqiient 1 
than on the opposite border t>( the Seine amongst the rep- 1 
resenlatives of tlie ancient regime. 

Numbers of students were clustered about the libraries | 
tbat flank the Seine in this portion of the city, where ' 
books by famous authors, of whom I never heard, may be 
purchased from two sous to a Louis d'or. 

As we drew near tlie d€p8t, npon.the conflnes of Bercj, j 
we found the streets straggling, and the workmen in their 
blouses; now and then one in aabotn would clatter over tlie 
stones, a fruit-seller or flower-girl in blue petticoat anil 
white coiffe, and arms ns bare and as brown as polished 
porphyry, crossed the while streets that increase in dazzling 
lustre, with Iheir little stores uiKin their heads from their 
homes about Charenton beyond the bastions; great logs 
and rarts were drifting in tLe silent flow of the river, f 
heaped upon the stone quays. Everywhere there was coi 
tent and thrift, hut none of the glitter and crush of tl 
city. We had already crossed the tlircshold of the Palai 
of Enchantment. 

We took tickets for Lyons, a ride of nine and a quarti 
hours through the Burgundy vineyards of P'rance. It 
seemed like a long ride, but I knew it would not pre 
tedious, lying through this golden district, that presented I 
a new and entrancing picture at each step; but 1 was not j 
prepared for the burst of glory that greeted me upon leav- 
ing Paris, and did not desert me until night came and hid I 
it from my ardent gaze 

We rapidly penetrated into the richest sections of Frs 
though not the most ptctur-esque; fur it had none of the 
wild romance of rugged mountains, sharp deflles, dark 
gorges, and foaming waters; but all the calm, domestic 
beanCy of rich farmlands, cultivated hillsides, and happy 
homes. I met with no starvation and squalor; 
peaceful and flourishing, and all were at work; no 
spised or scorned labor, and therefore all were prosperous. A 
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This sfesence of the wooa of intern peratioe is tlie prevsil- 
ing cliaraeteriatic of the Valley of the Mame, that stretcher 
fiir away to the loft, in fire unbroken iilaiii of fertility. 
After crossing tlie waters from which tliis luxuriant region 
derives its name, near their eonflueiu^e with the Seine, 
guartleii on the west Uy Fort Ivry, anil the cast hy Cliar- 
etiton, our com pun ion ship with it ceaaeil, and through 
Seine et Manie, along the green slopes of the Y^ree, a 
tenilory of veniure-tlad hills, we saw here and there an 
nrliatio dwelling set down in a dale oT flowers, and the 
smoke from thriving mills curling over tlic landsuape. 

Entering the forest of Fontaineblean the trees seem aa 
if they had hcen uprooted and replaced in long straight 
lines hy a euiveyor. The vegetable gardens are rich in 
{iroduce for the great city. We have already passed many 
white-stone quarries, the wealth of which is so extensively 
utilized in the nolile eiiiflcea we have left behind ns — |ier- 
hapB forever. I hud believed the glistening I'aris houses 
to be composite, and a portion of the city certainly is, lint 
here befoie me and around Hie arc vaat blocks of creamy 
stone, newly cut from chalky beds beyond. These deposits 
lie close along the railway, and laborers are busy digging 
and hewing the material for builders. 

And now there are vinea everywhere; they are drawn 
out far ahead as a wayside border of our route, Tlie 
grapes are grown upon tlie terraced hillsides, and ti'ained 
to little sticks not moi'c than two feet high, and women are 
to lie seen everywhere tipon the blooming acclivities tend- 
ing their crops for the ap|jroacliing vintage. Where are 
the men? I hivoliintnrily ask; the women are doing all the 
drudgery. One fertile valley succeeds another, and another, 
and another, until I am prone to believe there is not nn 
acre of Yonne and the C6lf. d'or which is not devoted to 
the grape and tlie olive. Behind the hillocks are plateaux 
of sward and neat little cottages; tall poplars shorn of 
foliage, until the effect is tliat of a forest of flagstaffs or 
telegiaph poles, one of the principal features of the French 
landscape. Hamlets us wlnte as a seagull's wing are 
couched against gentle inclinations, and feudal chateaux 
and abbeys crown the eummits, where many a revel, and 
many a secret, and many an exile were hidden in the long 
ago, when convent was only a euphuism for carousal, and 
chateau for confinement. Tbe turrets and the spires gleam 
still and solemn against the intensely blue sky, the land Is 
as full of mediieval history as of present prosperity; per- 
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nela, cuttings, and viaducts, and t 
gray of the olive was seen in more frequi 
to which the vine-olnd bills served as a liackgroHnd. Here 
and there in vales to our riglit we saw the golden glisten 
of orange groves between the glossy foliage ; and I realized 
tliat I was in a strange country. Ruins, pointing out the 
epots where time hns placed his despoiling finger, were crum- 
bling around where feudal sovereigns dwelt and died. Ah t 
yes, the Cot^ d'or is very beautiful and luscious in its green 
and purple robes, and delights the eye as much as it grati- 
fies the palate. 

The peasants were clustered in little groups at the 
stations, and in the while roads sparkling with silica they 
looked like moving bouquets of ruddy antiimu dahlias. 
Their costumes were modelled after the picturesque Swiss 
type, doubtless the dress of tlieir alpine neighbors. These 
fair maids oF France do not fulfil the fnir conception we 
had formed of them from ronnancca and traveller's tales. 
They are ainiost nnexoeptionnbly dwarfed and ungraceful ; 
but a better eduoation.il system seems now to prevail in 
these dislriets of France. The daughters of the vintage- 
owners assist in the cultivation of the vine, and no part of 
mental discipline is neglected to render them proficient. 
Those we met were merry ; not intosicated by the juice of 
tbe grapes, but drunk with the delight of their new liberty. 

We were very near to Haute-Saflnc, and tbe magnificent 
forests, with their caverns of coal und iron, branching off 
from tbe Vosges, close in tbe valley like great walls of pine 
and poplar. 

It was 4.30 or 5 P. M. wlien we stopiwd at Dijon, and with 
all the transcendent glory of the Durgundian hillsides, the 
prosaic name of dinner was not unwelcome. Nothing could 
be more delightful than the viands spread before us at the 
Station buCTet, the wine of the vicinage included, for four 
francs. A dinner of seven courses, comprising a delicious 
soup, fish, roast beef, vegetables, spring chicken and let- 
tuce, compote, pudding, fruits, nuts, cheese, and coffee, had 
the effect of returning the passengers to the train in the 
most vivacious mood. 

Dijon is a zigzag old town, at the confluence of the 
Ouche and the Souzon, of about 40,000 inhabitants, la 
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efti'lier dny«, when France was under tlie rtoniin 
nnmher of prlty feudal nfficers, it was tlie ciipiinl of Hiir- 
giiiidy, and the home nf the reigning dtike unlil the six- 
teenth century. Now, shining iiniler tlie snn nf the allodial 
eystein, we find it the inetiopolis of the department of the 
Cot^ d'or and the heart of the wine trade. A friend told 
me I had lost mneh by not remaining overnight and dip- 
ping into the cm ions sigh ts and customs of this provincial 
town, ani'.h as I stiall never enjoy by visiting only targe 
cities. Being anxious to sleep in Lyons, womanlike, I 
follow tiie dictates of my own desire, and drive on to my 
intended dtslinntion. 

Then, as we whirled tliroiigli soft, green valleys, from 
which tlie frn it-burdened hills diverge on every side, and 
crossed uryatnl slreuius whose meaj^re waters ripple over 
stony beds, where women sit at the margin dipjiing their 
linen in the lucid current and lieating it on the eloncs; nn 
the white roads, winding aronnd the acclivities into the 
dales, and ascending the dark mountain arms in lliu far 
distance again, we saw tlie grape-wagons drawn by oxen 
clumsily yet gayly caparisoned, and heard the silver tinkle 
of their bells vibrating through tlie sweet evening; the sun 
threw his last warm nuliatice over the eai'tli, and the viilnp- 
tuous hush of eventide was made musical by the dreamy 
jingling chimes of convent towers. 

Now wo were in the heart of Haute Hnurgogne, and we 
bade arlion to the famous vineyards of the Clos Vougeft, 
only to greet those of Gevrey, and lose sight of the yellow 
and purple heights of Nuits, Volney, or I'omard, to gain 
the prospect of the slopes of 6eKiini<. 

Yes! Night with her owls and bats and starry veil had 
come to dwell with ns. The coach-lamps were lighted, 
closing all communication with the outer world, and I 
essayed to read my novel. Witli the dying gleam of day 
I saw the misty Blia<lows rjf the Jnra in the east, and my 
guide tells me in clear weather the icy iridescence of Mont 
Blane is perceptible. 

When I emerged from iTie courtyard into the Rue Belle- 
cour this morning, with my first sight of the ramparts or 
sectional heights of the city of Lyons 1 wished for the 
power of a Millet or a Dauhigny. It combines all the va- 
riety and fascination of pastoral and metropolitan beauty. 
Before me mounted ridge above ridge of garlamled heights, 
and rows of tall houses distinctly visible bonier the rocky 
ledges. 1 wnnted to ascund the furtiflcations, but howf 
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fidiini] me Inj the longue of Lbe city Ini 

anil Sftoiie, and 1 tiirnecl Lo the shops niid City Hall llu'Oiigli 

the nen and beautiful Flace de Belleconr. Not so many, 

it is true, but nil around me are shops and Btrueis aa lieau- 

l if ul Rs those of the fevi^rish capital. Not siuh an endless 

fiisplay of silks and velvets as 1 anticipated; l)la(;k laees 

■nil fine linens are conspicuous, as though envious of the 

silliworiu'a reputation. After tiring of the municipal sights, 

I engaged cncher to open unto me the rural splendor of 

the Pare de la T6te d'Or, for this coram unity, tliough 

scarcely more than a third as large as Philadelphia, must 

have their Fairmount Park on the left of the Rhone. 

Suiting from the converging [joint of the two streams, all 

alung the quays on either side are the Qoatiiig laundries, 

^liere the wnshertvumen come to perrorm their duties, 

wli'ch seem to be the cliief source of emolument amongst 

1"6 lower clauses. The boulevard leading to the Pare is 

^'y and level, planted on either margin with proliBc shade 

*''^'a, and the river is spanned by frequent bridges. One 

^' the great charms of these foreign cities are the rivers 

tuat glide through the centre, with their handsome embank- 

'"ents niid nhite-stone wharves. 

^^ 'o the park we find the Zoological and Botanical gardens, 

^K * '*'*e where little skiffs are dancing, vast parterres of gay 

^B noH-epg^ cultivated by the husbandmen, and a vacheHe 

^m ""ei-e fresh milk is offered to the pi eaan re-seekers. To 

^B oiir right a great checkered counterpane of yellow and 

' 'r'"^ and white and green appears to have been spread. 

^* ^'e approach this gaudy coverlet we find it woven of 

. '' graceful, waving grain, drooping its golden head as if 

^"^ndest sense of its mature wealth, blended with patches 

P'rik and white clover, and young crisp verdure. 

xt * ^ard the silk factories, traveraiug the heights of CroiK- 

"'* ^se, we ascended iu an in fractuoua toil, that oflen proved 

• n a,j-,|u„|,g pyii to our poor old horse, Tlie inclinations 

,'* ^^langerous, the streets narrow, the liouscs rearing to 

"^ tieight of six and seven stories, and permeating the 

. "^^^sphere are the moisture of steam and the whirr of 

?.1**»8. The diminutive stature and liunted faces of the 

^'"^^ vveavers are visible, a cogent proof of the seditious 

"^"^Imeuta of this sinuous saction. I may call almost 

*'''^*'i' house a silk factory, aa manufaclurera furnish the 

Taw- material to the laborers nnd they transform it into 

iS"^ fabric in their homes. 

Mounting ten or twelve pairs of steep steps through 
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dingy corridors and dismal chambers, we readied one of 
the leading establishments ; a large room Blled witli looms, 
of which only a fuw were in autive operation, and we hear ■ 
the murmer of "hard timps." The looms that were in 
motion contained the narp of gold and white damask 
ordered by President MacMahon to upholster a new snlt 
of riiniiture. The proprietor of this great establishment 
escorted us to a room adorned with silk pictures, the pro- 
ducts of the Jacquard loome ; — " he and his family received 
by the Emperor and Empress," " VVoshington," " Lincoln," 
and many illustrative of French history, all capital por- 
traits. We disdained offering a fee to this pompous silk 
man, who had been in the presence of royalty, believing 
profuse thanks to be our only mode of grateful demon- 
stration. 1 summoned my entire vocabulary of French 
courtesy and lavished it u|jod him ; but even this did not 
appease the old vampire's cringing soul. Ue beckoned ua 
into a small room, and I, believing he was about to reward 
my ultra civility by a display of further glories, thanked 
him again and again. At length I yielded to his impor- 
tiAiities, and there scattered over a table were a shoal of 
other woven adornments. I expressed my admiration for 
the wonderful work in my strongest language, and still 
not a glimmer of the old man's design dawned upon me 
until he enumerated the prices of them. Then, and then 
only, the sun of Wisdom broke through my cloudy percep- 
tion in a perfect exuberance of light. I comprehended 
the situation; I was the fty in the spider's web, and my 
escape could only he purchased by the price of several of 
these pictures, the chea|>eat valued at ten francs! So 
through life one must pay for his ignorance, and tliougli 
the school of experience exacts the most bitter lessons, 
tbey are always the most clmstening and enduring. 

Lyons presents no appearance of neglect. Its streets 
are new, its squares adorned with statues, its gardens and 
plots carefully planted; yet there is ever apparent a sim- 
mering insurrection, that with a breath may he funned into 
a broil. It is more the city of successrul manufactures 
and weary proletairea, than of costly pleasures. It is a 
community of toilers and merchants, not poets and statea- 
men. 
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"And Bound again, Imld Melody, 

For baffled miUiouB raise 

The last victorioiiB rallying cry, 

The natioD'a Maraeillaisa. 

ice more advance iu Ihe vanguard, France, 

To the roar of the MarsolllalBe I" 



»Marbeillb8, May, 16T8. 
When I rode away from Lyons I was convinced lliat 
excellent couking waa not oonflned to the gilded Capital. 
Tbe dinnera — inn ordinaire iaclusive — were poeras, and I 
freely confeas the chief charm of a foreign hotel to voyogera 
is an unexceptionable cuisine. 

From Lyons to Marseilles our route lay through that 
portion of Transalpine Gaul, rich in the luscious warmth 
of the grape, the gohlen glow of the orange, the hectic 
flush of the poppy, all lending an Oriental hue to the pic- 
ture that was tempered into liarmony by the puritanical 
roliea of the dusky olive; and eiimptuous in ila numberlesa 
relics of Roman occupation. The authenlieity of many of 
these remains and their accom pauying legends is un- 
doubted, as the Romans conquered and held tenure in 
Gaul, which they in those early days overran and appropri- 
ated, aa they did the other kingdoms of Europe. They 
eeqnestered their Ciesars as the Bonapartes did in later 
times. This immortal garland of history has encouraged 
romancists to weave many wayside weeds and spurious 
reminiscences into their fanciful wreaths. As we passed 
over the Alpine ledges, and through the granite excava- 
tions, and by the numerous arrowy streams, tributaries of 
^^ the Rhone and fed by mountain springs, not only each 
^^K city and town, but almost every village deserves a special 
^^M record. Here are vineyards yielding the same delicious 
^^p *^ Hermitage" through all these centuries, from the little 
^B Blips of vine planted between the interstices of rock by 
' the recluse who made his retreat upon the bill, to the hire 

ling of the local duke who inserted saplings that have been 
|. the favorite cup of the castle. This esqiiiaite product of 
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wliite nnd red wine acarcely ever pftasea out of France ; 
IfRHt none of the first quRlity. It is monopolized hy the 
millionaires and native royalists, and when exported the 
Iijwer grades are invoiced as the pnnie original. Before 
timcliing the conical declivity of the Hermitage, we had 
jmBsed the Ch&teau de Ponsas on the right bank of the 
klione, Btid in the distance we cniight a glimpse of moun- 
tain peaks, from which, tradition tells us, I'ontiua Pilate 
committed suicide. The lale, however questionable, seema 
to have become roolhoiind. The group of lofty summits 
still bear the name of Moni Pital. For a few moments one 
is in the Ijeauliful valley of the turbulent Isere, only to 
cross it, and then its swift tide and roiky eminences ai-e 
left in the northeast as we dash on in our southerly route. 
Wc gradually leave the I'ourse of the Rhone, though we 
continue in a parallel line for some distance. 

Avignon, once a Romnn colony, and in the fourteenth 
century the seat of the pontifical throne, if containing no 
magnets of present power, is at least interesting as the 
theatre of the melodramatic phase in the lives of Petrarch 
and Laura. This melanclioly, love-languishing poet-laure- 
ate, crowned in the Roman capital, conceived bis immorta] 
passion for Laura de Noves when he was scarcely past hoy. 
liood, and though his importunities were re|ielled with de- 
termined purpose, — so ibe story runs, — throughout this 
young lady's virginity and wifehood, the faithful Romeo 
continued to sing his Iotc sonnets until the cold earth 
shrouded his constant and tempestuous heart forever. It 
was a woful day when the young Italian poet was first 
enthralled hy the "nympli at her orisons" in the nunnery 
of St. Claire. The historian forgets to relate whether 
Laura's passion for berhusband, Hugnes de Sade, equalled 
Petrarch's ardent affection. While the lover was travelling 
through Italy, France, Spain, and German)', gaining rich 
laurels alike from the volatile Qaul and grim Teuton, pre- 
serving classical mnnuscri)jts and pouring out the perennial 
fountains of ft love that were destined lo carry his fame down 
througii the unfathomable abysses of time, Laura re- 
mained in Avignon,' going through the maternal routine of 
domestic life, and when he returned to the hallowed spot 
alter an absence of nearly a decade, found his idol op- 
liressed hy domestic grievances and a prollBc offspring. 
Oh I what a prosaic planet is Ibis earth! We are prone to 
believe we are living in nn age from which all ihe chivalry 
and grace, and poetry have departed. But such lessotM 
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teach us to wish no longer for the lyrical days when Ciipiil 
wasjiist as capricious as now. Poor Petrarcli I his passion 
for Laura was one of those pleasing fancies tliat serve to 
point a moral and to hang a tale. 

Ami then Rienzi — Kienzi wlio was transformed from a 
poetic dreamer into a political reformer. This wild revo- 
liitionisl is another sanctifying memory of Avignon. 
Bienzi, the companion of Petrarch, who languished in 
prison while the latter luxuriated in palaces. Rienzi, who 
perished on the Capitol steps at the hands of the infuriated 
pO]ii)lacc, — the same wild populace that hod gathered here 
to dignify Petrarch with the diadem of fame. Yes! One 
is fascinated with tlie profound historical reflections of tlie 
vicinity, and longs to linger by the way to visit the haunts 
of the poets. With these close associations, and tlie south- 
ern flush and hush of the landscape, one is inclined to be- 
lieve he has already crossed the boundaries of the Cisalpine 
Oaul of the ancients. The gradual transition into Italy is 
at once distinguishable in the soft pronunciation and dul- 
cet tones of the peasants, the freq^uent appearance of holy 
fathers from the eluisters, mountain goats on the rocky 
passes, and little donkeys hearing weighty burdens over 
perilous crags. MuiiiitaiQ springs plunge from their dizzy 
beiglits to feed the ^''^K't wells of irrigation timt are 
turned through vast trauka of arable land. Tunnels are 
becoming frequent now, and we issue from these subter- 
ranean cells, sometimes to find ourselves perched upon 
lofty ledges overhanging the flowering dale or sharp de- 
file, and sometimes at the base of a sterile promontory 
rearing its summit skywards. Skirting the Etang de 
Barri;, an inland lake, a vast sheet of water bluer than 
heaven, and as silent as death, we entered the longest 
mountain cavern in France, from which we emerged to 
greet the mystic Mediterranean, nrliere the little hoats with 
tlieir lateen sails were gliding over the azure ripples like 
butterflies pausing upon flowers, with gay wings elevated, 
not outspread; where Marseilles lay in her extensive snnd- 
bcds, caressed by the bine surge, protected by the isolated 
pile of C'hdleau d'lf, and the long [lier and blinding has- 
tions of Fort St. Jean, and sheltered hy the atony apex of 
Notre Dame de la Garde. 

Coming into Marseilles I was impressed by its Moorish 
appearance and Southern aroma. It is wholly Oriental. 
There is the smell and the moisture of the sea, the lusnri- 
aul foliage of graceful palms, and a miasniiitic, stifling 
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atmosphere. The windofrs are sbailcd by gaudy awnii 
of the Tiivkieli type; a flaming combination of orange 
blue, green and maroon, pink and purple material id stri] 
bronder than my two hands- Ove^r the ebops these 
cajiarisons extend in variegated ostentation; and all along 
the margin of the aidewaik orange and lemon trees, and 
waving palms exhale their fragrance. Women selling 
BhU and fruit Btand at the corners under the branching 
Bliaiie, in short, flashy petticoats, low-cut velvet bodices, 
and crimson or yellow kerchiefs knotted over their bosoms; 
they have swarthy, carnal Faces, framed in a massive cnil 
of raven hair. They are iotercstiDg creatures, but essen- 
tially earthy. The galley-slaves, chained in long lini 
work on the atone harbor and on the pier of St. Ji 
They toil in painful silence, and the strains of the Marat 
latHe are suppressed in their agony. 

As we drove into the courtyard of the hotel it looked 
like a scene in a fairy palace. There was a cuemopolilan 
throng clustered about the tables under the feathery palms, 
and by the golden fruit-trees; canary birds twittered in 
brazen cages, while invalid ladies, who had been ordered 
by physicians to the salubrity of a soft Soulhern climate, 
dozed in the sleepy atmosphere, and florid Englishmen 
eqiiip|>ed for an Alpine or Tyrolese tour, in wash-basin hat 
and Turkish towel drapery, drank Lheir Stout and read 
their Tivteg. A canopy of colored glass overhangs the 
octagonal rotunda of the court, and as I pass to my left 
over the great marble stairway an icy chill shivers through 
me, and i pity the valetudinarian who comes here for 
health. The hotel is palatial, an extravagance of marbles, 
t^'escoes, and gilding, as all such French constructions are ; 
the chambers airy, and the casements dra|)ed with lace and 
crimson satin. Opposite uiy door I espied several luxuri- 
ously appointed balli-rooms; not large tin-tubs to be filled 
and carried into the apartments, but really American batha. 
My soul exulted at the revelation, and 1 determined to 
occupy one of the welcome novelties. It was like meeting 
an old and appreciated friend in a foreign land. The 
upon inquiry, replied they were all vacant, and she woi 
prepare one for my revel immediately. 

Now "preparing a bath" in Europe, lieing interprctei 
means placing a Turkish towel, as large as a sheet, on 
lower level of the tub, whiuh is an excessively uncomfort- 
able process, and not providing soap, which is quite as 
iuconvenieut. I have already learned to carry away my 



tb^ 



Eind 



yji 



»ndle«, Imt cbai'ging fur soaj) is a. pliaau of lioU^i extortiiiiia 
I liftd neglected to note. Tlie Englmliiann wlio riiiia over 
the Continiiiit geaerally once a year to escape the dismal 
Beasiin at home, becomes an halnlue in ibese meriilian 
refjions, and, knowing Ihuir cnstoins, invariatil^v travels 
with Ilia soap, Americans are expected to do likewise, 
and, failing, lliey inevitahly pay I'or llieir nes^lect. Now 
wlifn I was wliolly immersed I naade a direful discovery, 
— the ahsence of soap, — and, ringing lor tlie attendant to 
supply the need, who seemed aniozcd thai I was unfnr- 
tiislied with the article, went in seai-cb of it. It was quite 
half an hour beTore slie made her appearance. Several 
times in the intt-nm I liad rnng the tjiell in the hope of 
tidings, and was informed that tlie commissioner had been 
si-ul out to purchase it. When I read Mark Twain's anec- 
dote in Innocenls Abroad, hving unsophisticated, and ap- 
preciating the wit's TacetiR, I could mil credit his story of 
a similar circnmstauce. Now I am convinced his book is 
a work of facts, satirized hy this riiliculiNg gcnins. And 
jet the guidel'ook says "MarseilleB 
faclnrc of soap» and oils." 

The wider my journey extends, ir 
conviction that these Latin nations, 
wisilom and experience, do not coi 
Jiving as we do. 

There are some points oT com|)arison between Lyons and 
3<arseilles, but the contrasts overrule, alike in their topo- 
graphical and commercial features. While the populace of 
Xyons toils at the looms, the populace of Mnracilles labors 
ia the docks; the wealth oT Ly4>ns is in its marvellous 
«]UBntity and quality of cocoons, and the opulcuce of Mar- 
seilles in'its valuable exports; if Lyons gave Oambetta to 
-Ibe French Republic, Marseilles furnished Thiers; Lyons 
anttinuractures while Marseilles trafflca, and Lyons reposes 
jjeacefully in a community of her own, while Marseilles 
gathers within her walls the travelling and trading throngs 
Irom the four quarters of the glohe. 

Lotteries seem to be the prevailing pleasure and vice of 
be lower classes. When night falls, and the patrician 
element are riding thi-ough the Prado toward home, and 
the great lamps swing over the doors and throw the dark 
foliage and flashy awnings into vivid contrast, then the 
laborers from the quays and the sailors from (.he vessels, 
the poor women carrying babies and the meretricious 
Vieauties occupying the tall lenant-honses overlooking the 
19*^ 
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! wntei'B of tlie Mediterraneao, tlirong to tliese 
houses of chance and risk lUtiir purses u|t«n a dress, ft hat, 
a watch, a bed, a set of jewel^', or a broken mirror, wbivli 
are all gathered into a motlej heap. I even aaw birds from 
the Levant and Maltese kittens gambled for in the same 
breath with an old teakettle. There was a fascination ia 
the strata of life gathered about these Faros, and 1 loitered 
in them to study the paasiou wluuh flattered some with 
success and happiness, while others were sent home wretch- 
ed Uy their disustei's and disappointments. Even the fruit- 
woman must leave her tray at the corner, where the flaming 
torch casts a more luscious glamour over her sparse store, 
to enjoy the wild hazard. The peanut-boy and the ragged 
I gamin from the docks blend iu the excited rivalry, and 
peril their few coppers — earned, or begged, or stolen, 
Heaven and themselves alone know best — for the false 
glitter of some empty bagatelle. And here they flock, night 
alter night, to feed this unhealthy and insatiable passion. 



LETTER XLVII. 

" In the Agee o( fuilli, before llie day 

When men were loo proud lo weep or pray, 
There hIihhI In a red-roofed Breton tuwn, 
Snugly neslled 'Iwixt sea and dr>wn, 
A chapel for simple souls lo meet 
Sightly, nnd aiug with voices sweet. 
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M«y, 1878. J 
I hazardous, 

the crest of 



A VISIT to the docks of Marseilles, il' i 
ia certainly more interesting than to adve 
Notre Dume de la Garde. This church, perched upon the 
Alpine vertex sheltering ibe old port, is regarded by the 
Marseillaise as their pillars of Hercules; therefore, not to 
have risked its perillous paths, is not to have seen the city ; 
eo I determined upon doing Notre Dame de la Garde, 
without a suspicion of its situation, its merits, or the mode 
of access. 1 had not proceeded far over the hilly streets 
leading to tlie plinth of the eminence, before I was terror- 
stricken, and I would have abandoned the undertaking, 
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hfvH it not been a confesBion of my pusill; 
tedious pull over rouky slopes and (» 
inclination became a straight oblique pli 
disnionnted to guide the hor»e 
At times the road contrnuted into a 
scarcely wide enough to allow the wheels of 
snce to pa^s, frequently rolling 

mentB of bowlders thai bestrewed the way; then, upon 
the blink of the precipice the gravel crushed and yielrieil, 
and we often heard it rattling among the flinty crags 
Iteliiw, These repetitionB of the earth eromliling away 
from under our feet, as it were, transfonned my journey 
from one of pleasure, as 1 had conternplaleil, into one of 
pain. From vast grnnite vatilia where rongli-hewn walls 
closed in on every side, only the sky visible, we Innieil 
abrupt comers to find ourselves upon sharp spurs, with the 
blue waves tossing far away to the left, the busy life of the 
city in dizzy confusion below. Yet still far ahead stood 
Notre Dame de In Garde, in dear outline against the hori- 
zon. The coachman manifested some solicitude for niy 
pleasure by stopping npon every giddy height, and point- 
ing to Marseilles, exclaimed ^'regardez, c'enl trap grande," 
but I was not intrepid enough to take his advice. He 
could not comprehend my fear, and repeated his importuni- 
ties until ! entreated him to pass on. It was thnlling in 
itsgraudeur, butit was not a picture I cared to dwell upon. 
It was a religious festa, ami the peasants in their fantas- 
tic costumes and broad brows, many from the hamlet of 
Catalans, were scaling the rocky altitudes to offer their 
waxen tributes at the shrine of their Holy Patroness. 
Many of the cliildren carried gay chaplets of paper flowers, 
while their elders bore tapers of every size, varying from 
the ordinary tallow to spermaceti five feet long and six 
inches in circumference. Frequently these men and women 
in holiday attire, on their way to their Vifgin Uoddesa, 
offerings in their hands and orisons on their lips, psiised 
at our carriage to l>eg centimes, and so pertinacious were 
they that they often forgot tlieir religious mission. TJpon 
reaching the crest where the sacred fortress is enthroned, 
an ocean of childhood literally overflowed the long flight of 
steps leading to the goal ; a liandsome structure, but not so 
effective as I had a right to expect, as a reward for 
travail ; but the view of the city, obtained from this vant: 
ground, which expanded over the entire valley, the galaxy 
of shining villas couched upon the encircling hillaidi 
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Sterile base of CliSteau (I'lf and Katoiineaii, caressed l>y 
the aaure waves, and the forest of thippijig witL tlie tolors 
of many nations floating over the liarbor, as if to welcome 
tiavellera from every zone, -was an entrancing compensa- 
tion. The coachman led liia poor beast over the declivity 
nttb an empty voilure, while 1 passed on with bruised feet 
and flgitHte<l limbs over the rocky pathway only to be beset 
by photograph, i-ukc, lemonade, and souvenir venders; 
blind beggars, halt beiigara, scaired beggars, and mentli- 
cant friars, wlio, in tlieir lusty manliood, seemed counter- 
feit Iieggars, nssuming the wail of woe upon the appearance 
of any one who appeared to have two sous to give away. 
If we I'efuseil to sow our co|i|jer9 broadcast, douhle-distilleil 
curses, uttered with vehemence, and thrice repeated, hurled 
our souls down to ihe dcptLs of perdition. Many of the 
peasant men we met had crimson or gaudy-striped snoods 
knotted about their heads^ these I instinctively avoided at 
first fearing they were liandiili, but upon further acquaint- 
ance, discovered them to be of that element known as the 
Catalans or Spanish gypsies, inhabiting the delta at Ibe 
southeast of Marseilles, and stretching into the Mediterra- 
nean,— the community from which young Edmond Danl^s, 
afterwards Count Monte Ci'lsto, Dumaa's hero, chose hia 
bride. This population that I passed on the mountain are 
the otfbpring of the Spanish colony who perched like pen- 
guins upon the promontory many centuries ago, and ia 
their short beaded and broidered jackets, and flaunting 
kerchiefs wound about their beads, we traced their Mooriali , 
origin. The colors and trinkets of their heteroclite costume i 
have degenerated with the years, but still the principle of i 
the dress of their ancestors is preserved. 

To the citadel Nicolaii, and thence over the quays of the 
oblong old port, there was a different life from that we left, 
crawling up and down the rough, religious ladder that led 
to the heavenward shrine. Bcggjarsl Uh, yes, there were a 
hundredfold more beggars and swaggerers among the docks 
than upon the granite mount, but there was too mucli 
diversion to heed the tricks of sharpers in the crush of tba 
myriad craft and the thrungs of sailors on duly on the 
merchantmen, the hordes of poor panting human toilers ,] 
loading and unlnading the trading vessels locked in tlie ] 
basins, and the care-l'ree troops of seamen off duty, witb J 
full pockets anil light hearts, whose gold was soon toe j 
vanish in the seduction of tlie glitteiiing casinos and their I 
black-eyed sweethearts. 
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Then, in great etoreliousea of grdin, spices, and provi- 
sions bordering the wharves, there is very nmeh tlie fame 
wild life and secret habits eomtnon in tlie gi'eal reuilezvotis 
of foreign traffic in New York, Baltimore, and Pliil:ulel- 
phia. As we rode, we seemoil to diffuse an Ainericuo air, 
and were several times hailed in our course, and informed 
Ibat tiiere was an American vessel in port ; we were re- 
quested to visit the eea-bird from our nalive land ; but we 
persistently refused all these ]>ertinacious civilities. As 
ire travel we learn that to accept attentions means an ex- 
pected rewanl. And so we turned tlie square of the An- 
cient Port, and there, upon tlie opiiosite quay, we found 
the shops where the abip mechanics were at work repairinir 
Spanish galleons, Turkish feliiecaa, liroad-hottomed Dutch 
Bteam barges, black British cruisers, American brigs ihiit 
had brought cargoes of tobacco, petroleum, and cotton, 
and Chinese junks with packiiu;es ofopiLim. 

Out upon the glaring pier of Fort St. Jean, I overlooked 
the motionless sea, all along this Southern shore — as mo- 
tionless and as blue as the cerulean canopy — and then 
watclied the great ships freighted with their treasures of 
oil, fruits, wines, and perfumes, bound some for the Levant, 
and others for the Occident, quietly vanishing over the 
horizon. There is an ineffable charm about these forei.Lja 
aeaports, and to me Marseilles is more wunilerl'ul because 
far more varied than Liverpool. It may have been the 
aalulirity of the French climate and tlie poetry of the azure 
McditerraneaD, in striking coutrast with foggy dingy li^ng- 
1 and, and the muddy Mersey, and it may have been my' 
own mood, but today the scene upon the wharves was 
strangely Oriental. 

The Ancient Port was the only haven Marseilles owneil 
until within the last thirty years ; now the entire facing of 
the maritime metropolis glistens with the outer walls of 
the basins. Though it might scarcely be deemed necessary 
to construct wet docks where the ebb and flow of the tide 
is so moderate. as in the Gulf of Lyons, still not only is 
the city hemmed by these mammoth inclosures, but there is 
a demand for increased accommodations owing to the tre- 
mendous accession of trade with foreign powers. 

In this fair city I enjoyed the broad boulevard of La 
Cannehiere, with its flne shops and garish awnings, and 
cosmopolitan multitudes ; and the Rue ile la Republique, 
irhieh I take to be one of recent birth from its name, where 
the bouses are ns tall and white as in pearly Paris', tlirougb 
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the Prarlo I have lulled in dreamy mood under the shadows 
of leafy avenues that stretoli bebind and before in unbroken 
colonnades tf green, and even in the Boulevard de Loiig- 
cbam(i, with the transcendent rountntn and statuesque front 
of the Palais in the perspective; all these i>eauties and fas- 
cinations, together with llie hundred oilier attraetions of 
a great city, are still inferior to the solemn msjcsty of the 
environs. 

Starting from the careening naval basin on the eastern 
extremity of the old port, we continued over a contracted 
path bordering tiie sea tliat wiiula about the tongue of land 
tliat forms the Creeli de la Reserve, then to the northeast 
we met the broad white level Corniche, the pride of Southern 
France and Italy, wliieh extends from Marseilles down to 
the toe of Italy along the border of the Mediterranean. 
Jn the village dea Catalans we found the homes of the 
community we met upon tlie Alpine passes. Little white- 
washed nests that seemed falling to decay, some holes 
Lewn in the side of rucks, apparently constructed of earth, 
crumbling to a fine powder certain to evaporate with llic 
first breath of the hyperborean Mistral that sweeps over 
Provence in scourging velocity. Squalor and poverty 
reigned supreme, yet about all there was a picturesque 
phasis at least pleasing. It may have been the luxuriant 
arbors of roses, the towering heights, the zigzag titled 
)iaths, whei'e these hovels reposed sleepily, the brilliant 
dress of the inbahitants upon the glaring alleys, or the 
mystic hpia lazuli of the sea. 

On the left of this scene we had all the beauty of a rug- 
ged, sublime landscape with its pastoral and even gypsy 
life. On the right were the blue waters laving Ibe Cor- 
niche, and dashing upon the base of the sterile islands, with 
the glamour of romance and peril hanging over them. 
Far ahead the chemin de Corniche coils about the bonier 
of the land like a silver ribbon. 

in reaching the Kest Roubion we passed the " Yalley of 
Ihe Shepherds," and the Yatlon de I'Oriol, that lay like 
slumbering twins cradled between the heights of Notre 
Dame de la Garde and the marine ridges. 1 

The Rest Ronbion stands upon a plateau atntve the seiM 
Entering the grounds of the hotel we climbed slopin gj 
paths and groups of little steps until the scene below imM 
creased in beauty with every view. Esquisite parterreSiil 
and vases burdened hy an exuberance of blooming rosM 
vines, and close ly-cropiHHl sward, gave the spot a mvtliuloJ 
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^ical air, resem1>Iing Die haunta of the Gi'ecian gods and 
Neapolitan fairiea. 

Tlie rain fell, but tlie sea lost none of its wonderful color, 
and a sharp penetrating wind greeted ns even liere on 
thU southern shore and in these declining days of May. 



LETTER XLVIII. 

" O I The parlh is fair in plain anA ginde, 

In Talley and mountnin niiig«, 
But it changes as llie sgCB fade. 

Willie Ihc brave sea knows no change : 
Along tbe shore, as iu hccb paal, 

Hisnolsj foolaieps fsll, 
And Dip gray rocli mells to his louch at InsI, 

For Ilie sea rules nil I 

Yea I the sea rules ali I " 

I Nice, Maj, 1878. 

r Mv task should be reserved for the poet. It is not in 
Bober black Aud white prose that the splendors of the 
Biviera shonid be calendared. They deiimnd the glowing 
harmony of Byron and the inspired pencil of Raphael. 
Around this Mediterranean nest there is just now an in- 
effable l)eautnde in the air and a glorious springtide of 
I color. 

"Ah me I what hand can pencil guide, or pen. 
To follow Lalf 01) which the eye ditatt^s, 
Through views more darling unto mortal ken 
Thun lliose whereof such tilings the bard relates, 
Wbo to the awe-struck world uijlocked Elysium's gstesT" 

Following the line of the Corniche along tiiebrim of sea 
from Marseilles one realizes the Frenchman's patnotic 
I aphorism, " La belle France." To determine just what 
lieaulies are included in this compliment is an insoluble 
problem, as the boundaries of France are shilled twice in 
a generation, in conformity with tlie revolutions of the 
political axis. Despite stereotyped eulogy, the English 
landsca[)e never kindled iu me mucii ecstasy, but here Ood 
hands ua such a perfect chrysolite, that man's genius can- 
not divine nor deaoribe its peerless radiance. It is not 
municipal taste nor municipal goverument, religious seuti- 
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ment nor political eqiii|ioise, not moral dogmas, nor social 
discipline, tlial masters tue -stranger liebolding tliU lovely 
region for the first ttine. it is the cbaoe of enchaDtmeut 
that co*'er8 this wliole route of travel. Even tlie to|)|>liDg 
towers of the white convents, floating 'twixt sky and sea, 
seemed to me nature's crown to the whole panorama, just 
as if she had "snatched a grace beyond the rules of art." 

There was a cloud overshadowing Marseilles when 1 left 
it, not a political nor commercial cloud, but a dense atmo- 
spheric frown that was severed into shreds by the shining 
scimitar of the sun before we came in sight of Toulon, the 
war harbor of France. wber« human beasts of burden toil 
in long files, mauacled by the gallej-chain ; where the 
sybaritic sharper, the delicate perfumed lover, who in a 
frenzy of jealousy had killed his fair one, and the double- 
dislilled felon, suffer side by side. 

From the heights beyond Toulon there is a view of earth, 
sky, and water, that stamps it as one of nature's chefgf 
d^teuvre. Through the tunnels, and over the ledges, we 
turned an angle, and yonder, nestled on the slopes of Dea 
Maures, we saw what looked to be a great white cathedral, 
or cloister. It proved to be the town of Hyferes, rapidly 
expanding into a great sanitarium, though perched upon 
too lofty a ridge to be sheltered from the scourging blasta 
of the mistral. In another curve the town is lost, but wa 
get a full view of its islands, lyiug otf in the Mediterranean, 
their sterile foundations and fortified capitals blended with 
a heap of sparkling rugged rock. 

For almost seventy miles we skirted the base of the 
Maritime Alps, nature's eternal monuments, piled ridga 
upon ridge, finally fading away in the clouds, uugarnished 
by a blade of verdure. They extended close to our catj 
until each projection would seem about to dash the win, 
dows to splinters; then by an abrupt evolution we were 
whisked into the black bowels of the tunnelled Colossus. 

At the little harbor of Si. Kaphael, about half an hour 
from Cannes, Napoleon landed when he came from Egypt, 
butlied in the glory of transcendent victory. Fourteen 
years after, crushed by his owu reverses, and followed by 
the scorn of his peojde, he again weighed anchor from the 
same port upon his ostracism to Elba, and within the year 
returned and landed not many miles from the same spot, 
What more cogent example of the irony of fate than these 
unforgotten lessons iu the nseteoric career of the Goraicaa' 
Corporal ? 
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At Cannes, the Cape May of Frnnce, we only lestetl to" 
deposit our freiglit of invalid Englisli nnd ricb Freiicli, 
who came to find a haven in its BalubrioiiB air and perrntned 
fiowera. Hedges of (link and cnniaon roae-vines, ttviated 
and woven into one exuberance of bloom, now replaced 
tlie glossy, vigorous myrtle. Great groves of bloasomiiig 
orfluge-trees stretched around iia, and the glow of the cae- 
ttia and oleander cast the purity of the former into jminrul 
pnllor. May and June are tlie harvest mouths of roses 
and orange-blossoms in the Midi, and the peasants were 
eiobowereti in fragraut wreaths, plucking them for the 
perfume distillers. The peculiarity of the soil in this 
region seems to be favorable to the cultivation of aromatic 
plants, as the grape is in<ligenous to the Burgundy and 
Bordeaux districts. The English have done much to en- 
bance the value of a section that Clod has burdened with 
fruits of splendor, by erecting luxurious homes on the 
hills and dales, and so atlra^iting the best society from their 
own bleak island and the French cities and (jroviuccs. 
Perhapa Lord Brougliam, by making Cannes his winter 
home, gave the impetus and impelled the annual tide of 
visitors to this Mediterranean resort. 

These seaside cities of the Latins have none of the 
ephemeral features of our ocean resorts. They are of 
marble and granite, and strong in metropolitan splendor 
and solidity. True, they have existed for centuries, and 
were temples of art and sanctuaries of learning before we 
were even struggling in the womb of tlie past. 

But the devotees of fashion and of tiie golden calf have 
fled, and Ifice is as voiceless as the great Sahara, thuugh 
as I came upon her to-day she was arrayed like "Solomon 
in all his glory," The monntain torrents leap from cliff to 
dale beyond tlie city gates, and yet the waters of the Pail- 
Ion which bisect the town scarcely cover the atones of its 
broad bed. Tlw sparkling city reposes in an amphitheatre, 
guarded from the northern blasts by the mountains that 
close around the inland border, with onl}' the blue sea and 
the drifting boats as a stage scene. 

The city is a vast Eden of deserted hotels and vacant 
villas. Along the principal boulevards and Promenade dea 
Anglais cards of "to let" stare in undaunted succession 
from portal and shutter. The beat of hoofs, sounds of 
revelry, and the loud ostentation of foreign nabobs and 
American millionaires are dead on the parade by the sea, 
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wliere a Tew months ago sky, ocean, and (lir resounded w 
tbeir saturuiilin. 

Following tbc course of tlie wntcrs, the ramparts seem 
ablaze in a wliite column of suiilight, capjied liy an odoroua 
antl fervid Musli of CROttts and crimson cypress, gloniag 
oleander and golden oranges, the tropical plumose palms 
waving over Uie aureate fruit and flaming flowers. Tlie al- 
mospliere seems asleep in an agony of sweetnesH, and life is 
»n morbid in tlie streets and gardens as it is in the environs, 
wliere we meet only the goatherd or the bloesom-gnthi-rors, 
and eee only ihe monastic towers of convent or uluister. 
Mounting the a|)ex of Cinii&i and St. Pons we hear only 
tlie rippling laugh of a little child, a sign of eolilude. There 
is over the bilb and through the dates a religious himh, an 
odor of sanctity, a beauty of holiness, in inarkeil contrast 
with the whirl of the capital and the thrifL of the provinces, 
and I am prone to believe I am already within the spiritual 
sovereignty of Holy Mother Church. We see none of the 
traditional squalor of Il.ily, but all its silent comfort. 
Hough wooden crosses, uncouth crucifixes, and graceless 
shrines, protect the crops and hallow the roadsides. Who 
can enjoy such a country but those born upon its soil, and 
who have mingled in its customs? Surely not those who 
endeavor to gain an idea of its beauty from canvas, and 
much less readera of novels and travels. Vou may figure 
a steep hillside clad in royal purple and emerald, lightetl 
by the crimson dress of the peasant girl, and a little white 
cottage home in an arbor of aloe and cypress; a rude 
ascending path, over whiub vintagers are drawing grape 
wagons to which they themselves are harnessed, while their 
wives or daughters push the wheels ; a garden wall, behind 
which fallow fruit gliatene; a villnge priest counting his 
Ave Marias and Putcrnostera; and the hoary ruins of cathe- 
dral or cli&teau as a aacrecl coronal ujion the mountain 
brow. Vou may even see the scene vitalized hy broad acres 
of wheat and timber; but no brush can paint or qnill de- 
scribe the soft laugh of the maiden, the tender lowing of 
the kine, the perfume of garlands, the marvellous maze of 
color, and the sublime influences of atmosphere; they must 
be inhaled and felt to be realized, it is not ao muuh |)er- 
ception as emotion. 

The world would tell me I have lost much by finding this 
siren's nest stripped of its gay audience and their gayer 
pursuits and tastes. But if il was rife wilb frolio, tnusic, 
receptions, baccarat salofjns, and the riot of human life. 
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woijld tills spirituelle element be potcnlinl? Not I have 
viewed the fair godiless of tbe sea in all the sweet purity of 
nnkedness, and find her one of the sacred creatures that the 
flneh of jewels and the glitter of gold would carnalize. 

There are fine boulevards of shops, estendiiig from one 
extremity of the town to the other, hut, with few exceptiona, 
Ihey exhibit only the extract of the grape and the olive, 
and these appear in great profusion. Tlie streets seem to 
have been swept and the gardens garnished for Sunday; 
the denizens have dnuncd their Sabliatli garb, the white 
roads, wliite houei^s, honey-laden atmosphere, the fervent 
clearncaa of the sky, each man and woman taking shelter 
from the noonday heat under a crimson, blue, pink, green, 
or yellow umbrella; the whole place looks like the opening 
scene in an opera houffe. Nature is in a swoon and the 
people are in a hoUday. 

Although a city of the sea, tb 
tnre in the climate; the mountaii 
season is full of peace; Harlequin 
18 at rest; all the fun of the plaue 
thing seems alive but the sweet 



aud the sad cull of u solitary robin. 



e is none of its mois- 
,ir is volatile; tlie May 
t in his bed; the fiddle 
i pantomime; and no-_jj 
lelody of a distant chime 'f 



LETTER XLIX. 

"O Christ I it is a gnnAly sight to see 

Wliftt Heaven Ijatli done for tljia delioions land 1 

What fraita nf fragranCEi blnah on every tree I 
What goiKlly prnspecta o'er the liills expand I 
But man would mar Ihera with an impious hand, 

And when tlie Almighty liflti hia fiercest Bconrge 
'Gainst those who must tranagresa his high command. 

With Irehle vengeance will bis hot aliafls urge, 

Gaul's locust heat, and earth from fellcst foemnn purge." 
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Monaco, May, 1878. 
Monaco is the Principality, but Monte Carlo is tli< 
Casino, and Casino is king. Monaco sits upon a lofty ] 
promontory overhanging the sea, looking like the ru' 
a great cathedral. But tliere are no architectui 
geographical ruins at Monte Carlo, only an incalculable \ 
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wreck of lives, ani\ these nre nut exhibited to the seeking 
stranger like crumhling mounila fltiil decaying uastles, hut 
hidden under the gsyet.v ami glitter ol' seductive viues and 
eoBtly adornmeiitB. Few atop at Munueo; all go to Moni« 
Carlo, and when 1 left Nice on my further south-bound 
route alung the Riviera, passing away from its pure, rest- 
ful, religious atniosphcre, — ettliaoced by the sweet Sabbntli, 
— 1 felt as if I was taking one stupendous leap from heaven 
to welt no, for Monte Carlo is a strange and fascinat- 
ing hybrid of heaven and hell. 

The same beauty of feature and outline prevails through 
the short ridge tliat leads from Nice to Monte Carlo. 
I'erhaps the roses are in closer clusters, the cactuses in a 
greater blaze of fire, the sea bluer, the sky more intense, 
and the heights more dizzy; but the charavterislics are 
exactly like those of this Franco-Italian region since I left 
Mavseilltis, Admiral Le Roy's vessel lay in the bay of 
VillafraucB at the corner of Nice, whicli I only glanced 
at from a natural louver window in the rocks. The line 
was now wholly suliterrant^an, except at the stations or a 
rent in the mountain, where we welcome<l daylight only 
for a second, to lie again whisked into ntlor darkness. 

Around a great projecting curve Monaco bursts upon 
you! It seeins detnched from the mainland, and hangs 
'twist earth and sea like a great swinging garden. Novels 
and tracts, Murray or Baedeker had painted the Arcadia 
to whicli I was hastening; although none have succeeded 
in extolling, nor even justifying its attractions, as its most 
jironouneed influences are a sense, not perception. The 
Corniche coils about it, and the railway traverses the 
Principality From one extremity to the other, where the 
Maritime Alps project in bold spurs into the Mediterra- 
nean. It la the star of the most luxuriant and charming 
district of the Riviera, IhoiigN the view obtained from the 
car is greatly disparaged by the irrepressible granite monu- 
ments. Monaco crests the culminating point of the road, 
though it and Monte Carlo and the environs are overlooked 
by the towei-ed pefiiment of Turbia. 

The history of the petit principality is cloudy, but it hua 
been under the sovereignty of the Grimaldi since the tenth 
century, of which the reigning prince, Charles Honoi'4 111, 
is a dil'ect descendant. He is a man 6f sixty, sensitive of 
ftil the delicious beauty aud beguiling pleasures of his 
monarchy, and a voluptuary in costly I'aris, where ho 
passes six months of the year. Tired of cnlertaiuing ai.d 



} 



g*nmliling at home, lie epett to the cajiital, that ia only more 
ol' H metropolis in latitude, ami population, there to be en- 
teftnined nnd gambled with. Within his own contracted 
Willis he has all tliat Paris may iin Ibid except miles and 
ppoples, — eliiirches, cloisters, colleges, palaces, gardens, 
cn/e», and casinos, and the addition of nature's handicraft 
in the wild supernal landscape. 

There is u dagano (custom-hnnse), with the escntchcon 
of the Griinaldi, at the station, but there is no overhauling 
of merchandise nor duties to be paid. There are no 
formulas, nor irritating detention at the gates; we passed 
the golden portals as jauntily aa so many deadheads into 
thf gamesters heaven. We required no passport, no cre- 
dentials of character, and our tempers were not ruffled by 
the tedium of the i-ed-tape process with our baggage. We 
all felt a mutual ownership in the elysium. Of course we 
pushed forward to the casino station, .VIonte Carlo, a short 
mile from the principality throne. Why stoii at Monaco? 
All its sweets I had fed upon ad naiinea-ni: pictures, 
stntuary, (lowers, birds, palaces, antiquitiee. Oh, yes I I was 
very fond of all, but 1 bad already enjoyed them in lavish 
loveliiiesa, and if not exactly surfeited — for there are com- 
Ht-H of which I am never blaifi—l knew their colors, flavors, 
and efl'ects; but in the casino I had a bunbonnier from 
which 1 had not lorn the sliining tinsel wrapper. 

Monte Carlo is the lovelj hill of sin and swindling, if I 
may tie permitted to use two synonyms to express one 
thought. There is no concealment, all is open. Tlie lux- 
urious railway carriage stops at a station that looks like a 
piece of highly polished furniture, I ascended the money 
paradise by a road as easy as a velvet walk, flunked by urns 
and wreaths oC flowers, and as I reached the top I was en- 
veloped ill perfume, and fairly speechless with surprise. 
Everything is regardless of cost, and regardful of harmony. 
Bnsaars are open on all sides; carriages, as gayly dressed 
88 Cinderella's oquijjages drawn by fairies, glide by laden 
with flashily dressed women, and liveried attendants with 
gold and silver lace gleaming in the sunlight, pass' along 
the cultivated walks; m.ngniflcent chateaux and hotels, 
and conversation halls of ytllow^tone; exotics embowered 
tbe Ince-draped windows, and framed the ledges; throngs of 
people flocking into a lovely saloon, from which ex(piisite 
strains of music float in a sort of eloquent radiance upon 
the startled senses, — all this I saw in a dazed nay as t 
bnrried to llie hotel. One's flrat thought is to join the 
20* 
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glittering proceasioD and take in the points of the org; 
ized speoLacle. How eujierb tlie landscape here in the 
loveliest part of old Italy and new France, where the purple 
liilla 1 have bo often seen in foreign pietmes close about 
me. There is a golden glow in the atmosphere, and these 
Btrange >'et fascinating colors exceed in mjstic radiance 
the copies I once thought impossibly artificial. Monte 
Carlo is a rock polished into a sort of devil's elyeiiim, and 
the purple hills, often veiled in a sadder mist, rise about 
it aa if they had been placed by some inechanical invention , 
and add rather to the prepared heanty; small delicate 
houses of white stone, and CatJiolic churches in snowy 
purity, set ofT the darker bnes, like seagulls floating in a 
black tempest on the deep ocean. 

The Monte Carlo faro is upon the plateau of rock hover- 
ing over the station. Great flights of marbie steps and 
glowing terraces, glistening parapets and Bparkling balus- 
trades, lead to the fair Circe. A rumbling little coach 
carried ua over a steep narrow road, flanked by beautrful 
cottages and gardens, to the U6tel de Paris, wilhii) the 
Casino grounds. I saw it was a silvery place npon enter- 
ing by the vast marble vestibules, spacious stairways, and 
costly appointments-, not bd refreshing and calm as the 
bote! at Nice, with the shady palms waving through the 
stone corridors, and the little beds-draped with their fleecy 
bobinet curtains. The smallest and simpleet double cham- 
ber iu this castle of a hotel was two dollars a day, rates 
that would exceed ours at home, when the table and extras 
were included. Although ve are out of eeaaon, the balls 
are rife with the bum and jargon of foreign voices and 
hurrying footsteps. Here at lenst there is none of the 
painful silence pervading tlie English hotels. Every one 
seems selfishly heedful of his own desirea and pleasures, 
and bent upon his own pursuits. There is a continual tide 
of gamblers drilting between the hotel and the Temple of 
Faro, only a few yards apatt. 

The last strains of the afternoon concert have died upon 
the air, but still the votaries of this strange and seductive 
worship come and go. The plot in front of the piazza and 
the broad steps of the sanctuary of sin are ever full and 
ever changing. The whirl of human flies looks like the evo- 
lutions of moats in a spot of noonday sunlight. The steep 
gray rocks anil loftier mountains close in the Casino arena 
un the north, the east, and the west, and the white palisades 
overhang the blue sea on the south. From where I sit 
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■ophjte who realizes an iU-i^hoayn ' 
vatiun and too arduotia a rubric in the Holy of Jloties, cs- 
vtipt to plunge from the enowy |)ara|iet into the surging 
eternity below. But coniii anj' one ever grow hearlsore 
or ennmed in so bcantilul and well-altnned a section? 
Sorely, Ihej must he ingrates. It is an enchanted region, 
and the inanrmuuntnlile walls of granite close about us, 
not to impress ns with a sense of imprisonmentf but only 
as a sweet retreat from the vulgar world. This ia the in- 
nocent visitor's lirst impression. IJttle kiosks, cafes, and 
pavilions, dazzling in Oriental frescoes, bonier the const 
find are scattered over tbe gardens; fountains cast their 
playful waters to and from vases toppling under their 
weight of luxui'iance and perfume, and marble gods and 
goddesses glance between the foliage of pines, aloes, palms, 
ami oleanders, around whose roots, and over the earth, 
great hlai'k gnlta-percba wiitfv-pipea coil like vitalizing 
aerpcDts. A Dominican fiiar, in black gown and calotte, 
flanked by his acoljtes, croiises the white square, but |Jer- 
siatently ignores the colonnades and disciiiles of the Fiilace 
of Chance. With the gathering shadows a chill air blows 
otf the northeasLern peaks, that chastens the atmosphere 
of all its saline moisture, and the sound of the dinner-gong 
disturbs the devotees. There they conie, docking out from 
the solemnity of Vespers to the llesh-pots. 

Dinner at the HStel de Paris is one of the most novel 
and characteristic processeB of this gaming city. The salon 
(titfera from any of the others 1 have seen along the souih- 
eru shore, and contrasts vividly with the one at the U6tel 
de Louvre et de la Pais at Marseilles, where my eye sought 
vainly for rest upon one square inch of lath and plaster, 
that was not blinding in a glare of white, gold repouss^, 
and frescoes; even the doors were china gloss, frescoed 
panels, and gilt beading. Here all decorations are equally 
elaborate, hut in dark velvety tones of Pompeiian red, olive, 
greeu, dun shades, walnut and ebony woods and plate-glass; 
no crystal and gilt chandeliers, but bronze metal. The 
room ia an extensive oblong with a lolty dome, and long 
windows set iu deep embrasures, gorgeously upholstered, 
and looks like tbe liall where Apicius might have held his 
banquets. Columns separate it into two sections; the first 
furnished with small tables, where viands are ordered a la 
carle; the latter assigned to the tabln d'bCte. The re la 
rarle department was thronged by those whose faith was 
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their mistress, nnrl liere the feniAlc element prevniled. 
il glatlileneil my very soul to gnin so potential a proof of 
the iineelfishneas and constancy of my aex ; even if mani- 
fested in Imhnlf of an impure cause, it proclaimed a loftier 
cast of eharafter than that shown by the male cormorants 
liy whom I was siirroiinded. Their wedded wife was 
forgotten in their appetites. They had two goddesses, 
Hazard and Olu tony; which was the most despotic I am 
unable t» say. Is it not George Eliot who says, "|The 
passion (if iealoiisy makes Aends, and the passion of hunger 
makes beasts of men V' Tlie latter species were all around 
me at the tiible. They are Ibe sustaining element of this 
glittering pnlneo, and have bribed all the waiters into their 
slaves. They were the first to be served with every coarse, 
and if a lady intervened she was omitted for the next 
gambler in the line. If the supply of food was uneqnal for 
the number of guests, a lady would be denied the delicacy, 
while a myaterioua wink or sign to a waiter from the 
gambler next her commanded a replenished dish of the 
liiKinj- she had been told was quite exhausted. I oiilercd 
ice-cream. As I was about to help myself one of the 
individuals near gave the cue, the cream and servant 
were transported as if by electricity, and when I collected 
my disbanded faculties I bad the pleasure of seeing my 
fellow-diner enjoj'ing my dessert after having disposed of 
Ills own. Need i dwell or moralize upon this gross vuU 
gnrity? Need 1 sa,v that men with these base manners 
have baser morals, and that to be robbed of one's ice-cream 
was not so flagrant an indecency as to be robbed of one's 
amiability by the leering gaze of these heartleea ghouls? 
But we were here as others were, even the best of our kind, 
to gratify a natural curiosity; and true safety was to get 
ont of it, quiclcly and quietly as possible. To remonstrate 
would be as great a folly as a proposition to purchase the 
bank. 8nch monsters are the foundation upon which the 
great temple rests, the fulcrum which supports it, the girder 
that binds it, the pillar that strengthens it, the stanchion that 
upholds it, the axis upon which it revolves. These ci-ea- 
tures are the Atlantes, Caryatides, and Hercules that carry 
it. They are the elect children, the faithful believers, the 
clergy, the propagandists, and the socielj' of the Tabep- 
naole of Fortune. 

The gambling-hall in the hotel is en deshabille, being 
garnished for the winter frobc, the green-baize tables with 
the chalked numerals are turned upside down, ami the fres- 
'iresllesarccouHpicuoLis in their stead. Although I 
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Jfifin-room, if I may use the trrm, ia entered from an octa- ' 
gimal conservatory, where stained glass, frescoes, esotiue, 
ilivans, and otiier superb embellishments reign supreme, 
there is a chill about it as of a sepulchre. It is not the 
dismal solitude of tlie "banquet-hall deserted," depressing 
l>.v the gayer memory of happy hearts and light feet, but 
the ghsstly grandeur of the murder-chamber in Elsinore 
CastJc; it is like a palatini jndgment-hall, where thousands 
of Bonis have rcceivtMl their death-warrant, and Uie liaunt- 
iii^i terrifying memory hangs in cloudy oppression. It ia 
.n Golgotha. 

The first melodious notes of the evening concert came 
floating from the crowded, stuffy chambers of tlie Casino 
upon the sweet evening. I crossed the broad, white, miica- 
(iumized Hfinare, and climbing the marble stairway, paused 
beneath the portals, and turned to gaze once more upon the 
entrnncing landscape, before plunging into the abyss of 
Ki&k, the great Ini-e of Inere. The adornments were rich, 
but not merelrioions; outre decorum was parftmonnt; for- 
eign servants and Wfll-d lessed gentlemen were hurrying 
through the corridnrs. It had rnthHr the appearance of a, 
nohleman's palace prepared for a ball than a gnming-house. 
One is not compelled to gamble or even enter the »laughler- 
house of souls because he comes here. There is the concert, 
free to all, and to it I resorted to iron out the wrinkles of 
prudery from my conscience with tlie soothing harmonies 
of K<iBsini, Strauss, Meyerbeer, and M.jz^rt. The hall was 
crowded when I entered; nnauy ladies and gentlemen, im- 
jnatui'e misses of fiJteeu or sixteen, and some of my delec- 
table eompaniima of the table d'h&le, but this stratum i at 
once dif covered to be restive — only listening to a couple of 
hara of tlie music, and^hen vanishing for perhaps a half or 
three-i]nu Iters of an hour. There floated in young ladies, 
unnltended by gentlemen, from time to time, who disap- 
I eare<i as rapidly and mysterionsly as the men. These 
were llic vestals, and I follDwed them to the shrine of their 
devotion. The roulette tallies were surrounded by doulile 
and treble rows, the greater number females not past the 
meridian of life. The wbeels were in motion, and tlie 
croupiers sat on either side of the centre of the long board, 
armed with their little money-rakes, and sixty times in an 
liour they command in sepnlcliral tones the "gentlemen to 
make their game." U is as silent as death within these 
walls, while thouaamls of dollars are changing hands, the 
bank winning every eiglit of ten games. Tlie hid' 
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tbe most successful, risking very little nl a time, bitt, iiivfi- 
riubly addinir to it. The meu are of two classes; tlie young 
and LrainlesB fops nf fortune, who are here cutting tlieir 
soci&l eye-teeth, perhaps with less pain to themselves than 
to their parents, upon the brilliants of Monte Carlo, and 
the burly, bullying rouin and sliarpers I have already 
spolfen of. The women are of every age, station, and na- 
tion nuder the 8iin, the younger tossing down their stakes 
with tlie playful recklessness of children, and the elder 
ones seated at the talile, brows fiirrawed with thought and 
anxiety, aa if they were solving the problem of their fate. 
1 stuilierl the game long. The more I lingered the mni-c 
interested I became. Several limes 1 thought 1 had unrav- 
elled the warp of its progress and penetrated its darkest 
secrets, when by some new law of success I became aware 
of my utter helplessness to disentangle the skein. 

The amusement is absorbing and seductive, and aa I 
looked ! too felt its peculiar influence. It is the charming 
expectancy of-Uick tliat enchants, and we are beguiled into 
tlie inacbinalion by an ecstasy of anticipation. Sei'eral 
times I found ra}' hand upon my porle-monnaiif, for I con- 
fess my evil genius was Imsy, particularly as I watched a. 
young lady who never staked more than a five franc piece, 
and yet wliose star was ever propitious. Besides bere, in 
the presence of the delusive evil, we do not think of the 
printed admonitions of the moralists. 

All is peaceful and luxurious, and with the exception of 
now and then a broken-hearted-looking ohi woman or a 
baggaitl man leaving the table in despaii-, we see none of 
the misery we had expected would stai-e at us lilie wretched 
deaths'-heads from every corner. There are many eager 
candidates for tlie vacant chair of the unfortunate one, and 
our budding sympathy for him is soon forgotten in the risks 
and triumphs of his successor. I ceased to recollect tlie 
whole category of painful alfectious, the inevitable out- 
growth of tills passion; I forgot the attending sins and 
sorrows, and saw only the lottery wheel of a church fair. 
Surely, I then said, there can l>e no wrong in this, since 
it is only the machine employed to fulfil a purely roligiotis 
and cliai'itable end. The ein is so highly veneered hy 
glistening prosperity and artifice that the hideous fact is 
lost, and a sedulous mental review of the thousand tragic 
scenes enacted on the spot is necessary to withhold one's self 
nwny li'om the vampire's talons. Roulette seemed nothing 
more than a mere innocent child's game of chance, or fair 
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viiille, wiLli its rovulviiig wheel and hiills, dropping into tlie 
alternate vn\ and bbuk sockets, but (rente 'el quarantti, to 
whicli one apai'trjaent is ilevuted, ia muoli more serious. It 
is pla.yed with uarils, and nothing hut goltl coin is staked. 
It is not so exciting ns the roulette, fenei- indulge, and of 
these mostly women are seated at the tahlea; a most deathly 
silence reigns, and the gamers devote their most stihtte in- 
tellect to the work. Vast rouleaux of Napoleons and heaps 
of Bank of France notes lay on tlie tables, and after tlie 
cards are dealt around twice, the game declared, the money 
is ruked in by the croupier and dislributcd amongst the 
winners. I saw fifty dollars staked, and by some trick of 
Ijfctting on the first card dealt, the winner received fifteen 
liundred. 

The Casino is not the only gambling saJon of Monaco; 
indeed, there are ni>ml>ers of assemblies orcii-cles in all the 
towns and hamlets uf the Riviera where baccarat is played 
all day long. Almost every private house and hotel has 
its roulette tables, ns they are for sale in the shops as 
plenty as peanuts at our corners. Gambling is the miasma 
in the air, and to remain in the atmosphere you can no 
more hope to escape the infection than the yellow fever in 
Memphis, or the malaria upon the Pontine marshes. 

Oainbling is not the only vice of this chosen district. 
The business of pleasure — and ruin — is studied in its nmst 
minute details and abstract phases, and all that may con- 
tribute to the enjoyment of man is congregated here. I 
have heard loathsome talea of loose morals and free life 
here; the lamias, who sweep down in hordes upon unsus- 
pecting youths, !ind of frequent murders and suicides. OF 
coni'se iny limited stay prevented me from seeing any of 
this, but where bo much sin exists retributiun is inevitable. 
Nt^niesis is as certain as Satan. 

When lUmferor William ostracized Monsieur Blanc and 
Iiis nefarious comrades from Baden Baden, it was licre, 
in the corner of Prince Monaco's paradise, that he found 
a sanitary' refuge under the French Tri-eolor. I call the 
occupation neCarioiia ; still is it any more guilty than rail- 
way, stock, commercial, and political apeenlations ? It is 
bolder, but before the Eternal Judge it will not be more 
severely punished than the systematic villany that is prac- 
tised daily by those who make tlie food, the comfort, and 
the peace of nations the sport of great corners, the ex- 
cuse for living in luxury upon property not their own, 
and tile opportunity to ruin those who invest in their false 
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spet'iilaliniis. Human law justly cliastises the gnmblt 
and the chief of Monte Cailo hae massed niillidiis ii|ioq-^ 
millions by bis organized vice; but there is no huiua^ 
for tlie ruiei'a ffjio gan]l>le with, the lives of tlieir peopte^a 
and slaughter millions in great and useless wars. 



LETTER L. 

"IlBrnic guide 1 whose winga are revpr furt'd. 
Bj tliBB Spain's royager Honglil amillicr world ; 
What but poetic impuiae could sitstniii 
That dnuDllcss pilgrim on tlie dreary main ? 
Day after day his mariners pmteHti 
And gaze with dread along llie patlilesa west ; 
Beyond tliat realm of waves, unlrnck'd hefore, 
Tliy fairy pencil traced the promised slinre. 
Tlirongii weary storniB and faclinn's fiercer rnge, 
The acoO^ of ingralcs and the ciiillB of age. 
Thy Toice renewed Lis earneBlnesB of aim, 
A)(d whisper'd pledges of eternal fame ; 
Tliy cheering amile aloiied for foriunea'a frown. 
And jnadc hia I'eltera gitrlauda of renown." 

TCCBERMAN. 

Genoa, Jane, 1878. 

I WOULD not dare to npply the threadbare and hackneyed 
Iioast of "'La Superba" upon Moute Carlo, and yet it 
might be justly (ip|j)ied to that glittering pageant, and not 
to Genoa. Genoa is dirty, dismal, and dilapidated, and 
though the beiiuties of Monaco still linger in my mind like 
the pomp uf some gorgcoua jiageant, the first picture that 
met my gaze here as 1 threw open my caseuierit window, 
made a sad and lasting impress ; a manacled dellle of con- 
viets passing over the railway embankmeul under my lat- 
tice, from tlieir toil upon the quays, as the AngeUia bell 
eltitned the evening hour. 

For some miles after leaving Mote Carlo, wc hud the 
fail French landscape about us, and the peddling peasants 
of French Savoy pushing their little wagons of carved 
wooden ornaments and cnckoo clucks over the wbite 
rauiintain paths, but after passing the line of the ciistoin., 
station, Ventimiglia, Italy was apparent in a general i 
petit of untidiness, squalor, and decay, which we saw oiil 
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in the intervals we were upon lerra Jirma, ns our route 
Wfta ulmuat wliolly siiliterranean, emcrgLii<; ri'<im one tun- 
nel only to encounter another. The guidc-boiika say there 
are fortv-oue tunnels between Monte C:ir!ci and Genoa, but 
il seemed like four hundred to me. As we approHched 
many of the Italian towus grape-Tines formed the walla 
Hml eannjiy of arbors that stretched through green llulds ; 
but so close as to disparage this beautiful view were 
crumbling houses, whose fortunes and liueage had expired 
together; manufactories, now only deca3'ing shells, and 
Bchoolhouses tottering and dismantled. Tlie once ruddy 
frescoes, now defaced by lime, appearing frequenlly npoii 
tlie facade* of buildings, and Virgin shrines at the street 
corners, told me I was near Uenon, dearly and clearly 
iiBsociated with his own couulry iu tlie mind f)f evciy 
American. Of course, the first object I looked for was i 
something referring to Columbus, and fuutid it in 
Piazza Acquaoerde adjoining the station. The monument ] 
of Christo/oro Gulumho is pointed out by every onllurino \ 
and cicerone to Americana as the loadstar. 

To me Genoa is depreasiug in its decline; it seems li 
R beautiful woman redui-ed to a skeleton — a master iulellect 
worn to a thread, — a monarch nodding to his fall; and 
memory reverts with a tinge of sadness to the time w' 
this colossal wreck was a sovereign of the sea, powerful in 
lier domestic wealth, and strong in iier foreign {lossessioua; 
when victories over the Saracens, conquests of the Pisans, 
and prolific trade in the Levant gave her a anpi-emaiy that 
even Venice envied; when the great names of Doria, Grim- 
aldi, Spiuolft, and Fieschi shed a halo over the oligai-cliy, 
that in the present sliines with spectral lustre upon the 
withering city, 

1 waa not only impressed by its utter dilapidation — 
partly the work of the sc.ylhe of lime — but by the mould- 
ering, festering fonluess uuiverxally met with, and as a 
strong effluvium of putrescent vegelnlile matter, maggoty 
garbiige, liilgewater from the vessels, ranuid oil I'rom louo- 
molivea, the musty rag-shops, and the naked and offensive 
ckiffvnnierfij Boated in upon my suaceptdile aenaes, I 
prayed the merciful gods to rain a powerful auliseptio 
down upon this fetid city. 

Through the crooked, lalij-rin thine, narrow streets — so 
narrow and the buildings so tall that never a ray of sun- 
light penetrates — we came upon the quays, where thu 
ai'ches are crumbling to powtler. Under these the Italians 
21 
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sell mnearoiii and pick rags ; but under these Btime < 
nadeB we piislieil open o. door and asi^euded Llie amrlile 
stairway of tlie Hotel Tronalietta, formerly tlie Piilaee of 
the Admiralty. Spacious dining hall a, vast marble uorri- 
dors, aud luxurious clinmbers, tormed a striking contrast 
to the exterior Bltb and decay. Tbrongli zigzag passages, 
and dark, damp, slimy alleys, wbere tlie anlitjue palaces of 
tbe alternate black and white stone blocks rear ttieir beads 
heavenward, 1 fuund the Doria estate, and entering met not 
even a symptom of the outside pollution, but a maiiBiun 
crowncil with the glories of Pn-ino dft Vaga, one of 
Itaphacl's pupils. The churcli of the Annumiala, though 
llic bricks and mortar appear moth-eaten, is as sui^erbly 
finished inside as a mosaic picture or a lady's enamelled 
gewgaw, and to mo more beautiful than tlie Madelaine in 
Paris. Hours could lie passed in this highly embellished 
sanctnary, and gladly would I have lingered longer with 
the young Italian acolyte as guide, feasting upon the 
beauties of the superb temi>le, had not time beckoned uie 
away. This is my initial day in the religious tuurnameut 
of Italy. It is a country of churches and a church-going 
community; everyone who conies here immediately launches 
upon the peaceful sea of sanctity; holiness is the infection, 
and we can no more escniJS it than the gambling contagion 
at Monte Carlo. I do not know whetlier the Catholic cus- 
tom of keeping their churches open all day and every day 
fosters a moral and powerful population, but it certainly 
has its merits. It is the only proper way for the liouse of 
Ood to be conducted. I never approved the system hy 
which supplication and repentance are coudt^nsed into one 
conglomerate mass during six days, to be hurled, a pious 
projectile, upon the seventL. Jlcligion should, like love, 
lie an emotion of the heart — an ecstasy; and we sbiiuld 
seek our Ood as our sweetheart, at the moment irresistible 
impulse prompts us to sweet communication. Worshipping 
Uiid by routine and wooing by rule are for austere bigots 
only. If we sin on the first day of tbe week, aud upon tlie 
second or third our soul cries Pecvavi, we must bear tlie 
stings of the still small voice within four moi'e days before 
we may east our contrite hearts upon the altar of the Great 
Confessor, and it would demand a very lender conscienci: 
to bleed with tiie same remorse after this lapse of tiiu 
And so when Sunday morning shines, the ardor of oi 
penitence has cooled; our lieart-acourgings have be< 
seared by lime and the worldly work ; we veneer one pari 
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of onr guilt nnd forget anollier, ami go our wa_y with only 
a partial forgiveneas. There \n a prologue of penitence, 
hut the wounds are only cauterized, tlie poison etill fcstei'- 
ing at ihe core. 

If my proclivities are Romiah, let it be attribnted to the 
fact, I entered a convent schnol at the age of eleven, and 
though my sentiments are far too itiieral ever to adopt all 
the precepts of the Church, yet at bo enrly an age the mind 
is placable, qnick to receive and slow to remove, ami the 
Burroiindings and teachings have left their vivid and endur- 
ing colors. 

Genoa is built njTOn altitudea, and the streets coil round 
and ronnd, until Ihe first, the easiest, and the moat frequent 
tiling a stranger is guilty of is, to lose liimaelf. There are 
spacious squai-es ami One stores, but they are tlie exception. 
The new Mazzini Qallery, christened in iionor of the fierce 
nnd inspired Italian republican, ia the pride of the Genoese. 
It is an exquisite glass-covered avenue, lined by fi'esh and 
cosily establish raents, while the half of one side ia occupie<l 
by the new hotel. 

1 had beard mneh of Canipo Santo, the picturesque 
cemetery of Genoa, and my first steps were turned towards 
it. I found almost as much food for reflection upon my 
ronle as in the ski generu necropolis. And of all I saw 
and all I studied, dirt and donkeys were the most affecting. 
All along the quays rag hovels — Genoa ia the great rat; 
mart of the world — were plenteous. Dark, foul, half-nakeii 
men were assorting their tattered merchandise, and baling 
it upon the numberless drays that were to convey it to the 
vessels. The air was permeated with the fumes of had 
tobacco and garlic. By a mysterious turn we found our- 
selves in the broad Via Nuova, where the sunlight seemed 
to pour down with treble elfulgeni-e upon t!ie white square 
hy lieing debarred hy narrow byways; where the Palazzo 
del Municipio reposes upon an inclination adorned by the 
eternal story of Doge Grimaldi in fresco, and guarded by 
Mazzini in marble. The stairway from the court is one of 
those costly and masterly works that, alas, sadly recall to 
US the art of bygone days, now a soiled vestige of formpr 
loveliness. In tlie Council Chamber Columbus and Marco 
Polo are blazoned in gandy mosaics, and in a room adjoin- 
ing is preserved the violin into which Pagnoini breathed 
the melodious life that electrified the world. This and two 
autograph letters from Columbus were the only oljects of 
iulerest in the municipal palace. 
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Tile ladies of Genoa are, as a ctasa, ek-gant and rantasti&l 
Tlity have ever been noted for the signal grace of their 
Bte|> Add to ttiia most eloquent heaiiCy of woman, a pre- 
innLurely developed, yet sbajielj' form, dear olive com- 
plexion, large luminous eyes, and a wealth of raven hair, 
tlaat seems a burden to tiie wearer, in its multiplied coils, 
and you have a model of itiia altrnetive province. Then 
their coalume is eo bizarre and romaniie. they look like 
the antique females stepped from the canvas or a Spanish 
or Italian pictui-e, in their rich, brilliant colors, with only 
a illmy scarf of black incedraijed ahoiil the head and throat, 
and their large Oriental fana. There seem to lie fewer 
visitors upon the streets than in any of tlie other foreign 
vivies. I cannot account fur tliia dearth ot' stranger.-, bitt 
I can point out every alien female by her bonnet. The 
upper classes of the natives' coiffure is only the veil, fast- 
ened on one side by a luscious damask rose or gilt orna- 
ment. 

The shop windows display but one character of jewelry 
— the filagree. There are three species manidactured: the 
pure gold, the pure silver, and the silver with gold facing; 
and every description of bauble for which the female heait 
longs may be found in confused supei'fluity. These, with 
velvet, are the chief staples, and the prices, compared to 
those at home, are excessively moderate. An esquisite 
set of ear-rings and pin of ttie pure gold, are sold for eight 
American dollars, a bracelet for twelve, a necklace for 
teen, — ranging higher, according to the intricucy of the. 
work and weight of metal, while the lower grades depnt^ 
ciate with the value of the silver. 

Toward the Porta Romatia we passed through streeta \m. 
which 1 feared we might be wedged. Certainly some 
calamity would have occurred had a mule, a man, or even 
a mouse, been encountered. Fortunately neither convey- 
ance nor animal was met. Where either would have sought 
refuge from the contact is still a sealed prohlem, as there 
were only here and there holes lieaten into the hedging 
walls wliere blacksmiths, tinkers, cobblers, and rag-pickers 
ply their meagre trade. Once outside the gates we breatlie 
the fresh air and try to force from our lungs the noxious 
gases that have all but strangled us in our ride through the 
cramped town. Laundresses are beating their linen ou 
stones in the Hisagno, whose waters seem insufficient for 
the process. It is a peculiar way these Italian rivers hava,. 
yielding more pebbles than water. The ttow ia alwt^i 
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These beasts, wilh tli 
to n plirenologioal e 
the FftL'tilly of locatii 
They lake tbeiv owr 
back ill the liappy 
1 believed sonie poor 
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Bcant}-, ami rr>lla in its stony beil like the elibing life of I 
some luriiid urentiiro. The poor, patheLiu little mules trot { 
ovei' the liills anil steep passes, their pannier baskets h 
with every sort of household or personnl fnrniture, yegs- 
tables for market, unci frequently carrying whole families. 
ir hunted, mournful faces, if subjeotcil 
iinination, would he found to possess 
in the highest stage of development, 
'oute; their mnster sleeps upon their 
iiess of perfect faith. At drat 
] be the possessor of a donkey 
who hfld acquired this wonderful eiiilowaient, perhaps from 
the habit thut liecouies second nature, and pei'haps a heredi- ' 
tary gift from father and grandfather nholind travelled the J 
path before him ; but as I jiassed ou I learned it was a char- 
neteristie attriliule. All these patient quadrupeds weut un- 
faltpring over their wwy; all the drivers were asleep. 

The Campo Sauto was a surprise and a pleasure. It 
differs loto crulo from any city of the dead I have deligliteil 
in ; aa 1 have, in truth, an infirmity for cemeteries. Great 
marble corridors or galleries of slielves, reaehing from floor 
to ceiling, contain the. cufflns of the dead, square marble 
tablets, bearing the name and date of birth and death, hide 
the nnsiglitly mural caskets. Long palisailes of monuments 
skirt the outer walls, and rising with the terraces on the 
hill are costly tombs and chapels. There seems to be 
enough funeral statuary upon this burial hill to exhaust 
nil Ihi.' marble quarries of Italy, and offer employment to 
every disciple of Phidias an^d Praxiteles in the Old World. 
Only the lower classes are buried under the earth, over 
each grave a black stick l>earing a little black lantern. 

Hei-e in this lovely while iind silent city, modern Italy 
shows its inherited genius. The dead are as recent as the 
artists; and among tlie Hrst are soldiers and statesmen of 
conceded local fame, while among the last are proved 
masters of sculpture. Many, indeed most of these carved 
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edlgies have 
most of those 
features. Only Mi 
crat, whose life w 
soul breathed its 
familiar lo me. 



iknown to Americans, and s 
nilded and fiuished their forms and 
ni on his hill, recalled the fiery Oemr- 
i great agony for liberty, and whose 
!use over all the world — only he was 
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LETTER LI. 

."0 Itome I my country I city of my soul 1 

The orpbnns nf the heart muHt turn tn the« 

Lane luothfr i>r dead empireB t and control 
In llieir shut breaBtB llieir pelly nii»erj. 

Wlmt are our woea and sulTeraDce ! Come and see 
Tlie cypress, hear the owl, and plod your way 

O'er steps of hroken thronEs and Icruples, Ye 1 
Whose agonies are eviU of a day — 
A world Is at our feet as tragilu us our clay," 
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Roue, June, I8T8. 
mlition of Italy is painfully ai'pai 









! tuttei'it _ 
liiitig aqueduola, and broad BlreU-liea of barren moorlanil. 
Last night I passed tlirougb some forty tunnels, but 
tbaiiks to Somrnis, he folded his peaceful winga about lue. 
and I dreamed of tripie-ac;tion springs and luxurious mat- 
tresaes in tbese dark caverns, only to waken with tUe* \ 
dawn, and find my I'rampeil limbs and aching liead pain-; i 
fully real in compariaoii with iny happy delusions. 

Pisa was tbe first station 1 saw in the early morning, 
and 1 thought if 1 could catuh tbe least sight of the Lean- 
ing Tower i ahonld go on my way contented and satisfied 
tliat I bad not vainly climbed its apex, traversed the wind- 
ing ways of the town, and witnessed the reputed seasuality 
of the i>opulace. But not a line of its columns nor a scroll 
of its fretwork gladdened my expectant gaze. A group of 
dusky Italian boys lounged about the platform, an<l I 
beitoned one to the carriage window. Handing him a 
towel, I asked him in Frencli to dip it in water; the boy's 
eyes wandered ullernately between the towel and my face 
in blank amazeraent; then, interrogating me in Italian, I 
comprehended he bad not the slightest idea of the language 
in which I was addressing him. I made this discovery 
with some surprise, as it was the first peasant or native I 
had met on the continent not able to speak the polite and 
really standard language of Europe, — and I could not 
master one word of Italian. After a few momenta' annoy- 
ing liesitation and silence tilled with pantomimic geaturea, 
1 made an endeavor upon hiin with the Latin word aqua, 
which was the magic key to hia uihI era tan ding. For my 
breakfast I purchased a small flagon of wine for tei^oentat 
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Ifi sandwicb miK^e of bot'>gna sausage so impregnated 
with garlic tbat the )itn)Os|)bei-e nas I'edoleiit at otice, ami 
hod it not been for a told fowl tiiuked a.vfny in one curucr 
of nij lunch litistiet, at, Genoa, 1 should have been obliged 
to go fasting to Koine. 

The Italian railnay stations arc frequpntly separated by 
extended stretches of country, utterly houseless anil god- 
forsskeu. The train often makes a run of three or four 
lionrs without cessation, and, utiliko America, there are no 
luxuries, nor even conveniences ; if you are suffering from 
hunger ur thirst yon must l«;ar it until your necessities 
grow into agony. Then at llie first stopping-place, which 
is fi-equently a little mouldering town, witli an offensive 
railway houffef, tliere is a general outjionring of passengers, 
and the sli^iihtest succor or relief must be paid for. Uow 
1 recalled tlie splendid comforts of the railtvays of m}' own 
country I 

i thought I should be made aware of my approach to 
the Eternal City by certain signs of sanctity, which woulil 
at once transform me into a deoi^&n of his Reverence Leo 
XIII. Surely this could not lie the city of Csesar and 
lirutua, of Augualiis and Trajan, and the great Constan- 
tine. ijnrely this is not tlie Rome of Homulus and the See 
of St. Peter, revealed to me in the erninbling aqueducts 
Rnd white cattle knee deep in the lush grass of tlie ('aro- 
pagnian marshes. Where is the glory of the Gracchi, the 
glamour of Michael Angelo, Ra|)liaui, and Canova, the 
grandeur of Trajan, and the cruelty of Nero? Ob where, 
where are all these influences and elements that really 
make the sublimity of Rome ? I asked myself again and 
again as I came through tbe new quarter of the city, where 
the facades are as fresb and glaring, and life as innou^iant 
and youlhfnl as in Paris. I vainly looked for some sign 
by which the conBciontmcss of the sacred city might take 
jiossession of me. Perhaps I sought an em[ieror in crim- 
eon-bordered toga and sandalled feet. Perhaps a legion of 
gladiators, or the early disciples of Jesus. There were 
scores of Capucini and Dominican friars upon the streets ; 
but these were familiar objects, and then they were all 
either too dirty or too corpulent and carnal to summon tbe 
ghosts of the past; they were pre-eminently of the present. 

And so ray entree into this Etrurian capital was disap- 
pointing. I liad expected its splendor to burst ujwn me 
like some great meteor of a southern sky. I was prema- 
ture; much that was magnificent, and much that was 
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■ ri'iinnloti", nwiiileil nie, liiit it ie not the order of gr.tn'fciir 
Hint fi»ci|r(iw«TBl.j- one glifrj- of iHulgeme. It is nil so iini- 
funn in ilii inagnitu<)« Llmt joii must grow into aof) slonly 
nl.»..rli it. 

My first Blpps were not tiirneii toward St. Peler's. It 
WHS too Into in llie day; nnotlier renson, I nlways ''aave 
tliobe«t nine until tiiu lasl." So nfler dining suaiptiiniiKly 
n\K>n roliiii. nrtieliokes, macnroni, prawns, and Lacrinia 
Uhrimli, in Hie sweet glow of the rjying day, I joiner] in 
the glittering line of eqiiipii^(.-s alowly mounting Monte 
Plncio, I bIiouIiI liFtve preferred to walk; then I could 
hiive »tiidlcd the enriotia street corners, sparkling with the 
iiprtiy of foiMilninn. and aatrred witli the Virgin shrines, hut 
I iliil not know the way, and must suliinit lo vellurinu. 
The life ] met was as mneli a vnnily f»ir as pRris, ami only 
n ri'iirlitiim of a ride to llie Bois de Boulogne. There 
wiiH no fin);r!inrt' of a]iti<)uity, nor chime of holiness, nor 
(fIohm i\\' iiripi'rifllj«m. No Angt'lun Ih-IIb made sweet and 
fnili'inn niiiMic: no orisons Sontcd iigioii the air.no prayerful 
hnxli upon the |>liuie, no peiiceful benediction to lialsani a. 
Iilf^eding soni, no Tf- Deum of praitie, no gennflexion of 
wor«l]i|i to l<!ll mu I wns in theeity of Uod. Long parades 
of eoxtly tnrnontn, witli liigli-Htcpping HtecdM and lireried 
nttrndanlB, oatentntiona ui-eata, and dark, gandily-dressed 
women, clinperoning tlieir iirfantiie progeny and nurstss 
through the proreH«ion, The niirsea, as gay aa |>eaeoek9 
In their gnrioh plumes, I at first mistook for ladies of some 
high degree of noliility, and while I did not admire tlieir 
pomposity of piu'iiplierualia and streaming pink head rili- 
|jr)nf<, — I tliink llie pink pennons are the universal iiidie« 
of tliia order, — 1 did. regard the rejuililicaniKm and ranlenial 
prldo with wliich these grand duchfamm bore their own 
fhlldreii— as I then Hnjiposfd. 

The Roman matrons do not seek to alleviate nor even to 
N|dritiiiili)se their essentially earthy faces and forms by tlieir 
mode of drese. Many among the showy copimnnity in 
wbleh I mingled last night — only the upper-tendoiu — were 
maguillcently beautiful women, imt with senanal focos. 
Their oliHrnis Ho in mnasive coila of dusky hair, eyea that 
ai'u luniinoiia with the dew of unshed tours, and creamy 
luHoious throate. 

We entered Monte I'incio from the Piazza del Popolo, 
where the obelisk of Hamses, with Its qunrtette of giinrd- 
irig beasts and dancing fountaiiia, crowns the centra of thr 
greut oblong eircle, while the monumental ehiirches, gTisM 
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i of leaping water, the gate of the piazza, and Itfiy 
columus aiii] walla, surmounted by coloasal statues (if 
Rome, Neptune, Spring, Summer, Autumn, anil Winter, 
form an unforgcitten coronal. 

Passing under the portal, where the seasons blend in 
glorious harmony, we were among the cypress and box, 
ilex and palms, cedars and oleanders, stretches of sward 
and mounds of prodigal bloom. Gods and goddesses, 
heroes of war and conquerors of science, masters of verse 
and victors of art, glance from between tlie pines and be- 
hind corners of bronze foliage in a stale of pitiable decay. 
The strains of the niiisiciana assisted in dispersing any 



» gathering shade of sublimity in this twilight retreat of ^H 
stony celebrities ; for they were all silent, — tlie marble edl- ^H 
gies bordering the paths not more so than the flashy groups ^H 
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of fashion upon the avenues. 1 left the glittering Roman 
crowd, and again passing the broad piazza entei'ed the 
Villa Borghese bej'ond the city walls that hedge the park. 
Here there was no pngeant of money, nor titles, nor fash- 
ion; no dead emperors nor slaughleretl generala gazing in 
marble dignity; but shady avenues, great forests of dense 
herbage, the sweet odor of earth, and a stifled air of purity 
that chastened the spot of all the profligacy of its Corsiean 
Prineesa, and left only the memory of her beauty and 
grace as a hallowing rejection. Slill there remains, in one 
of the upper chambers of the palace, the celebrated Venus 
Viotrix of Canova, modelled from Pauline Bonaparbj, 
Princess Borghese. 

The original seven hills upon which ancient Rome rested 
like 80 many pediments, have now multiplied into as many 
more. Upon any one of these altitudes we see the city, 
with its domes, and spires, and monuments, and ruins, rise 
and fall like the breast of t!ie ocean. Tliis undulatinii belt 
forms an entire girdle to the city, and each summit has a 
special monumental crown: St. Peter's and the Holy 
Prison (?) of the Pope upon Vaticanas; the Franciscan's 
(hardens and a gronp of villas upon Janiculum, in the dis- , 
trict of Trastevei'e; the Palace of the Cftisars upon Pala- 
tinus; the Palace of King Humbert upon the Quiriualis; 
Santana Sabina and several other churches upon Aven- 
tinus; the Basilica of Santa Maria Maggiore and the Baths 
of Titus upon Ksquiltnus; tbe Baths of Diocletian upon 
Viminalis; and St. John in Laleran at the base of Cffiliau ; 
and the Mamerline Prison, the archteological institution 
with arches, temples, and uuliimns innumerable to mythical 
deities and dead eniperura. 
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LETTER LII. 

"Oriiimlng lo the Taiican, go tee 

Lmicniia'B lorture di^i^ng pain — 

A rnllier's love and mortara agonj 

Wilh an imniOTUrs patience blending : — Vain 
Tlie struggle ; rain, &gainat tbe coiling slrtun 

And gripe, apd deepeiiiug of Ihe dragon's grnap, 
'I'lie old man's clenclk ; llie long erenoni'd cliain 

ItivetB the living links. — Ilie ennrninus asp 

Eiilbrcca pang on pang, and atiflia gasp on gasp." 
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Rome, June, 1878. 
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ti front or virgin shrines at the street uomera and ovei' the 
<toore, while the great celestial lamps swung in the broad 
dome above, castiug more of a carnival tlian a religious 
glow over the Catholic eapital. When I woke next morn- 
ing, wilh the dazzling Italian sun flooding the chaml>er, 
null throwing the rude highly- colored frescoes into blinding 
brilliani'y, the troops of King Humliert were drilling in tiiu 
great Bquere bejiind, while the tinkling of church chimes 
made festive the early day. .And this double parade of 
t-oliUers and saintly worship was on the SabbathI I could 
net realize that it was in Rome 1 had sle|)t. 

It is a city for reflection 1 "Rome was not built in a 
day;" this idea flashes upon one through every step of 
tA |)erieni'e. Neither can it lie seen nor studied in a day, 
and one must meditate, wliether he will or not. Every 
moroent some aged relic or mouldering ruin rouses a vivid 
recollection; anything nio<lcrn in this venerable shadow 
seems a profanation. While I feel okt in the presence i>f 
lhi!Be enlnibling centuries, yet it is what I sought in Rurou. 
1 h^ broad streets, bright new houses, and unfinished Pi'ot- 
cBiaiit church, are unanticipated pleasures in Kumc, yet 
tlie oidy real sublimity, the only inspiration in this capital 
of the centuries, is the moithl, ami rust, and dampness of 
tlic antique. Still how lovely the aged city in ittt ancient 
iioli/eKiie and tattered lazzaroni ; with its souvenirs of 
gi'eatness and evidences of decay ; witli the ineiuoiy of 
myrrh, frank in cense, and nil the aromatic spices of the 
Kiist, and the too olleiisive odors of the present; with its 
wealth of niedia;vul art and hordes of modern disciples. 



Here only tlo I falter i; 
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ind fashion of tlkeir day, but with all the impret 
tbe fifteenLh and sixteentli ountiirieB upon thejn. Our eye, 
not inured to primeval art, t>\nn at tlie rugged, height of 
its glory, naudera to tbe modern cojiies and back to liie 
originals, while the treationoiis thought creeps in: Wiiiild 
these imniortnl names shine witii the same lustre if liiey 
were of the present epoch, and if they were the product of 
the genius of this magniticent era of scientific dlucoverieB, 
philosophical demonstraliiin ; artistic cultivation, and ar- 
chfeological explorations — in our day, vrhcn human life 
and human lii-ains, wealtli, a.ncl invention are devoted to 
tbe education and elevation of the masses ; when the world's 
battle-cry is advance f Is it nut only the legendary cloud 
of age that hangs in transuendeut mystery around the 
chefn d'ceuure of earlier days? Time, to the untaught 
mind, has rolibed tbe canvas and marble of their expectant 
vharms. Are wediaajipointed because we behold art toncbcd 
by llie despoiling finger of age, because, as he pnsses on from 
yettr to year, he adds a brighter tone to the names tiiej- 
Lear? The fame that to-day sbines only witli a wan and 
)>allid light, siitBcient to illuminate a eity, m:iy, in tbe next 
century, when death has claimed and seasons liave hallowed 
it, burst forth a meteor to dazzle and lM5wildcr worlds. What 
a volume to readl What monuments to study 1 What 
relics to gatlier, to decipher, nnd to organize! 

Come tbroogb tbe Piazza di Spagna, where we And great 
libraries of English books, iMif^s, photograpli shops, and 
windows laden with the gaudy scarfs of Roman silk ; where 
tlie picturesque but soiled models (soiled body and soul) 
recline in artistic costumes npon the great rows of steps 
that lead to Trinila de Monti. From dawn till the sinking 
aun throwB bia tosy mantle over the hilla of Albano, these 
tieautiful, luscious, unwashed Roman women swarm in thi-t 
quarter, waiting to be chosen by one of the hundreds of 
students of tbe vicinity. Glance at tbem as you pass, then 
come with me to St. Peter'«. It is not a temple to be 
visited, but a sanctuary in wEiicb to linger; where we may 
return again and again, and tbe oftener we come the more 
we shall lind to feant upon. It is the one spot to resort 
when tbe heart is opprcaaed and tbe aoul craves a balsam, 
there to remain until these buly sliadows fold yon in their 
sweet embrace. Do not look in when you are liastening 
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toward nnntlier monumeiit. Tliat noniliilfites tlie entii 
aplendors of ihe elfect. \onr miuil Grst absorbs enough 
of the grent catliedrtil to be cnlbratled by its aovei'eigiity ; 
then, wbcn Biil£ciently fillet) with it» majesty, you are safe 
from the influence orsiibordiiipte chnrraa. 

Now come and drink deeply of its imiierisbable mosaiciC 
that nre as brilliant to-day as they were cenlnries Rgo*. 
Come linger at tbe lomlia where all the horror of the decajr-^ 
ing botiea within ia htat in admiration oT the statuary on 
tlie lop. In truth the place is n piiriHed chant el -ho use, and 
we are surrounded l>y the sarcophagi of mouldering sainta 
and rnnished popes; but we see only the deeds of great 
heroes, and the fasting, prayer, and castigations oT devotees 
in classic marble. It is not a vault of the dead, but » 
temple of art to keep their memories fresh forever. 

The Piazza of St. Peter's rests upon the inclination of 
the hill. In the centre an Egyptian obelisk, with fountaina 
on either side, is dwarfed in the ehadow of the great bnai- 
Ilea, Semicircular wings of the temple, in the I'orm of peri- 
atyka, a perfect labyrinth of Doric columns and niasaiva 
jiilnsters, surmounted l>y c-olossnl etatuea of aaints and 
popes, inclose the square. The interior aeems to boast a 
l)eciiliar atmoaphere of its own. When the ujularial sun is 
scorching all Kome in the pnrticoa biyond, here it is calin 
and cool, even chilly, though never damp. Far up the nave 
men appear like mice, and the wondtrful Confession of St. 
Peter, tiie cynosure of the interior, where one hundred ami 
forty-two bronze lamps shed perpetual inimortaliLy »puB 
the Christ-elected pope, seems only a twinkling star. In 
the crypt beneath rest (he ashes of the apostle, directly 
under the broad gilded catio|iy. Ifyou would descend and 
be in the holy presence of the anointed dead you must pay. 
Knch I'avoi's arc not for the imincunious. "Put monfy in 
your purKe," as Ingo tells Itodchgo, and all paths do lie 
opin. Chapels adorn every nook and nave, chupela whose 
iiionaica and monuments apotheosize the names ot Mieliael 
Angelo, Canova, Bernini, Onido, and Sacchi, and unilur 
whose garlanded and carved arcades, aliens, aueh ae Chris- 
tina of Sweden, who abdicated the throne before she wiia 
thiitj', the SlunrtB, and the Countess Matilda, have found 
their last sleep far from the country of their fathers. 

Alaal the moaaieB that we regard aa works of artistic 
delicacy in the dome, hiinging like a great balloon at a dizzy 
height above us, are rude en<jugh upon closer examination. 
But the preciuuii marbles of Ihe altar, the porphyry eleps. 
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the lapis lazuli, malacbite, aixl Egyptiun alabaster an 
themselves an El Porario of wealth. 

May 1 say that I enjoyed tlie -Vatitiaii Palace, or papnl 
prisons, as the holy occujiant cliooaes to term it, still more 
than St. Peter's, or shall I sny tlie pleasure it afforded me 
was more ecstatic than reverential? First came the gigan- 
tic cartoons and frescoes of Raphael, over which we are 
expected to rhapsodize because they are from the mystic 
pencil of the peerless magician, and the Loggie of tlaphael, 
that extends in portico about the up[>er stories of the 
southeastern wing of tlie palace. They consist of fifty-two 
biblical themes drawn from Raphael's cartoons, executed, 
with very few exceptions, by his pupils. The pictures of 
the Loggie are not characterized by the same boldness of 
outline and eccentricity of ikttiliide as the great frescoes 
of Jurisprudence, the School of Athens, and Mount Par- 
nassus, but they are more brilliant in hue, and conventional 
in construction. 

In the halls of sculpture we liavc such a feast that it 
becomes a burden, and we are wont to wisli we had not 
dined^ profoundly upon the other good things spread he- 
fore US. Much thai is line, and much that is fragmentary ; 
each has its story, and many are the relics of vanished ages 
of which we have nothing authentic. Kuch grand con<:ei> 
tions as Apollo Belvidere, the Laocoon of Rhodes, the Nile, 
which to me is a still more marvellous pieueof art than the 
Laocoon, the recumbent Ariaiine on the Isle of Naxos, the 
wonderful Faun, a copy of Praxiteles, — these are lessons 
to be remembered; who, indeed, once having viewed them, 
could forget? Yet in thes« halU there are multiplied 
statues, sans eyes, sans noses, sans arms, sans legs, sans 
everything — gods and heroes who lost their phj'siognomic 
memlwrs in the pagan era. Torsos and hermte tliat would 
require the inspiration of a Phidias to invest with any of 
their original symmetry, yet these are invaluable to show 
the antiquity of art in this vast world of art. Days havo 
I passed amoDgst these marbles, until they became the 
companions of my life, and wben at last compelled to leave 
them I felt indescribable aadjiess and solitude. Then i 
could discern the enthusiasm of the sculptor for his stony 
creations, rather than for Ids living models. As he monlds 
and chisels, he invests his offtipring with all the fire of his 
soul, tlie cunning of Ida hand, the genius of hts brain, and 
the mujesty of his ambition. Being flniehed he loves it and 
^2 
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aliiins parting with iC, because there is more of Lis 1 
Ihe cold marble thtin in the vital frame. 

As I pass up the royal atairs of Bernini, the equestrian 
archetype of Constantine seems to frown me down; and 
why? It must he that 1 passed him ao often with only a. 
ginnce, ever hastening on to other gods. Now the tapestries, 
then the pictures, again tlie Last Judgment, and then back 
to the statuary or the papal lihrnry.' 

The Last Judgment of Angelo in the Sistine Chapel ia 
considered the masterpiece of his life. The fresuo is in Ilia 
vigorniis contortionate style, but the conception is nn 
aveuging Judge, not a merciful Saviour. Christ upon the 
celestial throne seems to be hurling the offending souls into 
eternal damnation in confused multitudes; his eye is nflamu, 
scorching even his motlier, who trembles at his side, while 
Mary Magdalene is in an equivocal position of supplication, 
half fearful of farther exciting her Master's wrath; you 
almost hear the unuttered prayer for the condemned die iu 
a stifled sob. The upper part of tlie fresco is filled in with 
snaring figures — tlie lilessed, wlia have received Iheir testa- 
ment of virtue and are ascending to the golden tribunal in 
happy indifference. The artist has woven a silliouclle of 
bis life into the picture; the angels have the faces of his 
friends, whilat the sinners are portraits of his enemies, with 
him to whom he bore the greatest hatreil as Judas in the 
depths of hell. 

The Vatican library teaclies us the 0]>uIeDce, royalty, 
power, and world-wide influence of Catliolicism. Not in 
tlie 80,000 volumes and 34,000 MSS. alone do we read this 
profound trutli, but in tlie siim|ituous saloons aud mostly 
gifts of foreign potentates. Sevres vases from Napoleon, 
malacliite timepieces and oniaments from the Czar, Egy]>- 
tinn alabaster from Mehemet All; huhl I'nbincts and tallica 
of rarest Grecian and Italian stones line the givat hull, 
where frescoes and gold repouss^ aeeni to have had their 
finishing touches overnight. In fact, I fancied I could 
smell the paint, and stood sloof from the jiiilars and walls; 
and this is only one of the cells in the sacred prisoner's 
dungeon. 

Then the gardens, where his reverence may ventilate hia 
ever pious plans, are not a dark and slimy cavern where 
toads do procreate and serjients crawl, hut inclosurea aa 
beautiful and bright as a Parisian pleasance. They extend 
along the declivity of the hill, and manifest all the splendor 
of natural aud artiQcial einbellishmeni; Ihe ahruLbery ia 
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esfiHiaitcly ti-iminurt; pt'ilestals !kii(! I'l-mizes stain! here nml 
there; even curiuiis and ingenious water-wurks siiqjrise tlie 
rslrangcr, by iasuing from invisible apertures beneatli Ilia 
feet ae he paiiaea to admire the huge pine cone from the 
mausoleum of Adrian, or passes on from terrace to terraue. 
The manufactory of mosaics within the Vati^^an walls is 
a catchpenny, 1 do not intend to intimate that it is un- 
worthy a visit, for to see it is the only way to gain an idea 
of these Catholic workmen and adepta. Even the coarsest 
of their products require paiua and time to finish. Thon- 
sanda of boxes of the enamelled atone, of every hue and 
shade, are arrangeil upon the shelves that surround the 
long rooms from floor to c«iling. They are at jiresent em- 
ployed upon the medallion portraita of the Popes for St. 
Paul's in Lateran, or beyond the walla. Each executor has 
an oil picture of the subject before him as a model, and 
watching the process we discover it requirea some skill to 
perfect the copy. Now, I called this manufactory a catch- 
penny, because our guide, who is, aa I think, even an exag- 
geration of tlie importunate boring and falsifying traditional 
guide, told us it was free to atrangera. True, there was no 
charge lo enter, but the ransom of deliverance was heavy; 
every one who opened a door, or turned a picture, or handed 
you a speeimeu of stone, expected and demauded some of 
the small coin of the kingdom. 

Though not inspii-ed with the same liiish of solitude and 
healing rest in the private palace galleries. perha|H 1 gained 
a more instructive idea of art than in the holy museuma. 
or course, I went to the Barb»rini to hunt out tlie original 
SeaLrice Cenoi by Guido, of which they say all the C()pie8 
that Soat the universe aa thick as flies upon the shambles 
are shameful travesties. I found it amongst a whole family 
of Oeocia, ami that was a disappointment. Surely this 
hravc, fanatic girl deaerves a place alone, as the suffering 
heroine of her line, instead of being grouped with step- 
mother, aunt, sister-in-law, and a host of other relatives, of 
-whom the world never heard. Perhaps it was done that 
her kin might shine in tlie reflection of her lustre; hut the 
glory of a self-created martyr ahould not be sacrificed to the 
vanity of a family. There are those whom this sad face, 
lighted by the great pathetic eyes, liave haunted a lifetime, 
but I freely confess, and let it be attributed to my ignor- 
ance of art or dearth of intelligence, that it did not impress 
me as deeply, viewing it from the protoplast I had in miud, 
as a little painting I have at home, by no very eminent 
niflster. Sorrow and aufforing are admiralily depleleit, but 
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tlicre nrc cold lines nliont tlie tnotilh nnil iiosp, nn<1 cfmH 
eyes, tlint Beatrice, as 1 conceive llie cliaracler, never liiinj| 
There is Bzed purpose nnd strong cleterniinAtion upon th^l 
canvas, an<) these were her ruling nttrilnites. 

Kaijhael'a Fornaiina glows with all the magic of her 
lover's brush. It ia not a beautiful face, neither is it a face 
of a patrician, but one to be loved; a face of Southern 
warmth and passion and youtlifiil freshness. But all en- 
chantment faded when I heard she was a baker-girl, and 
existed in one of the thousand dark, dirty little holes of 
Home, where ^^forno" ajipeara over the door in large text. 
"■J-'orno" ia the oven, and Fornarina was the young lady 
who kneaded and baked the black bread in yard measures 
for the Italian mass. Yet, through the love of the artist, 
she is inimortaliz'ed in oil from zone to zone. 

Del Sarto's Virgin more completely fills my conception 
of Miiry, at the birth of Christ, than any I have looked 
upon amongst the thousands here. Sacred painting was 
paramount in the halcyon days of art; what else had these 
early masters as Hubjects but the Bible and mythology? 
There are some few illustrative of their own lives, but such 
scenes labor under a disadvantage that biblical ones never 
can contend with ; the former often need an interpreter, the 
tatter are read at once. Kow Del Sarto draws the Ma- 
donna as a luscious, radiant young female, with the infant 
Saviour upon her lap ; all other artists represent the woman 
with the infant, and the woman dinging to the cross upon 
Mount Calvary, thirty-three years afterward, of the same 
nge, cast of feature, and with the same expression of weight 
and care; a physical impossibility. 

But there is n small piotnre, I know not by whom, that 
made an ineffaceable impress. So long as life lasts I shall 
see it as I saw it tlien. Mark it well; it hangs in a small 
nalon at the rear of the gallery. No diary nor guide will 
ever be necessary to recall it, for it lingers in mj memory 
like strains of unforgotten music — "Orpheus Charming 
Birds and Beasts;" very odd, touching, and grotesque, — 
the listening air and attitude of the captivated cow, the 
hearkenijig horse, the absorbed owl, the mesmerized mon- 
key, the silenced magpie, the surprised fox, the tickled fish, 
the arrested eagle, the terrified tiger, the languishing lion, 
and even the whale called out from the ocean by the dulcet 
miiaic; the birds stilled in their flight, and the very air list- 
ing among the branchea of the trees. When you visit 
Uome seek it, an<1 sec and hear this enraptured aDimat 
World in the IVdnzzo of the Harliariui. v 
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" In the brcatLlcsB gloom 
I Bought tUe Coliseum, for I felt 
Tbe spirits of a manlier age were forth ; 
And there againat tbe mossy wall I lenned, 
And thought upon my country. Why was I 
Idle, and ahe in chains? The storm now answered: 
It broke ao heaven's high masonry were crumbling : 
And the wide vault, in one unpauaing peal, 
Throbbed with the angry pulse of Deity t" 

J.kCK Cade. 

RoMB, June, 1878. 

1 K)rND the Rome I sought u|)oii the Palatine and Capi- 
tolino. Not the holy Rome of Vatitaniis, nor the political 
Knme of Qiiirinalus, but the antique pagan Rome of the 
Ciesars. 1 Lad thought a visit to the palaces of the Csesars 
was to be the culminating ecalaey of my Italian experienee. 
But while I found the mound full of llie glory of the past, 
life in the vicinity was lusty witli the pleasures of the 
present. The foul, oontracVid liyways of old Rome were 
ihronged with men, women, and children. Dark, dirty 
drowsy beings seemed to lie in a alow putrefaction by dint 
of llicir own sloth and squalor. Their only employment is 
the animal functions of life, incluiling the exhalation of 
tiiiir noxious garlic brenth upon tlie stifling atmosphere. 
Tlie females are beautiful. TUougli an intense admirer of 
womanly grace, my frenzy is not suflicient to e.xcuse un- 
clean persons aud soiled gowns; but these voluptuouH 
Roman women possess a fascination of face aud form that 
almost cancels their contempt for purity. 

In this southern climate nature matures earlier than in 
onr slower north. The same -iun that causes the orange to 
glow, tbe cypress aud oleander to blaze, and the grape to 
ripen, kisses tlie human buds into a precocious exuberance 
of iiloom. At the age of fourteen we find these girla iu 
the full flush of adolescence, but at iwenty-five, when the 
flower of life should be most aromatic, tbey have declined 
into middle-aged, toiling, wasted wrecks. Where do we 
discover one trace of the radiant, luxuriant maid, of the 
Bwcet, soft shadows about the dusky throat, of the lumin- 
ous eyes and dewy complexion, ten j-ears after In the hard 
(ace and obdurate lines of the matron, tbe saffron skin, 
angular form, dull or glaring eye, and furrowed cheek ? 
22* 
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Tlieii' wealth of hair, black as a raven's wing and luBtroii(^| 
as satin, is the only enduring attribute of former beaiity.9 
And theu the babies! Tlie stijierfluity of babies is one offl 
tlie most impressive featuic-a of Italian life. Evei-y woman I 
has an infant iipou her arm, and two scarcely older eling- 
ing to her skirts or wallowing at her feet in the gutter; a. 
woman minua tlie infantile appendage would be as great a 
ouriosity as the fabled Centaur, Minotaur, or Cyclops. A 
very usual picture in these Latin cities ia a scanty door- 
step, upon whiuh two youthful scions of a plebeian family 
are at work; the second is perched at an altitude overlook- 
ing the former's crown, which he manipulates in the most 
seiluloiis manner; so I was at first nonplussed to which I 
should apply the term of ''' industrious fleas," the hunted or 
the hunters. These urchins seem to be universally skilled 
artisans in this, the only trade they are taught. And thus the 
soil procreates pollution. In uo other country are the con- 
ventionalities of social laws so completely abandoned. All 
that ia sweet and sacred in the ties of nature is utterly ig- 
nored. I have read much of the classic dignity of the 
Boman women, but certainly In this community it is an 
unknown quantity. The august chastity of Cornelia, the 
innocence of the youthful Metella, seem to have vanished 
with the unforgotten dead, and only the saturnalias of 
Faustina, the cupidity of Dunne, and the licentiousness of 
Mcssalina, remain as a code and a principle to these mod- 
ern Laidis. Yet, let me say, in this whirl[)ool of profligacy 
the inhei'ent delicacy of woman stood forth pre-eminent to 
the disparagement of the opposite sex. Never had I such 
a rare opportunity to read the potent parable: A woman's 
vices may be most offensive and flagrant, but there is a 
something that her Creator has placed in her soul — a coni- 
mon endowment of the sex — which deters her from sinking 
to the same degree of brutality and vulgarity with her 
burly Ill-others. Jj 

Such were the life-pii-tures I saw, and the life-lessons I ■ 
studied. Hut what of the palaces of the Cassars, the home'^ 
of Caligula, and the house of Cicero? What of the ■ 
Roman Forum, where great Ctesar fell; of the formidable 
Tarpeian Rock, from which Cassius — not the "lean and 
hungry" conspirator against Caesar, but of the same lineage 
— was hurled ? Huins all ; a mouldering mass of shattered 
grandeur; — these baths where the voluptuary was wont to 
pass his hours; these temples of false gods where iho 
great pngans worshipped ; these triumphal arches under 
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irliicb the conquerors rode; these theatres where the 
sula and pvwtors eiijo.yed tlie wild cruelly of llie early 
sporla ; aod these prisons where tlio adherents of Cfttftline 
perished, and St. i'eier languished under the tyrauuy of 
tlie envHge Nero. 

The remains of the mansions of those Etrnrian poets, 
potentates, and philosophers are tiresome, and thoiigii the 
durability of the early masonry is marvellously rcai in tliu 
foundations of these structures, where time seems to have 
added to the immutability of the bricks and the fixedness 
of the moL'lai', the liigli art and enduring pigments of the 
ancients potenlially significant in tlie remnants of mosaic 
pavements and the brilliant hues of frescoes, yet it requires 
the fancy of the poet to supply the departed beauty and 
missing members that once gave the scene its sublimity. 
The chambers of Cwaar's palace are mere sleeping criiis, 
not 80 spacious as the bathrooms of our modernie-sized 
houses, and while the artistic adomments in the courts and 
ground-Boors were costly, if not chaste, these ancient kings 
had none of the eomnion and continuous luxuries of our 
day. A ^roll amongst the fragments of lioman luxury ia 
tedious and perilous. The memory of great names and in- 
trepid exploits, the classic udor and empyrean Instre of 
other ems, is shadowed in ttie heavy pall of death. Ahl 
pitiable the dilapidation of the crumbling, moss-grown, 
mutilated statues, once the emliodied virtues and vii:eB of 
a now dead religion 1 What are they now ? Nor man, nor 
■woman, nor thing. Here we find a human trunk, (liere a 
bodiless head, agnin a headless face, or a faceless head, and 
so we go searching about the gardens for memhei's that 
might complete one perleet man, where wandered the plead- 
ing Calphurnia upon the fated ides of Mardi, when her 
lord unheeding went forth to fall at Pompey's statue. 

The awe-inspiring Tarpeian Rock, which history in the 
schoolroom, and Byrun in the Parlor, taught us was steep 

" Fiiteflt goal of Treasnn's race, 
Tlio promontfirj whence lUe Trailor'a leap 
Cured all umUlioa" 

is another sad delusinn. Instead of a lofty and rugged 
vertex, with a raging torrent below, I found a gentle 
mound, against which dwellings recline, the Archteological 
IiiMlitute, and Prussian Embassy gardens stretch around 
in pleasant perspective, with a very dirty, sluggish stream 
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(IroWMing At llie tn^e, nnij a vasl rinantity of liroken 8 
pnrtly tiie acvumnlatton of timt, amt tlie exliumatioiis ot 
llie viuinity, lillin^ tbc tmrroamiiafi ditcb and levelling tlie 
iniutity nltilu'le to an inil'ittervni hillock. 

Uome, BO overcrowded witli the dead is, nevertbelees, 
on<!ii Mulfocatingly full or Ibc living, and it has been well 
Hsid of tbifi itagaii-CbiietJan capital tbat although owned 
tiy the Latins and puiiuUtcd l>y llieir dc§cendants, it ia 
more thoroughly enjoyed and imiiroved by tlie French, Ibe 
Ofrmans, the Knglisti, and Ibv Americana. 

In ■trolling lUrongh the I'alatine, the Colisenm, Ibe 
I'antbeon, St. I'eter'e, tbe varioua amphitheatres and cir- 
enaoa, I met crowds and coteries of these strangers, some 
with guides and others with guide-hooka, tracing the in- 
scriptTona on the monuments, the old frescoes, and tbe 
discovered and recovered secrets of tbe long gone centuries. 
Among these foreigners were Kauanlit, priests, artists, prin- 
ces, and even monarths, efilkd to Koine hy tlie unceasing 
wonders of the sacred uity. Tbe two Naj)oleons — 1 and 1 1 1 
— apent enormoiia sums in tbe excavations, even out-rival- 
ling tbe great PoifCs, who from tbe beginning'^bave also 
((iven time and money to the revelation and improvement 
of ancient Komu. The Coliseum, about which 1 had read 
and thought so much, wa« one of those tilings tbat tran- 
scended imagination ; it has been painted nnil iiliotographeil 
niul engraved, so runs the record, more than any other 
bunitin lialiitaLion or edifice, and it has attracted the atlen- 
lion of princes and kings and potentates since it was pro- 
jected liy Vespasian, and to this day, covered as it is with 
tbc diiMt of over nineteen hundred Christian years, is still 
a frenh wondor of civilizaliou. It was a superb June day, 
hut a lloninn day with all tlie drowsy oppressive miasma 
of the Cnmpagna in tbe alinosphurc, when 1 passed through 
the front court or vc8til)ide of the colossal ruin, where the 
legendary insurgent Thraoian refused to meet his brother 
in glailiatorial combat, and where now vendors of cheap 
Jewelry stand with great trays of rough mosaic ornaments 
of tbe ruined hills. 

Altbougli the city was bare of visitors, and the hotels 
preparing to close for tlie summer, 1 had an op]K)rtnnity 
to see the mnjestic ruin under exceptional advantages. 
Tliare is lomething awful in this mighty space, and even 
if you are not familiar with the history of the ages, yon 
are forced to stop and study it for very shame sake. It is 
ao vast that although two-thirds of the original edifice httva 
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■fliaRppojired, the mntcrinls to hiiild tlie pnlaces of tlie 
Roman nobility having been taken for two hundred years 
from its colossal walls, tlie almost perfect circle that ia left 
standing gives you a fair idea of the stupendous whole. 

Nearly every eseiiraionial or traveller who visits these 
ancient massive struetures recites Byron. Poor Byron! 
he is the compelled decorator of most of the guide-books, 
oud is sung by the verdant pilgrim from the St. Lawrence 
nt home, who makes a vehicle of his poetry when he lie- 
wribea Niagara, to the Rhine in Germany, where ho 
expresses his ecstasy over that vaunted stream, and wlien 
he gets to Rome and enters St. Peter's, and the Vatican, 
and the Coliseum, he l>ecomes the involuntary echo of the 
poetic pictures of the Britisli bard. 

U])on the Appinn Way we see the supposititious spot 
blessed by the footprints of Christ, the Monarch of Heaven, 
and glorified by Constantine and the Csesara, conquerors of 
the world, over which they led their puissant armies. We see 

—the hatha of Caraenlla, where th« early sybarites lounged 
amid pungent scents and spicy opiates, when perfumes 
were more alluring to the natives than the}' are to their 
posterity, discussing politics or the latest scandal in a 
prretor's or a consnl's family ; so the (/ler wis? were to the 
ancients wliat tlie beer saloon Sjid cigar shop is to the 
Scipios, Diomeds, and (Jhuidii of the present. The Cata- 
combs, that completely seton the Campagna, and even ex- 
tend as far as Ostia, are another wicked fallacy practised 
upon the unsophisticated stranger. No doubt they were the 
retreats of the early persecuted followers of Faith when 
Rome was rife with the religious cabals of the first century, 
and no doubt much of the virus rising from the great sterile 
moors is only the poison of these long-hoarded bones in the 
subterranean aeiiidchros. From the Porta San Sebastiano 
to the right are the great ChristiAn cemeteries ; and to the 
left the Jewish, hedged in by walls, marked by a series of 
interstices resembling pigeon-holes. To grovel through 
these narrow, dirty, labyrinthine dungeons, preceded by a 
{'Hdavarous-looking friar, with only the ghostly gleam of a 
puny tallow candle to add horror to the spectral scene, is 
not calculated to inspire {)oetry or safety. The martyrdom, 
Buourging,and dire flagellations of these Christian standard- 
bearers is forgotten in their own fraud and the fright of 
their guests. Winding about uneven paths, stumbling up 
and down crumbling clay steps, peering into little holes 
that once, perhaps, contained dry and whited bones, but, 
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alas! have been sscri leg ions ly riQed by viai 
of souvenirs; oceasiooAlty having a little 
wall, near a coffia-stielf cov«re<l by glass, pointed out 
the casket that contains the blood of a saint, caiia;ht froi 
his wounds while dying, and preserved through the 
ries, and while you search for the vital fluiil and discover 
only a smear like a soiled finger-mark upon the glass, your 
canonical guide tells you the rest has evaporated, and then 
vanishes around a corner, some comer, tliere are so many 
comers you are umlecided which one to turn. To follow 
the wrong pnth will be death; to hesitate will be death. 
In another moment onr holy friend, curtailed of his fair 
proportions, will have swept another curve, and then the 
wan glimmer is lost forever. We follow in a state of un- 
pleasant and eager expectancy, and heave a sob of ri'lief 
when we see the ghastly flame and grim visage. All this 
and more is not the most delectable entertainraeut, and yet 
this "is seeing the Catacombs." We tell our anointed 
brethren we have had sufficient of the repulsive repast, and 
beg to be excused from tasting it further. But we are in- 
formed there can be no retrnclion; hungry oi' satiated the 
spectral banquet-hall has been entered; to stop at the 
enlreeg is not permissible; we must agonize throiigli the 
succeeding courses of blood and hones, dust and darkness 
and clay, to tlie tail-end uf the menu. With these unpleasant 
reflections we are asked to pay for the murderons and cankf 
erous meal, which we do unresistingly, glad to escape the 
furtlicr hospitalities of the grim host. He is obsequious 
upon rolling our silver in bis grimy palm, and importunes 
us to gaze upon a splinter from the Holy Cross and one of 
the Crown of Tliorns as a eurt of receipt for our pains! 

1 have touched the stone that contains the sacred foot- 
prints of Ciirist when he met St. Peter on the Appian 
Way, but I had to pay for it; and to see the original nnil 
that pierced one of his hands at the crucifixion al: 
quires some liran; these things are not pi-eserved for tliB' 
annctilication of souls, but as so much stock in trade. 

Far out along this ancient bridle path are lini 
mouldering tombs — these and the broken aqueducts tbo 
only features of the barren, desolate Campagna. Tomba 
of heroes and royal familiea, where the humanity interred 
has long since faded into air, but the sculptured figures 
and stone foundations remain to proclaim the immortality 
of art. 

All along the road the workmen of King Humbert wei 
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hiiildiiig new ramparts, and I asked wliy tlie youtlifnl 
monarub was taking this preoautian. If Italy be eailiiii- 
gered, I saw no siga of it. I preeume it is the jiaiial 
power he fears, that everflowing font of omnipotence anil 
bigotry. The wliole ao<;iety here savors of the Catliolic 
Church. The maasea proper »re adherents of the Yatiuan. 
Cntliolicism is so mtich capital, and tlie resiiit is, even 
other religious partake of th« odor of tlie Holy Mother. 
Protestantism is a very feeble iilTair, and as the Roman 
nobility and cardinals hold the keys of the social Sesame, 
it only opeus to oliedient worshippers, or generous givers. 

The laborers had ceased vs'ork to take their noonday 
meal, as we turned toward a dilapidated farm inn, to take 
a piece of blatk bread and a fingon of sour wine, nnder the 
aliadow of great tiees and upon the greensward, wliere 
dogs and babies lay sleeping in each otiier's embrace, and 
Roman women were picking and making their dinner fioni 
raw peas. The proletaiios ont upon the road were feasting 
upon their "hard tack" and raw onions, that cast their 
aroma — stronger, though not so sweet as new-mown hay, 
orange blossoms, or tangerines — upon the atmosphere for 
miles. This cepivoi'ous race, patrician and plelieiaii, feed 
upon the bnib pungent, and subject it to all the intricacies 
of their culinary art. 

An attempt to epitomize the churches of Rome, with 
their thrilling pictures and appending stories, would be a 
wild enterprise. Long I atndied the beautiful fresh adorn- 
ments of St. Paul beyond the gates, and St. John, wlaere 
crawl repentant sinners over the Soala Santa, said to have 
been tlie steps of Pilate's house, over which the suffering 
Saviour descended after judgment. Here the contrite pil- 
grims cringe and creep and go througli their genuflexions 
upon each of tlie twenty-eight steps, and every step grants 
eight hundred years' indulgence — so I was told. Ohl what 
a convenient and elastic creed t 

And St. Paul's, apart from llie tomb of the body of St. 
Paul, — his head lies side by side with his brother evangelist, 
Peter, in the Lateran, — is of singular beauty, with an unu- 
sual abundance of precions decoration, j-et fresh and untar- 
nished from the hand of tlie artisans, the basilica having 
been reduced to ruins by lire in the summer of 1823. If 
not so vast, it is certainly mcjre compact than St. Peter's, 
and by most travellers considered the gem of Koman 
churches. 
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LETTER LIT. 

"There U anew Rome upon the rnlued etbs, 
A briglit and modern metrepole, 
Where telegraphs and nil their kindred light 
Assert the presence of the monnpole. 
Low down tlie (Jorao will the liorae car Rj, 
Already newahoya fill the ambient air 
With tlie wild clamor of llieir hourly cry, 
And now the bycicle awabes the dusky fair. 
Imperlnl Rome is raaliing U> ila doom. 
Tlio democratic a;^ Is liammerirtg at the door. 
C'rcear and Rienzi are in doaerted gloom, 
Beatrice Cenci is an uestaay no more." 

ANONTMOTja. 

Rome, June, 1879. 

Was it not Cicero who said, every fragment of stone 
iipim a Roman roftfUidu hat:! its history? and tliis was two 
thousand j-ears ago, before tixe Pagan ravagea and tbe 
Christian innovations. 

To ride along the Appisin Way now is like a journey 
throiigli the reniembereil or written ages. That still splen- 
did avcDtiQ is eloqaent of the long-gonu past, and the Pagan 
and Christian lime marks may be easily defined. Alas! if 
the icoDoclasts had been one-tentb luss busy in desti'oyiiig 
Hie vestiges of the dead than the moderns have been in 
restoring them, the Appian Waj' would now be full of the 
marble effigies of the vanished generationa. For what is 
left, let us thank the era of the printing press, telegra|>li, 
and railroad. Till they came to rule the world and arrest 
the ruin, Rome was becoming more and more the ghastly 
graveyaril of the ages. Other capitals have felt the pres- 
ence of the salt thai saves the carrion, and Rome has beeu 
saved to the future by the new-boru energy of the nations. 
With one hand this resistless energy has lifted the sinking 
body of the' Imperial city, and with the otiier imparted new- 
life into the desolation of death. The Roman Government 
is now vital, active, and full of the lire of enfranchisement. 
The press is free, speech is loud, and Italy has found a 
new call to reform. Even tlie Catholic Church has gone a 
little into the fashion, and if Rome pervades all Paris, 
Paris makes the clothes ami modern architecture of Ruinc. 

To be in Rome, where Te Deums and anthems float about 
lis; whei-e the Qreat St. I'eter haliiiws us and ciiniivala 
intoxicate us; whi;rG the story of the Gracchi thr'tlU us 
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and t!ie treachery tliat killeil Rienzi oppresses iis; wh« 
tbe greatest faiitusiea of greatest men are painted on caii- 
vaa and walls and chiselled in marble; where we may in- 
voke the blessing and forgiveaess of the Virgin at eaeh 
corner for our daily sins, and rove conscience free ; where 
the fountains splash and the water-pails clank, and the 
miserable old tinkers mend pots, hats, innbrclJaa, and 
shoes, in their tittle dark holes beaten into the sides of the 
wall ; where the art of Phidias, Raphael, and Oanova joins 
hands with the work of Story, Rogers, and Miss Ilosmer; 
-where we may walk the silent sublimity of the palaces 
where the voices of dead goda speak to us from the clioiee 
legacy they have left — all Ihia is what thousands before ino 
have enjoyed as a sort of matchless ecstasy. But to he in 
Rome as an artist is sometliing more; it is the supreme 
content of double possession and participation. The artist 
has, therefore, more tliau an equal ownership in all these 
marbles and jewels with King Humbert or Pope Leo XIII. 
He does more than either; he contributes of his life to the 
great treasure. 

There are whole streets of art ateliers jjere, snch as are 
to be found nowhere else. Tbe Via Margutta is a model 
beehive, and here their gods and idols are worshipped ijt 
oil, clay, bronze, and marble. There are other headquar- 
ters, such as the passage di Ripetta and the Via Dabuino, 
but the first is the quarter in which the genii cluster. 
Entering it from the Piazza di Spagua, it is known liy the 
efflorescence of its shrubbery; clay powder and marble- 
filings make the poi'tals and leaves as white as. the statues 
they hide. The uumbera of the residences are cnt into the 
gate pillars, and frequently there are four or five of the 
same number in the same street with only the distinguish- 
ing addition of St. 8,, or 7 B., or 6^ or 1 A. 4" P°.; what 
the meaning of this very peculiar mode of designation is, 
except to rob one of his time and amiability, i have not 
discovered. We were in search of Randolph Rogers — did 
you ever hear of an American wlio visited Rome and did 
not call at the studio of our courteous countryman ? After 
much talk and pantomime, and a few French words lo the 
Italian hackman, and many windings, we found Rogers 
amongst his stony offspring. He greeted us in the front 
court, where lllyria's sun burnt the rank grass to its roots 
and the insects droned, and led ns into the cool recesses 
of his celestial arbor. Surely celestial 1 for who were here 
but the pure and the bravu? Nydia, the blind girl of 
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Pompeii, a bust of a. Sew York Iwlle, a bust ( 
little daughter, and tlie Loat Pleiad, are liis proudest 
achievements. The latter is repreaeuted iu her descent 
from the golden throne, after having fallen in love with a 
mortal; lier limbs float upon air as slie turn's to gaze back- 
wai-d and upward upon Lier six sisters in their heavenly 
ziine, while her little hand is raised to shade tier eyes from 
the lustre of their virtuous effulgence. I rhapsodized upon 
the graceful curves, purity of tone, and the ethereal expres- 
sion of her wondrous eyt:s, almost as potent and speaking 
ns mortality. Looking at this fair vision again and again, 
the exquisite |K'rsonalion of an enchanting falile, the master 
smiled at my enthusiasm, and in his own naioe way lie spoke 
of her as "the young lady who lelt her old maid sietura iu 
Elysium to follow her linbby." My dream was dispelled, 
the haze of romance fade<l, and I saw only the satire iu 
marble. Tlins iu life do our sweetest dulusious vanish ; 
onr gods are dashed from their pedestals by the jest of the 
minute, and we find the el»y hollow and filled with vermin. 

1 re|}eat, who wonid not he a sculptor and live in Home, 
and pass his life in one of those eoiil, quiet, shady sanc- 
tums, among his own creations? And though the reward 
lie worldly, have the remuneration of gold, as well as glory. 

But where do the nobility reside? This hus been my 
constant self-interrogatiun. I do not mean the Corsini, 
Doria, Borghese, Barberiui, and other noted palace-owuera ; 
if they have left an opulent posterity, they inhabit a por- 
tion of the old castte, and tnagnanimoiisly open the galleries 
to the public. If their fortunes have deuayud, or the family 
is extinct, the property becomes the home of one of tlie 
foreign ambassadors, or wealthy English or Americans. 
Nor do I refer to the royal resideuces iu the disiricl of 
Trastck'erc, Paleslriua, nor upon the Saliine hills. 1 never 
dreamed that these lofty, spacious structures, with the 
jail-like grated windows, and cow or nnile stables occupy- 
ing the ground floor, were the mansions of Italian nullense. 
Yet so they are. Once having made the discovery I rapidly 
grew familiar with the sigiiL, and learned to look beyond 
the stalls of animals, and heaps of decayed vegetables, into 
tlie cool shade of palace -courts, wliere crystal fountains 
drip, and greensward and gay flowere light the picture; 
while ilex and palms wavu through the atrium, in the per- 
spective. The Romans, while perfectly insensible to nux- 
ioua odors, are keimly alive to aromatic essences; ihey live 
in stench below, and glory in (icrfume above! 
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The M(j!(3 of Aih'ian, lon^ tlie papnl etrouirliold, is nnly 
iiiteresliiig to me ns llie prison oT the yoiitliCiil Gi'atrice 
Ct^iici. Ti is a great circular citadel, entered from llie bridga 
of St. Angelo, guarded by archangels, and has aei'veil as a 
fortreea for St. I'eltir's, n tomb for ancient emperors, a 
Beolusion for ecclesiastical insurgents, an Rpjiendago of 
royalty, a retreat for the popes, the SL-ene of many a satur- 
nalia in the tenth century, and, in fact, an epitome of 
Roman hictory from the second Christian i)eriod to the 
present. To visii such a tower teaches us that the title of 
ruler in the ancient monaithies was often a brevet. These 
Italian dukes were many of them, tyrants fearfid of their 
siihjects. The walls of 'this fort are forty-five feet thick, 
while hero and there along the stairway narrow windows 
])ierce the depth of stone, through which the light strug- 
gles. And this precaution the Emperor Adrian took to 
protect his body, living or dead, from his foes. But the 
romantic and hallowing influence is that of Beatrice 
Cenci, who languished in one of these cells. We yield our 
sympathy t'l the murderess, not the murdered. Who, with 
those haunting eyes upon them, and the fresh memciry of 
her sweet girl's strength and wrongs, coidd class her as a 
parricide 7 There are some tragedies belter than some 
texts; some sins cancelled by a holy logic, and hers was 
of them. The sluggish stream that washes the base of the 
Mole is the same that our school books describe as the 
turbulent Tiber. The river is a corresponding link in the 
chain of ancient Roman reminiscences. Like the comtnu- 
nily of the Palatine and Capitoline it crawls in its putres- 
cent bed foul as the rotten shambles on its slant shores. 
Commerce repudiates it, infection rises from it, and doga 
make it their grave. Oh 1 spirit of the great Galileo, inspire 
these instructors of the youthful mind in our academics, 
and let the truth be told of these Roman ruins I And this 
is the fierce rolling Tiherl 

Near to the Castle St. Angelo is the house whei'e Raphael's 
presence still hangs a sanctifying influence ; not the grander 
residence wliere he died, nor tlie walls that tell the story 
of his love-life in the suburbs, but the casket with which 
lie invested the chapel of his sarcophagus in the Pantheon 1 
At whose tomb I bartered for spioy pinks with a dusky 
Roman boy, and then looked upon the altar where rests 
thfl late soldier monarch, Victor Emanuel. The marvel- 
1 canopy of the Pantheon is a sort of one-eyeii giant, 
throUfjIt which ihu dews of licaven fell for centuries iipoa 
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pngan idolaters and Christian worehippera, and the san oT 
Ufxl jieni^lraled aa if to light the <vay fur the fjaviour of 
the world, 

St. Marie Maggiore, ttacred crowo to the Eaqtiillne sum- 
mit, ie tlie most beautiful of all the Virginal dedications of 
Rome. You ascend the height from the street of the Four 
Fountains. If the day be torrid, as it was when I attempt- 
e<t it, stop at an intervening cafi and get some granite 
(Roman ice-cream), then continue your way along the 
dusty eminence. Yon will meet a number of very pretty 
giris, wlio liave been at their oriHons, with excesBively dirty 
men, who exhale a cogent decoction of perspiration and 
garlie. An aged woman, crippled and indigent, debars 
ynur entranee, with a Qaming tongue — not sword — and ex- 
tended arms, nnlil she drops ber knitting and hobbles to 
the portals to hold aside the great swinging curtain of 
Canton matting. If you are not in a remunerative mood 
as you pass in, a shade of disappointment appears in her 
old eyes; that is all. You enter to And a temple of precious 
gums and holy marbles, pontifical tombs, saintly shrines, 
and royal cha|jels, of which the one bearing the Borghese 
arras is the radiant slar, and you gaze at the mosaic pave- 
ment beueath, and the brilliant adornments above, until 
you yield to the holy peace of the hour, and kneel to pray 
with the laborers in their noonday prayers. I am impressed 
by the wealth of the Catholic Church, the sincerity of its 
devotees, and its increasing power. There can be no such 
thing as permanent Protestantism in Italy. But what 
touches me most is the equality of their discipline. The 
countess, in her silks and jeweiit, kneels side by side with 
the dirty latxaroni, and dips her dainty hand into the same 
cbnlice of holy water where he plunges his filthy fingers. 
The ecrub-girl comes in with her bucket and brush to thank 
her Holy Mother for her kilo of black bread, and miladi 
supplicates forgiveness for her petite faute. 

A% you make j'onr exit there stands the female St. Peter, 
gnaixling the holy entrance; she scrambles from her haun- 
C'lies and again makes a plunge for the curtain, which she 
snatches, and throws ohsequions genuflexions around you 
in a eircle ; then, if you be still of an uncompensating turn, 
or if small coin does not full like a shower into her leather 
jiahn. the flaming tongue hurls scathing curses upon i 
oll'ciiding soul, and scorches yonr chanty into a ciiider.4 
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Ill 1VH9 lliy wpililing giirmcnl n 



Rome, June, 187P, 
who have not liveil in Rome know notliing of popery ; 
lihe power, the raagiiificeiice, Uie prouoasiuns, the sodeties, 
Fiond the troops of hiack cloth filling the struets. They nre 
■either medicants or opulent chiii-chmeii, the former ilirtj- ami 
Jonshaven, the others well iJressed and supremely well feil. 
ing amiltj of uourteons familiarity greets me wher- 
rever I meet one; none present an appearanee of severe de- 
privation, unless of soap and water in the case of the first. 
The brown hair-clotli gown and cowl, sandalled feet, nntl 
of the Capneint, the black frocks of other 
[lyer dress of papiil dignitaries, aud the fiin- 
tttstic costume of His Holiness's Swiss Guard, look like a 
^■ene from one of the early passion or mystery plays. The 
l^ntliolic religion in Italy, especially in the capital, is a. 
I trade, a system of profit for the priests, a world-wide 
rams, a direful delusion for the poor. Of the teus of thou- 
iiliidB of ecclesiasta how few do any work beyond what they 
gall worship, and how much they demand of the fold iii 
tatters of faith, chai'ity, and doctrine I Whenever we meet 
e of these he is eternally counting his beads ur murmiii'- 
bg his avea, and though he gracefully salutes his comrades, 
^ ' miles upon the stranger, the sacred hum is uuinter- 
rii|>ted as he seems to have trnnflcendcd the point where 
foreign elements may prove a distraction. All religious 
celtitirations and festas are frolics. Ostentation and fun 
transform saered ovations into saturnalias and jubilees. 
And though tlie kingdom is now divided into two great 
powers, the Pope in the pnlaec of the Vatican, and young 
King Humbert in the palace of the Quiriual, each having 
Ilia own court, still there is a potential an<l pervading in- 
cenae uf the former, and to-day the iutrigiiee of the Chni'cli 
exceed those of the State. 

The city is at present floating in a sea of glory in honor 
of the political triumph of united Italy; but in this cero- 
mony the Pope and the cardinals will take no part. While 
the Castle of St. Angclo will be bathed in a piiosphores- 
ceiice of splendor and victory, the chnrcb dignitaries will 
- 23* 
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hide their tioly heads under tbeir blessed togas for fearo 
being con tarn in a ted by a glimpse of tbe lustre. But tlie 
Pope lias a hnadred jolliScations to every one of the king's, 
thus strengthening himself so much per cent, in the hearts 
of the masses. The community is fond of merry-making, 
and no community so much as the Catholics, Therefore 
he who offers or affords tUem the most amusement is mon- 
ftffh , if not nominally, in reality he ia the worahipped god. 

The more 1 linger amongst the papists so much more 
readily do I comprehend their world-wide iiiBuence. Tlieir 
ceremonies are impressive and dramatic, their temples 
soothing, their religions rites venerated more hy spectacle 
than by study, and iLe masses are uuiverHaliy ruled through 
the medium of the senses. 

Certainly the Catholics have many ways of conquering 
converts. They lay all manner of customs under tiibute, 
and they excel in the glory, the gory, and the ghastlj'. 
They ileal in blood and thunder; they flourish in rol>e8 of 
crimson and gold, and literally revel in bones. The boniesU 
repast offered in Home is the Capucini Convent, a collec- 
tion of petrified corpses, and a vast crypl of ceiituried 
dead. Fancy your anuesturs laid out in their cerements on 
the cellar shelves; their bones only remaining, all flesh and 
former resemblance fled, and eaeh man labelled with his 
jiroper name. There are the grim and grinning skeletons 
ticketed and standing in their places just like a chemist's 
bottles or a student's books, and you have only to inquire 
to discover whether the dried anatomy at your aide was a 
Roman rcpuljlican or imperialist; a man of tlie town or of 
the ton ; or at least I so thought till 1 was quietly informed 
that manj- of these bony gentlemen had been cured for 
several hundred years, aud their names had died or dried 
out with tbeir flesh. There is ever something hideous in 
death, and 1 endeavored to be as nonchalant amongst these 
well-ordered and silent vertebrie as the priest beside me, 
but 1 cont'esB 1 had just a scintilla of poor Juliet's emotion 
wlien she conjures up the ghosts of her forefathers in their 
festering shrouds all about her in the tombof the Capulets. 

Several attempts were made before gaining admission tp 
the Capucini Convent, cresting the undulated mouud of 
the Piazza Barberini. We had beeu advised never to leave 
Rome until we had walked the Bone Onllery. The Dame 
inspired horror, and though 1 had passed the ordeal of the 
Catacombs with considerable trepidation, I went undaunted 
up to "old rawhead aud bloody bones." 1 hesitated at 
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wliiol) door I Bhoiild knock, aa they nil seemed to be barred 
ill a bermetii^ally mgiiitiuiiiL maiiiicr. 1 mounted the main 
fli^lit ofstepa ascending IVom tlie piazza; afler a prolonged 
and ai'duoiis encounter witli tlie bell-bandle and brasa rapper 
-wtiich I attacked alternately, one of the friars made Ids 
appearance behind the great door and uommunicated with 
118 tbruugli tbe shifting panel. I demanded entrance in 
French, and he answering in Italian, consternation ensned; 
from nbat words I imagined I underatiioi), and Ids expres- 
sive gestures, I felt aesnret) he was endeavoring to convey 
tbat one of the rules in tlieir code was to admit males only. 
-And BO we parte*!, he seeming relieved by my taking my 
shadow from off his door, and I indignantly murmuring 
vontraeled misogynist, aa 1 walked over the broad square 
«nd stopped to chat with one of tbe vegetable huckters who 
]md ber sparse store spread upon tbe arid, dusty ground ot 
X\ie piazza, where market was being held; and what a mar- 
lielt No stalls, no counters, no covering; the sun pouring 
sll the flood of bis Ore down upon stock and traders; with- 
ering the vegetables, melting the fisb, wearying buyers and 
eellers, and stupefying tlie poor old mules that were hitciied 
■to the garden wall of tiarbei'ioi Palace. My dusky commu- 
nicant of doubtful erudition, told me ladies were admitted; 
however, my patience exhacisled and temper ruffled, I suii. 
plicated no further that day. 

Next morning 1 consulted the clerk at the hotel, and re- 
lying upon his iuformatiou, started upon the visitation of 
skulls and skeletons again. I went to tbe same gr^at door 
at which I had played one of the characters in the panto- 
mime before. I was now greeted bj' a younger, more ac- 
complished, and placable brother, wbo directed me in the 
Gallic vernacular to apply at a side door, where 1 was re- 
ceived by one of tbe holy order, who addressed me in sur- 
prisingly clever English, but was a walking personation of 
uncleanliness. This confederacy is regardless of the old 
aphorism, "cleanliness is nest to godliness." They have 
acquired tbe ubiefest virtue and pay no heed to subordi- 
nate ones- 
It was a wonderful and gbastly spectacle, this gallery of 
bones, where over six thousand skeletons of the monks of 
the fraternity are arranged in c'urious devices and emltlema 
to ornament Qoor, ceiling, and side walls. Mantel-shelvea 
of bones sustain crosses and other sacred designs made 
from the smaller parts of the human anatomy. Uanging- 
baskets and swinging-lamps in every variety of fantastic 
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eliai>c are siispemled Trom tlie ceiling, whii-li is frescoed andl 
Bliiccoe'l ill llie most ingenious patterns with the boiiea 
this Bickeiiing eejiulclire. Muny of tlie dead were laitti 
ii|jon elielves in their gr!ive-c:lutlieB, the shnvelled skin 
their bony hands, and the l)eard atill cliugiiig to their 
fleshlcsa cbina, wliile othei-a peered at me from the corners, 
where they Bt<iod stnrk ujiright; some poaett against col- 
uinijs or brackets, an<l eonie nerc still in their narrow beds 
of clay. Tlie last of these strange interments has taken 
place for the last time. Nn more will a Capnchin trans- 
form his unofTundiiig brotlier into a lamp, janiinier, shield, 
anchor, or star. No more will one poor old friar be ex- 
hnmed from his cold bed of earth for a brother nsurper to 
rest in his conch, while the former nndergoes the embalm- 
ing process, only to appear nfter a time in some grotesque 
shape. By a wise decree of Victor Emanuel the horriltle 
and inhnman practice was forever prohibited in 1870. 
This eharuel-honse was as clean and sweet as a lady's 
boudoir, and 1 inqnired what deodorizer or auid they made 
I13C of, and marvelled at the answer, " none." I discovered 
ray condemnnLion of these good men as misogynists was 
nnjnst, as onr courteous gni<le told us tiiey had entertainetl 
a few months previous several nuns from America, wliu 
were visiting Europe. This led to a pleasant little confab 
of my exjierience with the re.lige.unf,K of my echooldaySt. 
and when 1 left the taliernacle of death I felt nearer to th» 
(liity cloisterer, who lookeil as if the use of water baft 
bei'U tabooed in the monastery. jVs we were about to 
mtike our adieu the monk qnietly repeated, tliey were allso- 
Intc mendicants, and lived only by the charity of visitors 
and alms begged on the streets of the Imperial City. Tins 
language needed no interpretation, so we filled his pulm 
with pennies. 

A Kwi generis pageant certainly, and one lo be remenw 
bered long after the moie roninn tie have faded into oblivion. 
1 lingered here, arrested as it were, by a fascinating awe, 
not with the ecstasy I had dwelt upon the graceful ahapes 
of the marble galb'ries, the very immes of whoso aiitliors 
have been obliterated from the memory of man, and into 
whose dreamy eyes I have gtized until 1 wished their stony 
lips would open and reveal the l'>st story of their ongin. 

But the streets of Home I Here indeed are food ami 
refreshment for the student. I ha<l thought the libidinous 
customs of these people, so uiiequivoeally laid down in 
Lbe pugau classics, a fabie, or, if not, so ambiguous tkat at 
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least the degradation liart evaporated with iiinlalry. Not 
80. The manners of the mftases to-day on the public high- 
ways are little better than tbe narrntive of Petrouins in 
the Satyricoi}, whose lincB lose all tbe rascination of equivo- 
que in their disgusting dutaila. 
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" In the fair land o'prwatched by Ischia'a 
Across llie cliarmed bay, 
JVhoSfl blue waves keep witb Capri's silver founlains 
Perpelualholidny." 

JOHB QUBENLBAI' WuiTTlBn. 

Napi^b, June, 1879. 

IRBESI8TIBT.E aa the impulse may he for an enthusiast to 
repeat the melodioua lay of our sweetest singer, the la- 
mented Buchanan Read, when looking upon Vesuvius, 
Naples, its azure hhy, and still more mystic islands, I am 
quite determined not to impose the harmnnious menaure 
and topograpliical exactness of these musical lines upon 
my unoffending friends, though it is the song of ray heart. 
Not alone do 1 refrain from publio declamation because tlie 
theme is hackneyed, hut to uie a more humiliating reason: 
with all the assumption of ignorance 1 read the esquisite 
verses of "Drifting" once to a maestro of Englisli, and so 
bitterly did he eiitieise my elocution that I made a grave 
for my favorite deep iu my heart, where it still remains. 

Who would not feel sad at leaving Rome; and who would 
not thrill Willi pleasure at beholding Naples? The crum- 
hling disjointed arches of the aqueducts, straddling over 
the Pontine Marshes, and the white cattie knee-deep in the 
rank herbage upon these death-breathing swamps, is a pic- 
ture nowhere else to he found ; and while we linger upon 
the archaic and Oriental scene we mourn over the decay and 
desolation of tliis wide waste of uninhnbitahle country. 
Tast stretches of pestilentiul soil, where not a human 
abode is seen nor a mortal voice is heard, are the ghastly 
features of the landscape for many miles after quitting the 
Holy See. To the left llie peaks of the Volcian range are 
often crested by convent turrets, while at the base sweet 



I 



2(4 



PICTURES AND PORTRAITS 



v.iies nini Iiismiant vine3 anla blossom ; far away to tiM 
right tlie infectiouH moora extend to the sea, within whuse 
islamla we flnil all the romance of history and mytlioUigy. 
The approach to Naples is indicuted by the groves of fiery 
pomegraoatea, contrastiDg with the lighter and darttur 
aureate tones of the orauge and lemon; and the opulent 
planlntiona where the dusty olive trees are garlanded by 
the coits and wreaths of the purple grape. When the day 
ia fine the waving plume of Vesuvius may be seen long be- 
fore the train traversea the fertile district of Capua. Wliat 
you at firat mistake for a cloud gradually reveals itself as 
the graceful feather upon tlie mountain brow; couched as 
it is upon the dome of heaven, you can barely decide 
whether it is a visitor of the upper or lower realms. Out 
in tlie Mediterranean are the haunts of banditti and the 
legendary rendezvous of the nymphs. The elysium to 
wliich Circe allured her victims is not the only weird in- 
fluence of the shores of southern Italy. Thei'e are the 
caves where the sirens sang; the strongholds where con- 
victs are prisoned to-day ; and the isolated isles where out- 
raged fatliers and husbands banished their wives and 
daughters, some to seek repentalice, others to find repent- 
ant deaths; the (ilalns over wliicii Fra Diavolo roamed, 
and, indeed, there seems to be little either authentic or 
Icjtendary in the story of lllyria but what adds new beau- 
lies to the garland that hangs over tliis maze of islands. 
We seem to have transcended the limits of earth and live 
nniidst fabulous charms, with the memoirs of deities float- 
ing about us io a sea of song, and a glory of blue waves 
and crystal grottos, over wliich white-winged skiffs drilt 
and dip; where the golden glow of siinligiit ptaj's upon 
high roL'ks and finds its image in the almighty mirror be- 
low; where a riotous magni licence of color blends iu a 
marvellous mist of incense from shore to shore; where the 
wild heights of Ischia, the rocky coasts and watciiDres 
of Capri, and the chimes of Ave Maria are heard through 
the rocked-ribbed galleries of Amalfi, who would not yield 
to the dolce far niente of the place and time? The nest- 
ling isles, rocked in the carestin 
the filmy coronal of haughty Yes 
empire nor omnipotent church, m 
even the classic art of early times, to gild their natural 
splendor. Here in the rags of lazzaroni and the wild 
lislier's odorous skirts, the rot of ages and the darkness of 
poverty and ignorance, the Immortal Architect has paintoU 
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and illuminated the great piuture wilU lua on-n eternal 
pigments. 

Naples is a genuine seaport. Every description of man 
throngs the deput; the Turk irith his long tinselled tnga 
and crimson cnp is there, so tlint not only a cosmopolitnii 
bnt mi Oriental odor pervades the town. As I rode lo the 
hotel great loads of wilting vegetables were heajied upon 
the quay, where vessels were deposiLiug their varied stores ; 
bordering the parapets of the Cbiaja are parterres of gfty 
flowers of rnddy southern cultivation; hnlf-iiude men and 
boys lonnge indolently in the jmblic roads, over wliieh tli« 
heights of quaiut honaes throw their shadows, — houses 
UiHt seem jammed up, one against the other, and one on 
top of the other, without any regard lo comfort or appear- 
ance, with great curtains of gaudily painted matting float- 
ing from the windows, from which are stretched clothes- 
lines, adorned with the motley apparel of the family. So 
tattered were these habiliments that it was an impossiliility 
to distinguish the original«Bhape or sex of tbe garments. 
I marvelled how they stood the abluting process, and how 
they were to be worn, and who wore them ? The foreigners 
are the only well-dressed people I see, excejiting the cab- 
men and priests ; the nobility t do not see at all ; and the 
masses upon the streets seem lo have donned a costume 
many years ago, bow long I could not say, as the greasy, 
clinging fragments seem never to have quitted tlie body 
tbat claims them since first tlie work of decline hagan ; the 
dress has grown old and soiled with the individual ; they 
'are part of one another, and once isolated, like parted 
Jovers, never again could enjoy graceful and melting ad- 
herence. Tbe poor little donkeys are as shaggy as their 
masters; and so with the overwrought beasts and slothful 
attendants, there is an air of sadness and laziness all 
round. 

The Neapolitans all ride. Perhaps oarriage-bire is 
slightly lower in Rome, but in Naples it is a confession of 
shameful penury not to patronize the haekmen, and a very 
frequent sight is the little one-borse public calash laden 
with young women and men, bonnetless and batless, on a 
holiday frolic. The country people possess a weird little 
donkey to carry their produce to market, and often har- 
ness an ox and a horse with Uieir surefooted quadruped, 
or debasingly yoke the mother of the family with the beast 
of burden, while a great, torpid, lazy husband stretches his 
larded length upon the wagon. I noticed female car-con- 
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doctora were nniTersal, and Imdies pronjenade the £ 
cfi Koina (the Ne«politau Chestnut Street) withont hatd- 
corering, ibeir bosoms qoit« bare, and Kbile tbis is the 
liretailing mode it has a etartlin^ appearance to tbe eir* 
camspect Amerioan, who never crosses ber threshold nn- 
Icaa tier charms be hidden almost as seiloloasly as tbe 
Tarki»)i darae. 

The greatest expense and most nefarious extortions in 
Italy arise from tbe transfeT of baggage. All mast be paid 
extra for, as no nppnrten.inces are convej'ed with the pas- 
senger or included in his fare of trans|>ortaUon. Every 
package ts weighed at the statioo and a heavy duty levieil. 
UiH>n no consideration whatever allow your baggage to be 
exiiressc) in advance, n'hen we tried this plan from Xioe 
fi Rome we were sadly swindled. After having stop'i>ed 
at several In termed i ate cities we arrived in Borne, found itu 
trunk, and after telegraphing for three days, living in 
aiisicty, going through an endless red-tape process, and 
pnying Jifleen dollar*, we obtained our one trunk. The 
qui'stiou in my mind was, bad it not been mure comfortalilu 
und economical to buy a new equipment 7 

Our hotel ou tlie Strada Chiatamune is one of those new 
paltitial structures that looks as if it had been placed by 
some enterprising Yankee to teach old Italy a lesson of 
ck-anliness. Exquisite reception-rooms, garnished in blue 
aii<I gold frescoes and furniture, with just a dash of Poin- 
pcian drawing to glorify them. A dining-room that seems 
to have had the plasters and pigments of the buried city 
trans))Orted toto cato. An ap.irlment that might have 
proudly dined Agamemnon, had it not l)een debnsed by the 
discordant voiies of travelling magpies, at (o6/e (Tkale. 
Those who have never suffered the plague can neither 
sympnthize with nor conceive Ihe affliction of those mor- 
tals who have waded tliiougli the trying and seemingly 
endless slough of lahle d'hotf. I am not going to assuil 
my own countrywomen in this paragraph for their shrill 
loiiiiBcity, the usual wail of such a chapter. While 1 often 
shrink from the wordy aud empty babble in which they in- 
dulge, seemingly more for the parrotlike pleasure of bear- 
ing tlieir own chatter nnd regaling others by a display of 
their ignorance than because they have something in their 
hearts clnmoriug fur utterance, yet, let it \x said, the most 
indecent manners at table 1 have noticed have been those 
of I'ureigners. 1 think some of the Ilalinn and Geriuaii 
IJcbi'cws arc the Hor:.t. If an American girl laughs too 
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often, or lias not toned lier voice to the low sweet contralto, 
tliese at the worst are slight imperfections; but wonieu 
who extend their bodies half over the board in pursuit, of 
food, or who ask you to pass tbem the ice you have ordered 
(ice is a luxury Jiere) and do not return it, or who freeze 
yonr marrow iu your bones by using a toolhquill at table, 
such people deserve expulsion from delicate society. The 
levity of the Yankee maybe condoned; gross indecency 
neverl But tliis table d'hote, with tlie higb-soumling name 
and bombastic bill-of-fare, is a horrible delusion, a bitter 
snare. A glimpse at the hall previously, assures you that 
the tables arc laid in their candelabras and crystals, flowers 
and fine linen for a baniguet ; the head waiter, who does 
nothing but superintend llie layiug, is importunate to know 
if you will dine table d'hote ; he exhibits the menu, and you 
at once yield to the ostentatious showing. The dinner 
generally lasts an hour and a half; it is served in courses, 
each course being separated into limited portions, so that 
the sparse snpply meets the end of the circle; no individual 
is permitted a second instalraeut of the food he prefers, 
but must continue in theroutineof the programme, whether 
the succeeding dish be paltktable or not. This then is the 
first direful disappointment, — the meagre supply and va- 
riety of dishes, — but not the worst for me as I enjoy a 
diversity and am content on little, but the gross hnmauity 
around me gives no Apician flavor to the feast. There are 

■ occasions when delightful little symposite may be enjoyed 
in this manner, but such cases Are the exception. 
Night approaches, and I sit upon the piazza projecting 
from my window, where the placid Vesuvian bay expands 
far away to meet the horizon ; pale Cynthia sheds her silver 
rays in a band of jewelled splendor to my right, where 
dance the little cutters and brigs upon the star-lit phos- 
phoric ripples. The lights are coming out one by one in 
the Tvhite fishing cottages on tlie delta of Posilipo, jutting 
far out into the bay. The equiyages of tiie Italian nobility 
drawn by high-stepping mountain-trained eheslnnts are re- 

I turning from their evening jaimt to the Villa Nazlonalle 
along theChiaja, while the shadows deepen and the column 
of white smoke on the volcano fades into night. Under 
my window the natives lounge, some threadbare, more 
nigged, and many stript of clothing, such a scene as I 
never beheld in any other city; yet no note is made of 
these vulgar customs, Tlie boys play marbles and spin 
their tops, as ours do at home, clothed iu only Nature's 
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apparel; t!ie men — Hirtj-, bra wn 3-, disgusting men — pil 
pennies, a sort of mill) gamliUng, npon the wharrea; tlje 
jirieate, in long black i-toahs and sliovel-hats, guarding 
their acolytes, t-rjoy the beautj- of land and climate Touch- 
eafcd to them, heedless of tte despoiling morals of the 
inhabitants; then comes a mendicant Capucini over the 
scene as the last light of day fades and the white feather 
or the fiery monster is now a lurid flame. Our ardent 
iHfnd on the opposite curve of the horseshoe mnnifesta 
feigns of uncontrollable irritation; whether he Is preparing 
to belch forth new worlds and destroy old ones, or whether 
this deep growl Is only oiie of his playful antics, I am all 
anxiety to learn. The natives expect an exhibition of dan- 
gerous temper from the fervent symptoms of their good 
friend, and 1 hear the liquid Italian tongue weaving a 
prayerful solicitation lor the happy event into the evening 
Jive. Happy, indeed, to this penurious, speculating com- 
munity, as such a grand denouement would attract myriuds 
ofslrBiigerstotheir city, and thus offer a fresh and extende<L 
field for plunder, from wliiuh the professional beggars and 
sharpers always garner rii.'h harvests. 

A crimsou uoUiron of flame is issuing from the crater, 
accompanied by bursts of stone in intermittent jieriods, 
when the whole mountain assumes a turbulent, angry 
aspect, while the glare blazons upon the purple ))eaks of 
rock far out in the bay. Vesuvius is not so large, neither 
in height nor eiicumference, as I expected, yet it standi^ a 
conspicuous and distinct feature against the clear sky. I 
deem it indeed a special dispensation of nature that this 
supreme incendiary should fSte me while in Naples with 
one of his magnificent pyrotechnical solerauities. I may 
visit and revisit the spot, but will I ever see this peti-oleuse 
disgorging fire and auhes and lava as I have seen it spit 
forth to-night? so vivid is it all 1 fancy 1 hear the retch of 
ejection as the flaming food is vomited from the tempestu- 
ous stouincb. 

As dawn spreads her rosy wings over earth the agonies 
of the burning mountain subside; the meteoric ravings 
have died with tbe parting night, and the white feather 
waves in the gentle breeze of the new-born day. Tiie celes- 
tial ourtain is gradually furling behind tlie crater, where 
tho background is a scarf of delicate variegated hues as 
son ns silk and as fleecy tks Indian tissues, with here and 
tlipi'e the sparkle of a tiusel thread; such a mnnl.le as 
Cupid folds ni.oiit his vielims while leailini< tliem in eeata^ 
ou to the eiigulliuy sireuiu of lire luni IVfiizy. 
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LETTER LVII. 

I. "Wilh Pompeii ilselfst the distunce of a fpw miles- the sea that 

"Sen bore lier eommerce. nod received her fuj^iiives at liia fi?«t— and 

fi fntnl mountain of Vesuviua, Blill brealliiiig tbrlli smoke and Are, 

aatantly before hia eyes 1" BuLWBit. 

Naples, June, 1878. 
[The old aphorism riina "See Naples and die." My 
is, hftviug gotten to Naples, do not die until you 
_iee Pom|ieii; that is, if it be p09sil)te to survive a. night in 
the city with tliose pestil'Grous bodfeilowa vulgarly known 
as fleas. They drniiied the venom through my veins, until 
I lielieved the adage was indeed to be vcriflcd. I, ho>vevei', 
sti'ujjgled with my advereariea, and wlion day resuued me 
from their clutclies I stiil lived. I was Ihoroughiy i-esolveil 
not to risk another night amongst them before walking tlie 
city of the dead, and so started on my Porapeian excursion 
at once, 

The entire scene seemed tlie tableaux of a romance. 
Prom the initial, where tlie little dusky Nubian boy, in Ins 
Eastern garb and polyglot tongue, assisted me into tlie 
carriage with its gayly compariaoned horses and little 
tinkling bells, and clapped his slender Ethiopian hands an<l 
gabbled hia jargon aa we dasheil off. to the return in the 
golden twilight over the wliite roads sacred with the fool- 
prints of Saliiist and Olaucus, it was as quaint as a picture 
two thousand years old. 

t^aturday is market-day here in the land of the gods, as 
it is in adolescent America; and tliough I was disposed to 
lielicve that provision for the creature comforts waa an un- 
known vulgarity in a section apotheosized by the splendor 
of clnssioaT deities, I found the georgical supplies in more 
abundant masses than at home. A caravan of donkey-earts 
filled the streets. Poor little beasts, how oppressed tliey 
looked hauling their heavy loads, or burdenetl by two great 
pannier-baskets entirely concealing the animal; all I saw 
was a succession of wailing faces, with great nodding ears, 
and spindle legs trotting, trotting, trotting, over the lava 
paths. Tivo great brass horns project from either side the 
plaintive eyes, from which are suspended on a yoke three 
bells — tella that re-echo each ofciier's melody. Owing to 
the salubrity of the Neapolitan climate every variety of 
trade is curried on in the o^ien air. The cobbler and car- 



J 



2H0 PICTIIIIE8 A.tV PORTBAITe^ 

pctitcr, linkor and tailor, liatter and hosier, wi^rk .it tfi! 
street caiULTs, tlieir alock spread about tlicm oh tlic pare- 
roent; here tliey sen and saw, sweat and solder, paint and 
poIiftb,ai)iI bawl for i.-entiKimi whun iLey spy a stranger. 
lAit tbeae are not tlie professional mumpers, whose stock 
in trade is in advertising nameless deformities and novel 
malnilies, illsljapen inonsters, Calibans, each a Lazarus of 
the lazzaroni. 

The street merchants only try their luck as momentary 
mcndicanis, Irot the official beggars are an organiz<.il 
national miisanee, the reutnante of an ancient syelem born 
in ihesc districts, when the wealth of centuries was con- 
trolled by such houses as the Medici and Borgia. 7'hoiigh 
linnditti are erroneously supposed to be different from the 
old evilB,tbepreseuteleemos3'nary classes look like brigands 
— reckless and wicked, daring and repulsive. These beg- 
gars seem to move in battalions, that spring out from the 
walls in certain neighborhoods where they are indigenous, 
and these localities multiply as Pompeii is approached, till 
the numbers increase into a small army. 

All along the route were the macaroni and Italian paste 
manufactories. The unclothed men and boys were at 
work in the dough, while others were spreading the wheaten 
blankets ujwn the pavement, over racks, and upon roofs to 
dry; dark and dingy establishments, that not even the 
amplitude of floiir-dust lias power to chasten. K very couple 
of steps were vendors of earthen jugs of the early Roman 
form — large round bodies, long narrow necks, a handle on 
either shle. Travellers purchase them to take home as 
relics; the natives still use them as household utensils. 
The road was dusty as it Is ever in the dry season, and the 
inhabitants seemed crumbling into earth. Here paupers 
and princes cluster together. The filthiest people live and 
curry on their trade in tlie first stones of the palaces, 
while above them and behind them are ineffable extrava- 
gance and beauty. The high-road is the empire of tlie 
unwashed, uncombed, and unkempt classes, a very sink of 
corruption, wliile through iron-barred courts I caught ex- 
quisite views of the magnificence beyond, where the palace 
lawns slope down to the margin of the blue bay and the 
honry pallor of the marbles casts the vivid Italian hues of 
nalure into a richer color. Here the old apothegm is trans- 
posed, foul without and fair within. 

As we rode on, the eternal crater, — doud by day and 
fire at uight,— kept us company. Sometimes wo seemed 
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to lie Bcnliny Lis very base, at another lio waa receding, 
fiiirt again lie was upright by our aide. Great bnwiilers of 
Uva tiestrcwed the way, and served as eupports to the 
wretched shanties; and here they were, just as the molten 
fire rolled down the iDOuntain-eide, and accnninlate<1, and 
grew solid, eighteen hundred years ago. Wliat with the 
Bcorching sun and the pumice-stone powder from the high- 
way, the plants were as arid and wliite as tlie wall by 
which they drooped. It waa a warm disagreeable ride of 
two and a half hotira, with no I'rush patches of glowing 
scenery to relieve the squalor of the road; all was as dole- 
fill and dirty as if Sorrento's orange-grovos, Capri's aap- 
phire caves, and Ischia's purple rocky heights were not 
glistening off in the bay like "jewels in tlie Ethiop's ear." 
The snnshine was there, but thure was no green nature to 
temper its rays; it fell Berce and blinding npou all around. 
I was glad when we came to our journey's end, curious as 
all of it was to my stranger gaze. 

The Diomed Inn, a dirty miaerable hostelry at tlie grates of 
Pompeii, is the reat for tourists while waiting for the guide 
of the nneartlied oily: and here we tarried long before n 
oicerone appeared ; they were either dining or engaged with 
earlier patrons, and while 1 lingered I noted tlie inoongrui- 
liea of the place. In a bat-k cliamlier of the shanty immor- 
talized by the tille of the opulent Pompeian merchant, waa 
a Singer sewing machine, o])eraled by a randern Julia, per- 
haps more beautiful though nut so rich nor so jietted as 
her ccnluried -buried progenitor, aa her robe was plain and 
at her side a )>aby pawed. In the atrium a troubiidour in 
Spanish costume, thumbing a guitar suspended over his 
shoulder by a crimson riband, begged coin for the music. He 
had a vile look, the olive skin and black beard, and bad 
habits of his class, wlio would aing or stab as opportunity 
served. The Ireggara and cri]»ples are annoying; the min- 
strels dangerous. The house of the wealthy trader was not 
famed for its modern larder, despite the tradition of his 
luxurious feasts in the long ago ; the tastes of this portion 
of the family must have degenerated with their fortunes. 
A good bottle of red wine you are ever certain of in Italy 
— a wine that refi-eahes and strengthens without intoxica- 
ting ; but I fear as there waa no Fren<;b cAe/in the house- 
hold economy, the culinary department fell below par. 
Still as I gazed upon the surruunding district from the 
second story of the inn, the vicinage waa lovely ; it was a 
study for poet and artist. The luxuriant still-life in sight 
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of the frowning volcnno was almost stnrlling;. The 
hrilliiiticy of tlie vegelation grew to the very crowu of th 
eroter iu the softest and moat Oozzling gtirmcuts. 
the iiitcrnnl and all-eoiiKiimiug Are in the womb of tl 
mother, that gives the hectic flush lo the face, and the 
feverish delirium to the lilood of her prolific oS^pring. 
And this is the entranee to Euthanasia ! This the Stygian 
shore flowering in the lusty beanly of tlie fabled gods. Ve- 
enviiiB is death robed in Ihe gaudy raiment of a gala-day ; 
jocund Jove throws his shining mantle o.'er the hills aliove 
the tomb of centuries 1 The jaws of death are fringed by 
the lotus flowers; the strains of the chatil du sygne are 
smothered by the note oftiie lark; the woful death-rattle ia 
drowned by the playfnl dasliing of Ilie wanton sea, the last 
gasp ia stiflt'd by the trail and tangle of vines, and the hnm 
of myriad insect creation ; a braoura of life at the throat of 
the fiery se|)nlchre. 

Need I mar the harmonious chant of Pliny, Bnlwer, Dn- 
maa, or Nicolini l)y a discordant repetition ? They have 
bequeathed to the world the religion, the sports, and the 
romance of this early Iloman Newport. They have added 
an account of the morel diseases, gnantug like canker- 
worms at Ihe heart of society, when poor Pompeii was over- 
taken by the triple storm of flre, ashes, and lava, on that 
dark and dreadful August day of 79 A.D., when wives 
sought husliands, mothers llieir children, and lovers cried 
aloud in vain for eac-h other, finding peace only in eter- 
nity. I hail read the stories of that eventful day, with the 
same wonder and awe as I bad read of the Creation, the 
Flood, the Cruciflsion ; perhaps with some of the vague 
bewilderment with which 1 i-eail Revelations, and a season- 
ing of the romantic skepticism with which I read tlie Ara- 
bian Nightu, Robinson Crunot!, or OulUver's Travels. 
There, in the museum, I sought the exhumed proofs of the 
existence that was choked so long ago as scarcely to have 
a lineal connection with our world. I found eight human 
bodies perfectly petrified in tlieir ashen sheaths; iit th 
read the enconraging lesson that Cicero, Ponipey, or Marcus 
Antoninns, Glaucua or Clodius, were not men of great 
physical stature than our present jKiets, stateamen. and or»J 
tora. The skeleton of a dog, a bird, a hone of roaat-beef, 
loaf of bread, a dish of barley, a napkin (the warp still pre- 
served), bronze-lampa, household lusuries, eariings, brace- 
lets, and necklaces, teach ua that the work of creation, the 
human appetite, the preparation of food, the habits and 
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cvjiviiigs of females for gewgaws, were the sitine in llio 
t'Ui'sic agea na they are to-day . 1 1 is a l:oI<), stern fact that 
the life wc found in the streets of Naples is very much the 
life that was stilled in the struet of Tombs eighteen centu- 
riea ago, where the front and lower story of tlie palaces 
were let to merchants, whiie tlie ledile supped in the atiiiim 
with his lordly guesla, upon lampreys, piMtnoliio, flga, and 
Vesuvio wine. We saw that the baths, tlie thentru, the 
temple, and the forum were the loadstars of men and 
women then as now. Luxuriously as these Sybai'iLes lived 
in tlieir houses, spurkiiiig witli all the glory nf fresco, mosaic 
statuary, rich in their retinues of slaves, lulled by the fall 
of fountains, uharmed by the beauty of Greek female love- 
liness, still the moat opulent homes were comparatively 
small, while vast spaces were devoted to the public build- 
ings, where the populace met to discuss statecraft in tlie 
forum, social scandal at the baths, to worship the false gods, 
and be duped by the cliarlatanry of suuh false priests as 
Arbaces in the temples, and enjoy the bestial sports of the 
amphitheatre. Here the maslerpieees of Greek aiid Roman 
princes of the chisel and the brush were exliibitcd ; here the 
song of the poet and voice of the declaimer rang through 
column and archway, from foundation to capital; here the 
patricians felicitated in a transport of oil and aromatic oint- 
ment [ here the contrite matron and mairl repaired to solicit 
pardon for the old sin, and sign a contract with her ahsolvor 
for a new^ one, 

The streets are narrow, tlie carriage-way scaraely broad 
enough to admit one of our two-wheeleil vehicles of to-diiyj 
sinking more than a foot below the sidewalk, in the centre 
of which are stepi)ing-stones, retaining the print of horses' 
hoofs. The ruts of wheels and the worn and rounded cnrljs 
are evidences of the superannuation of the city before its 
destruction, or, as I have heard it termed, its preservation. 
Would wo have Pompeii in so perfect a state of conserva- 
tion to-day had not the ashes from Yesuvius embalmed it, 
and protected it from the decay and corruption of agesF 
The fonulain-basiuB at the street corners are worn into 
hollows by the piess of weary human hands upon the brim, 
while the water filled the pail, or by lazy indolent hands 
that lolled here while their owners chatted the hours away. 
The stone steps are worn into grooves by the tramp of 
many feet, but the word of welcome, naloe, or caoe caiiem 
(beware of the dog) are still in perfect black and white 
mosaic in the pavements. Shufts are gone, columns broken, 
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mill altiira dcrilvil, Imt tlie colors hiiiI forms of the froi 
01-0 mnrvelloiisly miriiarre<.1. Walking llie alieets we ex- 
ulnimeil aI Hie limited dtmciisioiis o( the town : How much 
sleeps still luiiter yonder liills or i>tim ice-stone? 

Come with me to the house or Diomed. Every one goes 
to the house of Diomedl OT eonrse, is that a just reason 
I shotilil iiegleet Hf It is tilighlly out of town and elevated 
from llio ronil. A fliglit of steps lend to the peristyle, from 
which we entered the hallis, the atrium, ihit eating rooms, 
the gardens, the library ; another flight of steps descend to 
the cellar, to the scullery ^iffices of the house, and where 
tile amphomi of wine were kept; the vault that gave forth 
the dead tliat sought shelter in it with their stores of oil 
and foot!; the subterranean retreat to which the vain Julia 
i:nmo with her jewels and fVail life, eighteen humlred years 
ago, liopiug to foil the insatiate avenger. Here are the 
cimmliers where Julia wriHiod in an agony of envy when 
she heard the fair lone had won the heart of Glaiicus; 
here Ihe linlls where vulvar wealth cnlei'tained and flattered 
genius-, hei-e the libraries of charred and blackened pa|>yri 
Bei-oUs, from which the master assumed to unlbivate a love 
of Ureek literature ; here tbe cabinets of gems, inlaglio ami 
cameo, tliat formed the pride of Ihe rich man's ambition} 
here the spot where the skeleton arm was found bearing 
still upon the wliited bone Ihe golden circlet with the 
name "Julia," a false olmrm that endured how many hun- 
dred years iifler tbe decay of nature's; here the doorposts 
al which Diomed was tran^flxed in a preserve of ashes and 
steam as a sample and a text to posterity, 

Come then to the house nf the tragic poet, sauctilled by 
the pure adoration of the Thessaliaii slave-girl, who loved 
her master for the charms her sightless eyes eoiild not 
behold; ah I I can see her now, sitting in the sbaiiow of 
broken columns, weaving a garland to crown her god, and 
singing away his liours of ennui and her own heart; I 
fancy 1 hear the echo of their mutual prayer to their pagan 
deities for one gleam of light to break through the closed 
winilowaof her soul, — her prayer thiit she might gaxe upon 
the mdianue of her king; his, that she might sec the beauty 
of his lone. OhI what a sntirisC is Love! 

Come to the wine shops, where the counters are groined 
and dented by the arms of loungers, where the grei« casks 
still stand as if the proprietor had Just step[)ed out to dis- 
cuss Ihe new praitorship with a neighbor-politician. Come 
to the shrine of the Cyiirian goddess, where you find curiom 
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<i<lc thai I could (Icciplie 



iiiReri])tiors on tlie wails wlii 

liiir emblems or beacous of Li 

theae people were lewd and tlieir art wanton, remember 

tliey were only in the embryo of uivilization. 

I am not liere to preach a sei'tDon upon their Ih'ea nor to 
moralize upon their vices, only to record what I saw, yet 
oljeuts that are poioted ont a,s those of chiefeat interest I 
dare not expound. Who lias not listened to a moral 
liaranf nc upon this text, tlie point of which was the cor- 
ruption or the populace, and that G)od in bis wratii had 
swept off this community not an hour too soon, as their 
crimes exceeded those of Sodom and Gomorrali? Is this 
doctrine a true one? Have we reformed? I fear not; go 
into any of the great capitals of Europe or America to-day, 
and you will find vice existing in as many forms and colors 
ami of course more frequent in proportion to tlie population, 
as at tlio annihilation of Pompeii. If these gross iniquities 
do not stare us into horror and shame, it is because of the 
prescrilied orbit in which we revolve, or because the record 
of our time has not been written, and not because the base 
infection is not raging and inoculating in our homes and 
highways, like a subtle poison or the Qerce fire of petro- 

After visiting the town theatre, a neat, moderate-sized 
playhouse, where the tragedies of Euripides, Sophocles, 
and jUschylus won the applause of listening crowds, we 
trudged over the dusty country paths, out to the amphi- 
theatre whei-e the gladiatorial sports were enacted, an 
edifice not only for the accommodation of the Pompcian 
commonwealth, hut for such voltiptuariea as should come 
from Naples and the neighboring towns at the time of the 
grand pageants. The noble patrons drove into the theatre 
in their cliariota, and entered their boxes by a concealed 
passage extending around the arena in an irregular circle. 
The interior arrangement is much like the Coliseum at 
Rome, and not nnliko the theatres of our day, tiers of 
stalls and galleries being the chief features. Here, perched 
upon some cruel emperor's box, with the memories of wih! 
beasts tearing, limb from limb, early Christians, and lap- 
ping the human blood from off their nether jaw, while the 
audiences turned their thumbs for death, with Oaatellaraare 
across the hay burning me to blindness witli the sparkle of 
its silver and jewelled heights, I di-ank the flefy blood of 
Vesuvius, — a frauc and a half a bottle, from an adjacent 
vineyard, — dra',k to the pagan deities, that have Icit us 
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siicli a sweet legacy of hallowing sulilimiliea nml lie: 
romaiicea; to the Greek dramatists and sculptors for the 
beneraction of their literature and art, and to the flaming 
scourge waving his graeefiil plume over the complete demo- 
lition of the cily of sin and debauchery. 

The guide was one of those incormptilile officials who 
cannot be feed with two francs, but who does conduct you 
to a photograph shed, where yon are requested to buy 
an album for eight, ten, or twenty francs, which be divides 
with the propiHetor of the atelier. 

Back to Naples through the valley sacred with the thun- 
dering eloquence of Cicero, or the song of Virgil, and the 
praise of Tacitus, or the kisses of Johaunas Seonudas, and 
the panegyricaof Sail ust, where the little asses were return- 
ing from the liiisy city rid of their burden of provisions, 
Init carrying their dreamy masters to their suburban homes, 
where the moat grotesque forms were beaten with l)!ack 
pebbles into white walls, and lamps were lighted to honor 
cnrious dwarfed Virgins, that resembled jointing-dolla of 
the last centnry. 

In the Museum Borbonico a perfect feast of inscriptions, 
whole quarters of walls, with the frescoes preserved, taken 
from the exhumed city, and mosaics, statuary, paintings, 
gems, antiquities, and papyri is spread for the antiquarians. 
Of the ["ompeian frescoes we note strong colors, fine lines, 
and considerable grace of treatment. 

The one valuable test of this wonderful sermon of 
Pompeii is that infidels who doubt the wonders and the 
miracles of the Scriptures^ and othei's who laugh at Robia- 
aim OruKoe and I'ilgriiii's Prngrem^ and Arabian Niqhls, 
will find the romance of reality and the fiction of fact in 
this unearthed cily. 
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LETTER LVril. 

"We g&se and turn away, and know nnl wliore. 
Dazzled aod drunk wllli buauly, till Uio heart 

Reela with Its fulacaa ; llierc— fur eyer there — 
(Jbain'd to the cUurlut or triuinpliHic Art, 

We aland as captives, and would not depait." 



Plokencb, June, 1878, 
At Rome I remainei) ovoi'night en row/e to this lovely 
city where I am now writing. The papal cnpital ia in tor- 
por and its botels are ilismaiiUetl, but it is ever fascinating 
to me. I believe tiie Costaiizi was tbe only startling ex- 
perience of tbat iiiglit in Rome, and tlie staggering blow 
was its hotel bill. Envious friends may say it was a just 
retribution for my choice of sticli oBtcntatlous lodgings. 
It was not pretension that prompted me to the costly 

I albergo wliere American sovereigns dine foreign princes, 
but the rational motive ci( & modest traveller, who fcniid 
the Coslanzi near tlie depot. Possessing a keen appreci- 
ation of tbe luxuries of life, I revelled, of course, in tho 

' palatial apartments assigned me, dined in tbe voyal base- 
ment dining-ball, amongst Ponapcian and Egyjiliau frescoes, 

' and eongratiilated myself on all the landlord's excess of 

' courtesy. Alas! when ttie account came to be settled tlie 
sweet delusion vanished; every blue sphinx and crimson 
divgoii^oii tbe wall, every block of mnrlile in the floor, and 
every antique brazier or lump that had so delighted me the 
previous evening, had to be bravely paid for. There is uo 
pleasure equal lo that of the travel-stained tourist as he 
recruits his strength in a regal hall hung with costly 
tapestries and laces, but you ■who have had to square audi 
debts in gold painfully realize how rapidly tbe sheen of the 
satin and the fleeoiuesa of la.ce fade under these circuui- 
stanccs, and how soon remorse comes to enforce a stem 
economy. But there is some compensation for one such 
thoughLless extravagance. It was a liealthy reaction, and 
bs 1 reflected upon the Roman epicure Apicius, who lived 
in the time of Augustus and Tiberius, and spent one hun- 
dred millions of sesterces (about 13,600,000} on his kitciien 
alone, and poisoned himself because he had only $360,000 
Ictl, 1 felt that I miglil be pardoned this folly of a niglit at 
the Cos tan zi. 
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The entrance to Florence ia a continuous flower-gnviTen 
of quite twenty miles, Tlie more extended my ti-avel in 
Itnly tbe more marvellous become tlie variety and wealth 
of vegetation. The spontaneity of atill nature ia the un- 
iiiternipted deliglit of tbe voj'ager. The Tuscans worehip 
the emhleiD of life as the protector of their crops as de- 
voutly H8 the Calabrians, and very curious are the huge 
personations appearing in the Gelda anri at tlie roadsides 
of their tutelary god. Tlic blue heavens, the golden grain 
waving under the shadow of the gray mountains, the white 
roada, the emerald tnrf, and the olive-bronze foliage of the 
trees, make up the colors of the picture in the exquisite 
suburbs of tha sweet city of art, Tlie colors were renderiid 
more living by the vision of two mulea carrying their bur- 
dens up the sleep mountain-path that winds in snakelike 
coils to the summit, which is crowned by a monastery. 

Florence is perhaps the most aristocratic city in Italy, 
considered in relation to its ancient families and art, its 
recent improvements, and the influence of the English con- 
centrated here, though at present it is under the ban of 
national poverty, and feels the exigencies of the times no 
less than America. Its garniture is, however, much more 
threadbare than the young republic's, but this is more at- 
tributable to age than preaent indigence. Here history and 
romance have eomhined, here the past and the preaent have 
been newly married, and if we have no flaming Tesuvius, 
nor Castello de I'Ovo frowning grimly from the bay, no 
cracking of wliips, and shouts of hawkers, no smell of flah, 
nor traffic of a seaport, as at Naples, we are more tlian 
compensated by the hall-v»igue, religious, studious hush of 
the art emporium, the noble palaces, and the gentle Arno 
bathed in the silver bcama of tlie lovely moonlight ; its flow 
is so calm and its murmur so melodious that it seems some 
animated phantom heneatli my window. 

1 first saw Florence by moonlight, or by moonlight and 
gaslight, as the gas lighted up the piazza of the Cathedral 
and liie adjacent streets; vthere street merchants were hold- 
ing little fairs, their tawdry stock glorified by glaring pitch 
torches, while the moonlight chastened the statues upon 
the Ponte Trinita and in tbe open squares, and I think that 
memory will linger longer than any other. Where can one 
turn here without encountering a fresh revelation ? and 
each new one seems to elbow the preceding from its pedes- 
tal. It is quite impossible to forget the sanctifying genii 
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of Florence, as tliej siwak to yon from every corDcr, square, 
portico, And churLh 

Dante ID the pinzza Santa Croee recalls the "Inferno," 
tlie " Vita Nuovo," and hia idealic love of the youtiiful Bea- 
ti'ice; and how Diin> gimsts ot former glory rise before its 
in the Cliurch of Santa Croce? It seems to he the treasiire- 
liouee of immortal memories: tumhs and mausolea that are 
consecrated by the bones tliey cover, marbles that tell Iciig 
life-atories of toil imd triiimpli, monuments that speak uf 
love's suffering and devotion, dust that mingles iii death as 
the spirits blended in life; yet here the scathing tongue of 
calumny has lost its fatal stiiig. Oo look upon the prince 
of artists' sanctuary guarded l>y the sister aits, Painting, 
Sculpture, and Arehitecture. Go to the tomb of him wlio 
Jiails you in tlie piazza. Go to the eatafalqiie of the crafty 
"Florentine secretary," and ponder the life of the subtle 
Btatesman and student, yet public benefactor. Go to the 
Testing-places of the mad but Binuere lovers, AlQori and the 
Countess of Alliany, and tell ]ne if thera is not a holy at- 
taoBphere about their ashes deapite their irreverent passion ? 
Come, then, to the ri. Lorenzo; you will not tarry in the old 
sacristy amongst the rattliug bones of the sons of Cosmo 
de' Medici, but wend j-our way to the Medieian Chapel, 
where evidenees of the family wealth and pietj' are por- 
trayed in precious marbles, paintings, statuary, and golden- 
bronze effigies of the foimer inonarehs of this house. The 
fac similes of Julian and Lawrenue de' Medici upon their 
aaroopliagi are the cynosures of the sacristy, not so mucli 
' by the immaculate drawing of the representative figures as 
' by the hovering sovereignty of the personilicalions of Day 
and Night, Twilight and Dawn. Tlie supernatural signiB- 
cance yet vital lineaments of these emblematic figures is 
something so inimitable, and the end so devoutly to be 
attained, that I was almost about to advise the young 
aspirant to study every curve and expression of these alle- 
gorical mentors for three years, as the immortal Malibran 
acquired the elements of music from a card, and then apply 
the combinations to whatever subject they may treat. 

Yet there were no copyists here, while the Pitti and 
TJffizi galleries were swarming with young ambitious devo- 
tees. Long 1 watched these students, and often preferred 
the new and obscure duplicate to the honored original. 

The Pitti and Uffizi Palace galleries are connected by a 
corridor-bridge across the Arno, and very peculiar the sen- 
sation to be suddenly aware of your novel sin 
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only the dt!e|ily fluwiiig waters beiiealli, while pictili'3 
ami tapestries are on all suleB. I sliouiil say the distiu- 
guishing features of tliia thesaurus of art are the furlongs 
of tapestry that ernhdlish the walls of the pnasase git'dltig 
tlie galleriea on either shore of the classic stream. They 
are the manufactures of the estahliMhrnent in aiit;u rated by 
Cosmo lie' Medid over lliree centuries ago and while the 
cabinets of gems, woodciits, and national S(;hools of art 
are here in niagniflcent profusion, it is a dose oft repeated, 
while the woven representations of eminent masters shine 
forth in salient, splendor. There is a marked contrast he- 
tween these museums of Florence and the Borhonico at 
Nnplca. Pitti is opulent in the number and schools of 
painting; Borhonico in its gems, antique marbles, and 
Pompeiau preserves. Not having enjoyed the archaic in- 
tnglioa and their cameo obverse, — jewels from the collei> 
tiijua of Sallust and Pansa, — those in the Ufflzi would 
have been a gratifying treat; but the graceful grouping, 
allegiirical ami mythological iiomliinatioua, and miuutia? of 
execution, shadow the rivalling collectiou into comparative 
obscurity. 

Tlien the marbles I Does llie Florentine quarry I'on- 
tnin anything as startling in tbelr style of manipulation aa 
the Farnese Dull and the Diana of Ephesus, or that insin- 
uating little Bacchus, — whose I cannot say, but he cannot 
l>e mistaken, though standing amongst a legion of brother 
godsF And where does there exist another so bizarre a 
treasury as contained in the barred rooms of l.hc Neapolitan 
Museum. ] allude to the apartments from which the visitor 
is warned by a flaming Italian inscription, which may be 
read by one of almost any nationality ; where the exhumed 
illustrations of pagan vitiation are spread in unblushing 
effrontery; designs that proclaim each step of moral phi- 
losophy through the era of idolatry. Yet only the favored 
few, the a reliie logical students, are permitted access to tliia 
depository, and if a priestess of the sanctum of Clio enter 
with nil the aplomb of one of the elect she is hurled out aa 
a firebrand from a powder magazine. The awful and sad 
lesson taught by these remains J must dwell upon jtiat for 
a moment. Never do I refer to the destroyed city, but 
some new and terrible evidence of God's implacable ven- 
geance suggests ilself to my mind. Not content to pour 
drrwn the liquid lire of His wrath upon these malefactors 
wliile plunged in tlie very summer of their sin, He pre- 
served every symbol anil epigraph of their initjuity a 
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declaration cf tlicir shnme lo nil Buccrrilitijj !iges, whUc. 
there remainB liardly a trace of whatever vii-tiuius or uhivul- 
ric tendencies may have graced them. In the Pitti all tliat 
is great in government, ennobling in art, pure in religion, 
and sweet in domesticity ia presented. In eacli aalon the 
deification — either pagan or Clnristian — of one of the early 
patrons of the gallery \a portraj'ed in fresco; it may be 
termed by the Stoic a romantic conception, but does il not 
inspire a spirit of public benefaction? Then, in the hall 
of portraits of paiiitera — ia it not an incentive to young 
ambition that he may in the future lill a place in one of 
these panels f 

In Florence one need not go to public hall or private 
palace to enjoy the fairest flowers of art that ever bloomed 
upon the plant of human gerins, nor the rarest juweU 
coined in the crucible of the human mind. Every piazza 
is crowned by its shining coronal of m:irble gems; every 
street is bordered by a zone of beautiful conceits and pre- 
cious devices. Art is as plenty as chestnut cakes at the 
corners; Venus, Cupid, Mara, Juno, or Adonis, sparkling 
in all the symmetry of insiiirntion, freali from hands that 
toiled in unison to the purest promptings of the soul, are 
eold iu ahopa, whicli are aa frequent as drygoods stores on 
Clieetniit Street. 

On the Donle Vecchio is a marvellous street of jewelry 
•Bhopa. How long have they stood F Ah I sinoe the days 
FrA Augelico prayed and painted at Fiesole, or Savona- 
rola's voice tliiindei'ed through the streets in zealous and 
crude eloquence against the corruption of the de Medicia. 
Perhaps the Florentine demimonde decked themselves in 
turquoise and pearls from these diirk, low-roofed stores 
upon the bridge. Pearls befltling thu purity of Desde- 
mona; pearls banging in great hanks in the windows, in 
and) amplitudes as we display wax beads at home; pearls 
for wIuL'h my woman's heart yearned, yet from which I 
was obliged to tnrn, without even venturing to price- 
All these Italian towns, certainly since the accession of 
Victor Emanuel and the dazzling triumphs of Garibaldi, 
have added to their old art treasures in the public and 
private palaces, beautiful galleries, or, as they call them, 
piazzas, as also fine parks, and walks, and drives; and the 
geniirs of United Italy is seen everywhere in abundant 
statuary to Cavour, Oaribakli, Mazzini, and the later 
leaders of thought and action. You mark the healthy 
difference between ancient kings and favorites and the 
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recent repuMican innovators, by ihe mone.y spent npnn 
these lattLT. ami ttlthougli many or the worshippers of tlje 
past will tearfully Leil yoii or the great loss sustftinuil hy 
the dismantling of the palaces heretofore belonging to the 
crown, and to the discrowned dukea and nobility of snch 
fnlat'ly-calted republics as Genoa, Venice, Florence, Milan, 
aud Naples, I hail the better time when the money of the 
statu is rather given to tLe state for popular education, 
than lavished upon the luxuries of princes. Among these 
beautiful, popular places l«t me rank the Cascine or park 
cif Florence, called, from a farm to which it once belonged, 
ctisino or dairy. Bounded by the rivers Arnoand Miignone, 
the road rises to a stinking "open" about two miles ia 
length, approached by broad highways, leading to a lar^e 
circle, where the military band plays several times a week. 
Ab we stood listening to the miisie, carriages, filled with 
the nobility, drawn by spirited horses, came up, the occu- 
pants pausing also to hear, aud to see the soldiers flirting 
with the girls iu the shade; we next started off through 
the unique avenues radiating to the monument of the RnjaJi 
of Holapore, a young Indian prince who died at Florence 
in 1870 on his way home from England, and whose body 
was cremated on the spot, bis attendants making the whole 
neighborhood resound with their slrauge and melancholy 
worship. These avenues were singularly wild and pictur- 
esque, the tall and venerable trees by which they were 
lined recalling some of the natural arcades in our Fair- 
mount Park. 

But older and more interesting than this fashionable re- 
treat are the Buboli Gardens, which are ajiproached througb 
the Pitti Palace, and whose history takes you back to its 
origin 350 years ago. From its height there is a charming 
view of Florence, with its palaces and churches, and as I 
stand and gaze upon the ample landscape below, and en- 
jfiy t!ie maKS of shrubbery, and statuary, and fountains, 
with their swans and other waterfowl immediately around 
nie, I think my gaze never drank in a more enrapturing 
eight. The evening was so mild, the air so balmy and so 
heavy with the incense of the spicy odors of cedar and of 
)kiilm, that I did not wonder at the pride of the Florentines 
in this exquisite and elaborate conservatory. 

Florence lay drowsing aweetlj- in the valley of the Amo, 
with the golden mists of heaven falling between the rigid 
pulace walls and in the narrow streets where chilling damps 
strike to the soul, while the piazzu beyoud is in one bhute 
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wliite fire. Such lieal vliat even the wretetied beasts in 
p tlic hacks di'U'))) until they fall dead in tliuir harneas; tlic 
I Btrmiger hurries into tlie raw shuddering by-streela, and 
f the iiativeR loll along unconscious of the caloric. The 
brothers of the Misericorrtia are in the streets and upon 
the liridgea in tlieir long black gowns and hoods and hlack 
masks, some hearing a bier upon their shoulders, others 
returning from their visits to the aiuk. The calm silver 
waters flow gently in their course, and to my right and to 
my left and l>eyond are the villas of illustnous American 
sculptors, Engliali painters, and wealthy authoresses, near 
the roads gloriHcd by the names of Michael Angelo, Gali- 

■ ieo, Machiavelii, and Dante. 
Fair Florence indeed I fitting home of the great masters, 
■Beat of art, science, and liraverv, favorite of Angelo and 
Raphael, Leonardo da Vinci, and their scholars and con- 
tein|>oraries, and at a later date the capital of the king- 
dom; it seemed n thousand pities that the urgency of the 
government and the historic logic of Italian unity de- 
manded the removal of central authority to the great capi- 
tal founded by the Caesars, consecrated by the sublime 
aaerillce of Rienzi, and the later stateraanship of Cavour 
and his illustrious red-shirted co-worker, tlie hero of 

Venice, June, 1878. 
Between Naples and Florence there are pronounced 
points of contrast and comparison. Venice lias no parallel 
Dor approximate. If it were an animal I might call it mon- 
grel ; a plant, heterogenous ; a Bsh amphibious ; a language, 

hybrid; a human being, liermapbrodite. Be there a word 

in the queen's English, in the whole category of tongues 

upon which to conch it? Siii gene.riii is too weak; outre 

loo vague a term. Anomalous would suit the rhetorician, 
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"Tnu may remember, scarce five years a 
Since in ynur liriffantioe jmi Bailed to are 
Tiie Adrialic wedded bj our duke." 

Otwav's Venice PansEHVEO. 
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wtiile nonpareil would he the cbosen plirnse of the prinlcp. 
I Diiffhl call it an ecuentricity of iiatiu-e, an n lie r rati on of 
OHrlli, ft ln'odigv of Ibe coemieal sphere, an iiivongruit; of 
the nnivei-ae; and so richly ulotlicd in parlance, yet no pio 
liii-e of this I'nir Aphrodite nonld be presented, rocke*" 
her hriiiy oradlo, nhose hues have as tunny chan^ 
chanicli.'oii — now azure, then emerald, and agni 
opnliiie rose. 

It was eight in the evening when I left Florence, and B» 
arid and breathless a night as one might expect in the tor- 
rid zone. Emanulettft, the uclebrated flower-girl of Italy, 
— who has, alas! long since shed her youthful and hrillinnt 
jilumnge, — was at the station, tossing her nosegays into 
the ladies' laps, and preseuling them to the gentlemen with 
all the beguiling coquetry of eighteen. I had heard much 
of this girl, who had reigned queen of her clan for decades, 
soinelimea api>earing in one Italian capital, then in another, 
floating and dipping into all the saturnalias these southern 
titles ufTord, now the pet of a dulte, then the protege of a 
countess, always the favorite of the community. She is 
now a woman of quite sixty, but her natural graces and arti- 
fluial personal i>erquisiles make her look at least twenty 
years younger. Her full figure and fantastic costume are 
her characteristic advantages. With her, life has been one 
uninterrupted drama from the cradle; all the natural inci- 
dents and tastes of the several epochs of a woman's exist- 
ence have been given to the winds, and tlie play has gone 
on day after day in a succession of tableaux. To-day she 
wears the same crimson petticoat, the same velvet bodice, 
the same lace kerchief, neatly folded over her boaora, that 
she did forty-three years ago; even the same smile curves her 
lipN, the same ndioe sparkle brightens her eyes, the same bon- 
nwts drop from her tongue, and the same quick repartee. 
Her life-chain of adventure has not dulled with time, but 
rather brightened with its attritions. Aa she has lived so 
will she live on to the end. The deep night rapidly grow- 
ing through the twilight has not deadened any of her gay 
dress nor eflervescing spirits, and when life hasbeen eclipsed 
by death she will be remembered as Emanuletta the flower- 
girl. 

As we left the gentle valley of the Arno far behind, the 
clouds burst into a flood of water, and the tttmospherc be- 
came more endurable; but as tunnels were frequent, and my 
fellow-travellers in the carriage, one a British daughter of 
nobility, — the Lady Louisa and her companion, — were ex- 
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vely Ddgety rcgavilin^ lUe adjiiatmetit of the wimlows, 
liie blessed olilivion of sleep was not the ]i<irtioii of Hny 
of tile occuptiDlB until our titled Knglielier clmnged cttrs 
for the Tyrol; then we poor repuliticnn niortulB reaigued 
ourselves to the seductions of the sweet soother, and 
dreamed Ibe hours away until morning. 

The approacli to Venice is marked by the swamps tliat 
dot tlie landscape, where vegetation is proliiic and thrusts 
it« gloning life through the brackisli estuaries, and an 
infinity of vegetalile color glows in the shallow water 
of the blue lagoons. These mnrshes increase and esteud 
until the great bridge is crosseil tliat carries travellers di- 
rectly into the stntion on one of tlie large islands washed 
by the Grand Canal. As I stood in the dawn looking out 
upon the city of tlie sea from the depot quay the daiili at- 
mosphere enveloped land and water in a misty cloak, the 
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■who, with the sentiment of a mtid-tnrtle, could cross the 
Sridge of Siglis, pass the palace of the Foscart, ascend tlio 
Giant's Stairway, or linger in the piazza of Snn Marco witU- 
out recalling the lordly English bui-d 7 Wlio drill under 
the Rialto witliout recollecting Sliakespeare ? Or whogaze 
upon the widowed Adriatic and forget Otway? Some say 
lliese are the influences of the past, Iiut they arc the powers 
which will endure, and be they haukneyed or having the 
odor of a young lady's mauunl, tiiey are popular because 
they are permanent. 

There is a decided flavor of the Orient abont Venic'e. It 
may lie chiefly in historical associations, and certainly the 
traders from the Levant, tlie decaying glory, and prevailing 
moresque style of architecture, revive the legends of the 
I'arkish wars centuries ago. 

Riding to tlie hotel in a gondola, tlirough a street of 
t water, and driven Ijy two sailor-boys in wliite shirts and 
rblue ribbons, was a peculiar experience, and not a pleasant 
I one to me. I had contemplated a delirium of ecstasy fluat- 
I'ing throngli llie canals wliere Desdemona had drifted, aud 
. the boats that had carried Belvidera and 
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I'orlia. Tlie oUl lialo varisliod in the lU-p cess ion of Int 
IM'CKcnt. Tlie decaying uiagniliounoc of otiier penlunus is 
the grini-visn^eil phantom that sUres one into rcvevy; fi-om 
tlic crumbling nrt tlid mind reverts to the degenerate popu- 
lace, tlie waning commerce, the buried doges; then the in- 
lense Bilence of Die Etrcels, where no sound of home's hoof 
nor nimlile of wheel is heftrd, nought save tlie solitary dip 
of the gondolier's oar, and his wtird ealnlc Lo his fellow- 
oarsraan ns he whirls his black barge around ihe acute cor- 
nera of tlie watery patliways. It was all very (ip{>reaaing 
to me; indeed, I felt more as if 1 were exjilonng a city of 
the dead than I did at Pompeii. The entomlied glory of 
ages seemed to underlie tbe waters, and the sombre boats 
— which are entirely black by order of law — appeared the 
Bailing hearses of expired majesty. 

The hotels as a rule are not any more fascinating at tbe 
entrance than the sea, from whicli they seem to rise. The 
atrium, as the Roman would say, is damp, dark, and pre- 
sents very much the appearance of a boatliouse, or ehip- 
cliaiidler}'. Ascending a spacious stairway there are second, 
third, fourth, and fifth floors, abounding iu all the charming 
etjiiipmente of a Parisian house; the chambers luxiirions, 
the floors mosaic, and the inevittible porcelain stove, tbe 
conspicuous feature that baffled my imagination long before 
J discovered its use. In every hall and chamber I saw a 
great, white, Anted, cylindrical apparatus, and I walked 
round and round them, luriiing every screw and crank, and 
at length divined their purpose, and nlthougli it is June 
their warmth is not unwelcome in the salt climate and 
the chilling rain. 

The formation of this strange product of the pirates of 
2000 v^o^^ ^go puzzled and interested me. llow uame it 
here? was my eonlinual mental interrogation. It is indeed 
mountain debris and driflitig alpine currents that fashioned 
this floating city ? While il is deolining iu povtcr it is grow- 
ing in latitude. Every year earth is added to the sand 
isiHnds covered by the lagoons, aud some day these ftetus 
worlds will have completed their gestation and spring into 
existence, glorious aud benutiful spheres. Children of the 
sea, may I call them ? and Yenice the regent, though hoary 
and superannuated, is augmenting her progeny each year. 
And a healthy offspring it is; rich in its capabilities, afflu- 
ent in its growth of fruits, vegetables, flowers, and animal 
life. 

These lagoons, so lusty with life, would be sinks of infec- 
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I lion wn-e it not for the cliasti?ning saline ingrodifints; ntnl 

I wliere nil glows with vitality deatli would exhale lis venom- 

ious breath. The ragged weeds courting in the etrenm anil 

!■ the green scum that marks the fluw and ebb of the tide npon 

I the marble foundations, arc its true conservators of life, 

faiid teach us God's ubiqtiitona providence. 

I "Hast ever swtira in a gondola at Venice?" Ah, yesl 

rand a very emotional swim It was. The magnificence of 

' the grand canal coiling far beyond like a great S of snpphii-e 

ciystal losing itself in the cui-ve, spanned by its bridges 

and bordered by its palaces, is the first impression; then 

as the barge moves onward with measnred sweep, the ciis- 

tom-bouae, a long narrow odifice^ at the entrance of the canal 

upon the left shore, recalls the extended traffic of the past ; 

the churches, with their variety of schools and eras of art ; 

the palaces, with their storied recollections of dukes and 

demigods, of pampered favorites and oppressetl genius, and 

after all the ahofle of poets; piles that still echo the names 

of Othello and Shy lock, Antonio, I'ierre, and JnHier; stones 

, that suggest the base of tragedies, and fa9ades that portray 

L^e art of the Saracens, the austerity of the Decailence, and 

l-ihc resplendence of the Renaissance. Here a regal home, 

P grim in the rigid splendor of medlfeval days; there an ilhiini- 

nated front, glowing in its gold and frescoes, awnings, and 

jutting balconies; farther on an exterior of white, elaborattKl 

in black marble; and again the most brilliant pictures in 

mosaic, vaguely hidden by canopies, arches, and columned 

portieos. 

The Rialto, where the Christiana were wont to rate the 
Jews about their moneys and spit upon them; where the 
traders sell their gay beads from their stalls upon the 
bridge, and the venders of hot boiled potatoes supply their 
customers with the Irish vegctalilc in their bursting jackets, 
while the varied populace <lrift under the dark arches be- 
neath, was one of my chosen rendezvous. Farther on, the 
Qrand Canal curves the delta of the Camps di Marte, — a 
large grassy island, a sort of suburban retreat of the ultra- 
marine city, — and loses itself in the Gnideeca, that sepa- 
rates the city proper from the island where the laborers 
and factory employes have their homes; the district of 
Ouidecca is to Yenice what Manayunk is to Philadelphia. 
Its channel is broad and deep enough to pass large craft, 
and is the thoroughfare of tratlic for the manufactories and 
exjiorting houses. Here the romantic delight of the Grand 
Cuiiul foiled into an emotion akin to fear as the clouds 
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Inweretl, Ihe riotous winds cnme sweeping over tlie lirnntl 
iKjsiim of the oeeaii, creeping amongst the aaml reels, 
swelling tbe waves into fbam-t-rested billows, Ihnl hioke 
into tempestuous eddies, and ro(-ke<l the frail skiff fore and 
aft with the growing storm. The gondolier's sharp cries 
grew louder, and as I rode around this wilderness of water 
1 thought in were careened id the briue it would be an easy 
and soon forgotten sleep. 

The city may he travoraed through the onntiacted alley- 
ways, and by the Iiridgea that serve as stcppiug-stoncs over 
the mammoth gutters of sea-water. This is a tedious mode 
of trausit, but tbe only method by which to get an idea 
of tiie ooiistruction of Venice. A ride in a gondola to the 
piazza of St. Mark condenses all the beanty and romance of 
the situation ; but to tliresd the labyrinthine sinuosities of 
the footpatli a picture of lowly Venetian life is best obtained. 
Narrow avenues, that seem only arcades, flanked by prosper- 
ous shops, whose doorsteps almost touch in the centre of the 
passage. Wandering through these curtailed inflexions of 
the town, I found myself in the noble square of San Marco. 
I cannot relate by what route I came, suffice it, I got there ; 
my sauuterings brought me face to face with the temple of 
the tutelary saint guarded by tbe winged lions of tbe 
Apocalypse. Indeed, where may tbe eyes turn in Venice 
and not rest upon tliese prophetic monsters? They are in 
tbe immediate piazza of the tabernacle in a countless va- 
riety and multitude. Tbey are gaudy in fresco, rude tn 
mosaic, glowering in bronze, mounted upon columns at a 
dizzy altitude; they hover in tlie court of the doges, tbey 
criiuch at the tomb of Canov.i, and crown tlie cenotaph of 
Titian; they hail you from common and court, ornament 
portal and pediment, symbolize saint and sinner, the crest 
of prince and pauper, and are the genii of the Queen of tbe 
Adriatic. 

The piazza of St. Mark is the focus of municipal power. 
It has an opening quay toward the sea on the west, and a 
fencing of palace, shop, and chui'ch, upon tbe three other 
cheeks. The devotees come to their matins and vespers, 
the -fashions come to enjoy the gayety aud sorbclta, the 
traveller to see, tbe ludies to be seen, tlie trader to fulfil 
his mission, the Jew to barter, tbe seamen to sport, and 
the flower-girl to sell her bouquets and receive the glances 
of admiration from the throng. Truly, a scenu of fair 
witchery wjjeu the glowing lamps throw their mellow, 
golden light over tbe square and its gossipiug ocoupftuta^ 



OF FOREIGN TRAVEL. 



200 



in the lilue wnves, wliiuh are 
ice by the moon, aii<l the swcut 
I bani) float over all a surge of 



ml futd n triiile refleetiou 

Klightcil into b pliosphoresee 

Istrains of llie duluet Italia 

r melody. 

The Venetian flower-gii-l is tlie moBt conspiciions object 
of the picture; she cireiilates between the cnfda and the 
little tallies under the arches. They are must deciiledly 
the youngest, best-dreesed, and best-looking women of this 
school I iiave seen, nnd are also the moat importunate 
canvassers for personal fuvor. 1 watched the subtlety 
and cojoiery of one of these fair ones as she endeavored to 
decoy the male fish into the uet she wove — the woof of 
smiles and hUishea; she courtsi«<), winked, blinked, smiled 
archly, wafted kisses from her aromatic finger-tipa, and, as 
a binding favor, fastened the Sowers upon the caviiliers' 

» coats. 
The Cathedral is a flashingly ornate structure, with low 
tnosqnc or minaret domes. Blaciicncd by time, it stands a 
majestic relic of the past. The ooarse, garish mosaics in 
tbe fa9ade that overarch the doors are rendered more 
flaunting by contrast with the sombre pile and its poor 
surroundings. Inside there ia none of the ciiaracteristic 
cleanliness of tbe basilicas in Rome and i'lorence. The 
mosaic blocks of the pavement are lacerated and dislocated 
hy the scythe of Time, grimed by tlie dust he carries with 
him, and unwashed by friendly hands. The jewels and 
precious marbles of the altar have alone defied the almiglity 
despoiler, standing forth the stairs of the withering aanc- 

The Palace of the Doges is a dream of wonder to the 
stranger. Its great rows of cloisters or columned galleries 
are of arcbitecturo so graceful as to appear tiie poetry and 
mnsic of masonry, and yet so enduring as to last througii 
the eternity. Such elaboration of base and capital I had 
yet not beheld; curves, loopholes, and entablatures that 
seemed tbe inspiration of the troubadour. A great stair- 
way — the Giant's Staircase — down which Marino Faiiero's 
head is said tu have rolled at liis execution, though it was 
Lnot erected until after he was guillotined, leads from tlie 
l-^Sonrt to tbe colonnades above. A gaping wound in the 
P"Wall marks the spot where conspirators dropped the pois- 
' onoua billeta against tbeir enemies into tbe lion's mouth, 
in the dead watches of the night. Next day the unsus- 
])ecting, pitiable wrelchca were tried by the Council of 
Teu or the Council of Three, and condemned to death or 
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a dungeon — guilly ever, as the Inliunal chose to Gnij them 
Here are the chambers nliere tlie inquisitorB judged the 
iiiaoceDt, lined by a wealth of cunniug marbles— bea a Ly 
that enraptures the soul oT the gazer by its sublimity one 
moment, only to make the des|>air still more dark into 
which it is plunged the uext, by the frowning Biidge of 
Sighs, that spans the narrow canal and connects palace 
atid prison, and the tenebrious cells for the convicted, 
where no ray of hope or sunlight entered; a rough-hewn 
hole in the upper portion of the cell-wall served as au 
ajierture through which food was handed to the prisoner. 
There was a mysterious glamour and au awful silence about 
these auliteri'aiican dens that carried me back to the days 
of shadowy confessors, secret doors, and sliding panels; 
] expected to see the four walls contract and crush me, or 
a threatening firebrand appear in the darkness and vibrate 
over my unoffending head, or seas of multeii fire to flood 
the cave and swallow m« in their lurid depths, or the 
ground upon which I stood to yawn and reveal hungry 
beasts ready to devour me. It was not until I had shaken 
off the damp and must in the outer air of heaven that 1 
felt fairly rid of the ghastly phantom. 

The illustrious paintings of the palace relate the great 
story of the ancient Venetian Kcpubiic. Kecollections of 
big ships and glorious victories are all about us. On wall 
and ceiling are the noble achievements of Tintoretto and 
Paul Veronese, works that proclaim the dignity of the 
doges as well as the immortality of the artists. The pal- 
ace was a pi-onounced contrnst to the prison, but even here 
there was an aroma of arbitrary grandeur or autocratic 
lustre that did not please my republican tastes, and cast a 
sad reflection through the vivid pigments of fresco. The 
poverty and thraldom of the masses were deploralily ajv 
parent in contrast with lavish wealth and obtrusive pomp. 

I had often read and listened to the anecdote of tlie 
" Pigeons of St. Mark." I will not say I disbelieved its 
authenticity, but I thought there was some insidious hum- 
bug or auggestio falsi, so to speak, about the story; and I 
determined to convince myself of its truth, like Thomas, 
by seeing with my own eyes and demonstrating with my 
own hands. 1 was in one of the legion of photograph shojjs 
of the piazza, overhauling the Italian Hebrew's stock of 
blue pictures — three tones bluer than I ever saw the main 
and sky. In the pictures everything is of the same tint, 
cathedral, palace, custom-house, men, water, and boats; iu 
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nature each object has a distinct color of its own, and the 
representations that draw nearest to fact are those floating; 
in a pale, rosy haze or incense. However, to revert to our 
moutona; as I was in the shop I noticed a vast nural)er of 
these birds flitting about the square and on the porches, 
but then, said I, the community are feeding them, and it is 
only natural that they shouhi gather; but, at the tolling of 
two from the clock-tower, a dense cloud of tliem hovered 
over the piazza, and made the ground, tlie eaves of the 
Campanile, and every sill, buttress, projection, and capital, 
black as they fluttered down, and army after army crowded 
upon the others so closely that I could not escape grati- 
fying conviction. 

Venice has less attraction in its churches, perhaps, than 
»ny other Italian capital. Its topographical paradoxes are 
t;he cynosure, and, being a seaport town, it loses all drowsy 
xeligious odor in the bustle of its traders. St. John and 
St, Paul is worthy of consideration, as it served as the 
"Westminster of Venice, inasmuch as the vaults of the 
<1oges are here, and here their funeral service was ever sol- 
emnized. The Frari is attractive as containing the mau- 
solea of Titian and Canova, and, indeed, every temple of 
divine worship in the noiseless city is a treasure-house of 
art. But what have I to do with art and architecture here 
in the presence of the Bride of the Adriatic, where the sea 
flows all around? — the sea, that was wedded by the duke 
nine centuries ago, and yet continues in its joyous current, 
no older, no feebler ; the sea, that crawls about the cliurches, 
and palaces, and prisons, leaving the saliva of its salty 
tongue upon their foundation-stones; the sea, that floats 
one into dreams and nurses sweet memory in its murmur. 



26 



AND PORTKAITi* 



LETTKIl I,X. 

■1 frll. 
, olden flarap, 
And iHir 'I'er vine nnii olive dell 

Tlic Blur llirougli purple shaiUiWB cnnie, 
Wiiile far o'er leagues nf twlliglit Klooni, 

'Die Alps Hlill burned In rosy i^low, 

And mirrored bnck, like ecHlleriJd bloom, 

Lny, Bliinlug in the wnve below." 

Mn.AK. Cadenabbia on Lake Coho, June, 1878, 
] on not Btiy Hint tlici'e is notliing iiiteveeting in Milnn 
Biive tlie Catlieilrnl ; but that it is my only vivitl iinprossioii. 
1 8ftw it Giat Bt Ihe twilight hour, wlien tlie elmdovrs tif 
niglil liod BoflenBil every liiiu of its tbouaflndB of stiitiies 
(»onie authuritiea ssy over 200ii, otliers 8000, I did not 
|i!iiiae to count tlieni), inelloweil eat-li Gothic turret that 
otowns the rouf, nnil cilsI a gniize of tendenieBs over tl>e 
tiilirc sli'iii'tiii-e as it coiiclied ng.iinet the witeiiing lilne 
sky, where its grHt'eTiil lineaiiH'iitB were irnced in a I'ret- 
wurk or si one as airy and delicate as the lineKt Ifice. I rode 
round and round to grtitily the ijnssion its ethereal iienntit-'S 
Jind kindled iiilo lil'e, and at every wing and biUtress the 
marvel grew. The myriads of marble angela, saints, aiil- 
diei's, and statesmen, al^o popes, jiainters, and seulptoi-a 
mitigled amongst its many folds and interwi aiing lines, 
Bcenied the work of celestial art. Us mauy piereing spires 
lodkcd <he eplienierBl pinnai-lea of some feiry palace. In 
the holy dusk and sombre decline of day it reaend>led a 
friizen poem, an-aiithem, or a drama in marble. Tbe ex- 
terior had reduced ine to & state of revery, so my mood 
waa in harmony wltli the itligiims glamour and hiize of 
iiieense within, when I pushe<i back the great doors, and 
found myself ineonliiicntly yielding to the bewildering in- 
flueiiee. While it lacks all of the ostentations a<lornment 
of the gi-eat St. Peter's in Rome, it is this very cliastity that 
lends the grace of sanctity that the greatest Roman calhc- 
dral can never claim with its garish glory. The one is a 
gorgeous palace, where art and wealth have been exhausted, 
the other a classic temple that inspires prayer. I no longer 
wonder at the armies of jiapal devotees in this Catholic 
country ■, the religion ia so jleaaing, calm, and restful. An 
1 stood a few feet within the poitals. upon the rreh mosaic 
floor, the lofty vaulted roof above and the regal banucra 
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I vraa spt;llliuiind by tlie spirit of lioliii 
boaom, and as I unconflcioiialy olieye<l t)ie promptings or 
my heart and knelt. I could have eijjhed my soul away in 
one eternal apostrophe to my God. 

There are no jewelled shrines nor Trescoed panels, no 
Rnssian marhles nor Eastern alabaster liei-e. Tlie aruhes 
of Lhe roof, the altar, and capitals of the pillars, from whicli 
start hnndreds of statues, are wronglit in an intermiii!ihle 
filigree of stone, so pnre, so coM, so hoary, that the golden 
light that falls in semitones tliroii^jhthe great colored glass 
window over the entrance euphonizes all into one oratorio. 
1 said, " This must be the mansion of the All-mercifnl, the 
peace and rest of Heaven is upon mc." The cause of my 
supreme content seemed sorimthing palpable, and inadver- 
tently 1 groped the air for a t-angilile inflnentia ; a masje of 
Iiuly incense was alisorbing and bearing off my earthineas 
in its mesmerism, when 1 was aroused to a sense of chill 
and darkness. As 1 passed ont I longed for the morrow 
when I might return. 

But with the dawn came Corpus Domini. High solemni- 
ties were to be celebrated, the I'ity was in gala-day garb, 
and thousands of every class thronged the streets. There 
■were military and ecclesiastical parades, crowds of people, 
bands of music, clouds of imrcuse ; the shops were closed 
and n general spirit of frolic prevailed, Tlie Catheilral did 
not seem the holy of holies in which I had meditated the 
night before; the crowd desecrated it, and so fearing tlie 
BUbtleties of the j'esterday miglil lie quite undone by the 
impending ceremonies and lliiclieuijig throng, I hurried 
away. 

Milan is so pure and clean and elegant one might reailily 
Im persuaded he had passed ont of Italy, proverbial for dirt. 
The white houses and gay shops lend to it a Parisian ap- 
)iearance. But there are ample recollections of Italy in the 
Victor Emanuel Gallery, the statue of Cavour, and the 
many monuments to local celebrities. 

This gallery is a palatial arcade of shops iu the form of 
a Latin cross, connecting the Cathedral piazza with the La 
Scala opera-house. The facades of the stores ai-e florid with 
Bcrolls and jalousies and caryatides, the overarching canopy 
of glass admits the light of day, and by night the dome 
looms out like some southern meteor, dazzling in its two 
thousand gaa-jets, casting a resplendence over the great 
frescoes of the rotunda, aud a radiuuce over the archetypes 
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or the piTsiiliiig artistic and poliiical genii. Tlie gi'enl aer^fl 
Tildes ol'llie liiti! Eui|)ei'or, G-aiiiiaUii, ami Cstvour, me couitS 
Qitmorated throughout Italj' by statues, galleries, [uiititiugii,. I 
and edifices. As 1 mite Cavoiii- is looking at me with h\» ^ 
bronze face from his pedestal of granite, where Fame sits 
c-ai'ving his namu with an indelitile sljlua. 

Tlie La Scala is closed for the eiimmer, but I went to 
enjoy its vast [ti'o portions, the maji:sty of the Emperor's 
liox, and the stage where Adeliua i'alli has achieved her 
ffreati'st triumphs. The immense auditorium, and stage as 
large as a ciiuiis arena, Bomewhat modifies the oppressive 
oiiiamentatiiin of the tiers and boxes. Diretitly opposite 
the stnge, situated in what we cull the balcony, is the royal 
Inge, bearing the crown and princely crimson hangings ; in 
the vestibule are statues of JVIulibraii, Kossini, and Doni- 
zetti. But it was at the La Yerme that 1 passed such a 
delightful evening with "La Sonnanibula," and thtmgh a 
second-class opera house was exceedingly caiiacious. It 
is evidently a sumtner eslaUlishment, where all the gentle- 
men smnke, and the ladies attend in ordinary street cos- 
tume. After the opera propercame a protracted ballet, — the 
opera in Italy is generally succeeded by a ballet, — I may 
call it a pantomime bullet, " Discovery of America by Co- 
lumbo." Very unique, interesting, and instructive. The 
dancing was ilie jKn-try of motion, aud the dumb show the 
eloquence of graceful silence. Without the aid of speech 
their gestures were so intelligible aa to make a language by 
itself. 

All the Italian cities boast of fine parks and drives. That 
of Milan is very beautiful, the course for ihe carriages and 
horsemeu being over the ramparts -, the top of the original 
military wall that hemmed iu the desirable city from tor- 
aging despoilera. Here the Dohility and gentry come to 
ventilate their regality in the soft Italian gloaming. To 
vie with each other's crests and liveries seems their heaven, 
and as the dimensions are limited, tliey ride round autt J 
round the park like puppets in a toy circus. The Milaneaeg 
may dress plainly, he may live economically, be may cveii 
diiie without macaroni, but not to own an eqiiipnge aud 
drive upon the bastions ia a sign of almmeful iuipecu- 
niosity. 

I dreaded visiting other churches iu the fear of dispeU 
ling ihe enihusiastic thraldom of the Cathedral, but I uoultlJ 
not leave Milan without seeing Leonardo da Vinci in liUfl 
most inspired work. My only errand to the S. Marie dti(bfl 
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Grazie was to this end. i cannot rliiipsodize here, as tliet 
iioied fresoo of the Last Siip|)ei' is ao vilely ilel'nt'eil us 
almoat to obliterate all originnl lines. I have heard of 
travellers being lost iu admiration of the master-touehea 
of this glorious composition, and transported by grief at 
tlie passion portrayed. I freely eonfesa I saw only the dust 
and aslies of a once noble monument, and if llu're were a 
shade of ead regret, it was for the sliameful purpose to 
which the ai>artment had been devoted by Napoleon, and 
the ravages perpetrated i)y the mocks. There were copy- 
its thei'e by the dozen, seemingly to portray the conception 
of the great master with pleasing skill. As I qnltted its 
presence, children who conhl scarcely articulate their first 
syllables had bven taiighi to ask charity at the very church 
door, and to glorify your soul in choice Italian if you ro- 
fu>icd them largess. 

But the episode to be m«at earncslly remembered was 
tny ex|)erience at St. Ambrose, originally a heathen temple 
of Bacchus; old iu history, Oriental in fiirm, and odorous 
of incense. There was a strange combination of pagan 
and Christian antiquities. H was a fcsta day, and the 
faithful worshippers were gathered about a glittering casket 
behind the high altar, extending their rosaries, prayer- 
books, bandannas, and other articles to a priest, who passed 
the objects over the aides of the glass and brass bindings, 
returned them to their owners, and received pennies fur 
polishing off the s.icred cabinet with tlie handkerchiefs of 
tlie children of Liglit, I dropped three coppers into tlie 
plate, and bad my I'rotestanli linen rubbed over the holy 
bi'ass, and now I am iifraid to have it washed, as I am not 
sure but the process will destroy the odor of sauctity, so 
it must be enshrined amongst my saci-ed relics. 

It seems incongruous to emerge from such a ceremony 
in a temple hting with ancient tapestry, to a street where 
American tramways are as familiar as signs of ginger's 
and Howe's sewing machines ; and theue are whizzing from 
the Seine to the Tiber, and I'lom the Ural Mountains in 
While Russia to tlie Jura HilLs in Switzerland. 

At the northwest marginal line of the city stands the 
Arch of Peace, proud troph3- of Napoleon's occupation. 
The marked contrast of the springing bronze horses mount- 
ing the snowy arc, on the one side, to typify the glory 
of the Great Captain of his age, with the modern trophy 
in honor of his successor, the laat emperor's Italian cam- 
paigns, was suggestive ajid painful. 
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The town of Cortio, ilistant frnm Miinn by rail ulioitt ohb,^ 
lioiir atid llJi'ee-quai'tcrs uu uiie of the must lM.>aiilifiil ]akea;t1 
ill lliG north of Itiilj', was extolled Uy Yirgit before the 
birth of Clirist. Passirg up the hike it is one successioa 
of ti'aiieteiidpnt panoramas. The mount aina rise to a. 
lieiglit of seven thousand feet from the exlreme luargin of 
the lake, which is kept constanLlj' full in suiiimer by the 
meliecl snowa from tht; various altiludus by which It is 
himmed in, and abounds in fish. Tlie trout htive none of 
the delicacy of Ihe American or EngHsli tiah ; the immcDse 
size to which they grow fiTqnenlly eqnala .twenty pounds, 
i-endering them tough and Uiateless. 

It is a declining manid'ncturing town, dusty and smokr, 
wliere the industrious iuhiibilanta ai'e engaged at the silk- 
loom. 

Como is Ihe Newport of Milan, and lying on both banka 
tif the lake are the luxurious residences of the Milanese 
aristocracy. They look like fairy abodes, swinging be- 
tween the olive heights and azure mirror, embowered in 
densest pine and wreathing vines. There is a spiritual ex- 
istence about all these sontLern French and Italian towns; 
the air, the water, the wky, the stars, the vegetation, and 
the flowers are all suered or semi-tropical. The hamlets of 
the Lake of Como are to me the last expression of this 
tlionght. Jt is an olla p'lti-ida of aristocratic villas, gar- 
dens, vineyards, mountains, and dellles, and seated by its 
waters 1 lind myself nnconscionsly murmuring the words 
of Meliiolte in the "Lady of Lyons," when he pictures 
Como to his sweetheart as liis earthly paradise. 

My flrsl impressions of Como left me destitute of power 
to describe them. 1 saw the lake first in the twilight hush 
of June, from the iron balcony of the Belle View on the 
western side in the exquisite town of Cadeuobbia, Sailing 
up the lake from the dirt)' capital of the province on a 
crowded local sieiimer, if you were apt to believe Bulwcr's 
rhnpaudyof the iulaud water supply lui innocent falsehood, 
his entrancing picture would be sublimated into a sublime 
reality upon locating at one of the many begniling settlt'- 
intnts. 1 can easily conceive his exact emotions writing 
us I do now in .the sweet subjettion of this transcendent 

The lake seems mountain-bound on four sides withontj 
any visible outlet. The diiy in Milan was as hot as Africniq 

the evening at Cadenabbia as miid as the close of nil Anifj 
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t like a jiaiiittil piftiire in a glow- 
[lerlect is it in all lli« iiiiniititB of 
IIS til have been rtliearseit for my 
)w me a jiiuturi^sque pagennl; llie 
less as a bnby in its earliest BofLeat 
tbe starting aiid flasbiDg oars of tile tiny 
lioatB sent out at iiitervala witli their gayly dressed freight. 
One of tiiese little i^liells lias for its oarsiiian a beautiful 
girl, carrying out lier ii<!(^(l, white-liairei) luotlier on tlie 
tranquil water; another tloiiti^d from its prow the emhleia 
of my own dear country, with its bright red slripea an<l 
its aparkling stars; another has a company of En^linh 
people, the Komeii in their heavy nletcra, the men sulfoeat- 
ing under the 'I'urkish towel veils wound aliout their hats, 
A mile across the lake is a cluster of while cottncres, where 
the starry lights, coming out one by one, and trebled in tlie 
glassy waters of the luke, are timuhiiig in their silent beauty, 
while across the old hills sound the audible Ihrobbinga of 
distant t-hui'ch chimes. Jt is a t^cene of pensive and sooth- 
ing and consoling majesty, and if any inBiieiice were needed 
lu make it more impressive it is furnished hy the alternate 
changes of the mountains as the al'teriioon sobers into 
evening, and as the evening darkens into night. First Iho 
golden glow of the sinking sun, then tbe violet of the de- 
parted god of day ami the looming shadows of the hills In 
the water, then the gray shroud over tbe more distant Alps, 
and finally night, with its ebon veil, grailually stu<lded wilh 
the same stars that have shone for ten thousand thousand 
yeats ; and now nothing is seen except the flash of the light 
in tbe boats like crimson and yellow firc-fliea dancii.g in the 
waves. 

The hotel is evidently an old castle. Stone stairs, marble 
and mosaic floors, frescoed salons, and a marvellously lovely 
garden around it. Ultra neatness and elegance of style 
pervade the establishment. Adjacent is the Villa Carlotta, 
nuw the pro])erly of Duke George of Sase Meiningen, 
tilled with magniHcent statues by Tliorwaldsen and Canova, 
and adorned with costly objects of virlu. 

To describe Cadenabbia and the Villa Carlotta is to pic- 
ture all the other hotels and villas bordering tbe lovely 
expanse of water for thirty miles. AH theJnkes of Northern 
Italy are sources of weiUlh to the great cities in their neigh- 
borhood, and Maggioreand Lugano have the same peculiar 
seductions of atmosphere, colors, foliage, and architecture. 
To these miniature inland seas flock the culture and art 
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of all tlie word; nnd I met n 
my own country in the trni 



many of tlie Bim.tnza kings ol 
Hiid lioatB travelling in this 
'ely region. Ail the sbores of these mirrnreri writers are 
gerained with the places of titled nnii untitled mitliiiimires, 
and these are so lieautifiil and so finished, that if nature 
■were not herself still more so, one wonld lake the whole 
panorama for a painted and polished medallion; but as it 
is, tliongh man exeels iiiniself in hia inventions 
expcnditui-en, OoH is the real master, ln'canec II 
are nut only more lovely, but mure lasting. 



LETTER LXI. 

" 'T wftH late, — the ann hnd nlmoBt niione 
Hia ItiHt and best, when I ran i<a, 
AiiiiouB to rpacli tLat splendlil vIpw 
Befrire Ihe daybeami quite withdrew ; 
'Twaa Bt Ihiu iiiBtant— while there glowed 

This last, iDlensest gleam <if hght— 
Suddenly, through the opening road, 

The valley biirBt upon my sight I 
That glorious valley, with Ub lake. 

And Alps on Alps in clusiers Hwdliag 
Slighly and pure aad St to make 

The raiiiparls of a. Godheiid's dwelling !" 
Ti'M Mc 



Is worka ■ ^H 



Geneva, June, 
The ride frotn Milan tn Turin, the capital of Pied; 
is through an exquisite teriitory of rice plantations, where 
the fresh beryl htiletto-ah]i|]ed leaf rises like a world of 
miniature church spires above its bed of water — the Alpiue 
streams that are turned througli the fields to irrigate and 
flood them. I enjoyed the beautiful vegetable more in the ] 
fields than 1 did on tlie tabic, where it appeared in every'l 
disguise. 

There are many historical monuments and memnries byl 
the way, as Piedmont seems to have been the destined a ' ' 
of warlike action, and the focus of the struggles of th< 
nation with almost ever}' power and in every epoch, 
these events appear to lose prestige in sight of the lovt^fl 
maize and rice of the plains, and the vines and couoonerlq 
of the hills, guarded by the uncouth crucifixes niid bexlli^j 
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i Bj-mhola wliidi still bolil a coneiiifiioiis jjlnce on tlie iLuliiin 
funiis. 

Turin is only a fraction smullei' tliftii Milan, but has none 
of bei' gayety, lightness, nor tlelit-acy. It is a dull city, ami 
had it uot been for tlic pageant of St, Jolin the Baptist 
tronld have eeenied a alow and slotbfn! to^n. What im- 
pressed ine moat were the number and excruciating alti- 
ludes of the statues. With one or two exceptions these 
luai'hle and bronze monsters seem to have been taken at a 
moment when they had been either too intimately asso- 
ciated with Bacchus or writhing in an agony of mortal 
ptiin. Their faces are contorted, and tlieir forms distorted 
and their postnres lo my mind must awkward and ungainly. 

There are fine shops under the arcades in the Via di Po, 
lint they have a gloomy appearauce and even in the Piazza 
Victor Emanuel and the Piazza Caslello life seemed to be 
constrained and cold. 

The ecclesiastical parade on the feast of the nativity of 
John the Evangelist was the raigning religious fcata. A 
long file of nuns, monks, cardinals, bisliops, old women, 
boys cliantiiig Latin verses and carrying lighted candles, 
completed the denionstratiug cont-ouvae, while thousands 
of every denomination thronged the sidewalk, and an the 
consecratet) wafer passed the faithful Catholics prostrated 
themselves in the dust. Down went the ladies in their 
silks and laces on the pavements, curbs, and even in the 
gutters; men followed their example regardless of their 
parajihernalia, devotees to the mandate of the church. The 
excess of tliese exiiiltitions lias somewhat moderated since 
the reforms of Victor Emaunel; previously, the cretlulous 
flung themselves before the holy image whether in alley iir 
rtilch, with the servility of Liie henightetl Hindoo, who 
threw himself under tlie wiietils of his Jnggemaut. The 
Italian asks if unalloyed faith should pick nice occasions 
ftcd pleasing places for its woi'ship? 

To ride through the pensive paths of the public gardens 
. and cross the long bridge that spans the Po, or ascend the 
lieights uruwned liy the Capiicini monastery, from which 
au extended view is gained of the winding waters and city 
' beneath, and its Alpine biickgronnd, where the ancient 
giants lean their snowy caps against the soft blue dome, 
■was the only sweet divertisement I enjoyed in Turin. 

All that might be remembered of Turin is dwarfed by 
the memorable journey between that city and Geneva, the 
passage of the Mout Ceuis tunnel being the chief object 
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fif inlereet Tliere was r long siiccessioii of tiinncis, witlfl 
here and Ihore a glimpse of wild, rugged landscape fi'uii»^ 
the start. The Ytiliey of the Dora lay antietly t)en(.-efai| 
nmongst its viiie-t;lad hills, over-frowned by its lofty n 
tains, where tlie goats and donkeys were skijiping the urafja 
and trudging tlie rngged hills. 

At the litllo village of Banloncliia the nacent of the ter- 
rible height of the Alps began. It was over these hitherto 
inaccessible mountain ranges that Napoleon seventy yeart. 
ago carried his armies and poured them dotvn into ttaH 
])liLins of Piedmont and Lombardy, thus making himselfi 
master of alt Italy; — these altitudes, throngh which I was ' 
penetrate in a few minutes, aided by tlie mighty tti'idern workti 
by which these unattainable iieiglits are pierced. Uigli 
and still higher we mounted, sometimes skimming along 
the sharj) ledge of a spur of rock, then hanging upon 
thread of straight oblique granite, and usjain perchwl upon 
wliat seemed the culminating pinnacle of the stnpendous 
range, while, beyonii, swift mountain streams wound their 
waters like satin ribbons about the gray rocks. At my 
side foaniing torrents gushed and leaped like angry mon- 
slcrs, carrying everything in their conrse; the little wh 
eities of the plains seeming toy towns from the airy heisiht, 
while heneatb, great chasms yawned, black and bollomless 
as eternity. 

The experience of passing through the tunnel was mvf 
and nnespeeted. The former tnnnels had been clnse, 
noisome, and dark, and in this most formidable of all I 
anticipated awful possibilities; a collision, a caving in of 
roof, perliaps suffocation. But this almost supernatural 
construction, eight miles l'>ng, was so liglit and well 
tilated that tlie atmosphere was as pure as the air 
lady's boudoir. Great windows were cut bei-e and therft'l 
in the rocks, and large Innterns cast a pleasant glo< 
through the long cavern. We entered from the soutlii 
41R3 feet above sea level, and maintained this height until 
we gradually descended on the right at a level of 3802, BO 
that our mean average was 4(193 feet below the surface of 
the mouJitain. The amazing feature of this wonderful ex- 
cavation is the admirable manner in which it is ligthed, 
ventilated, and drained. The engineers started at oppo- 
site sides, and so accurate was their survey that the work- 
men with their diamond-pointed drill met plumb in tliOl 
middle. It was the inspiration of geuius defying time ftild|| 
nature. 
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Iinmurliiitely upon emerging from llie licart nf tlie eterniil 
I Alpfi we halted at Moiiane, the frontier town between Itiiiy 
anil Franee, to aiibmit to the annoying examination of 
pOHspoi'ts. I'eiiiapa tlioee who rave against our coiintiy 
have not considered all these imeceexsary vexations abroad. 
While Iwtween our respective Stales we ai'e one peotilo 
from zone to zone, and may travel Troni the Atlantic shore 
to the PaoifiL' alope without question or stoppage by gov- 
'nmeitl ofiicinl or cliaiige of coin; here tlicre are official 
cnstoma' and sentinels at every frontier, and as many coins 
ir currency aa dinlects. 

Now we were in Franeenga1n,anii Gallic clonnlineas, sane- 
tifyiiig convent, and uastle battleinenta wore mingled with 
the wild suhliraiLy of Alpine scenery, liixuriniia vineynrda, 
and lashionable resnrta, anch as Ais lea Bains; and the 
Hzure erystal lake, along the border of which the train 
rushed rapidly for twelve miles, following the hlnc flow of 
the placid water, A short, hcnveuly ride in France ; then, 
yielding to anotlier frontier jmnse, we were whisked into 
Switzerland, the old curiosity aliop of the Almighty Ci'ea- 
I t-iT. About fifty ndlea off lay Geneva, chief of the republio, 
I city of John Calvin, Rousseau, and Voltaire, whoae eovi- 
' Tons are memorable for many interesting souvenirs. As 
we appi'oaclied,in the sweet, odorous snuact of June, I had 
my first glimpse of Mont Blanc. Tlie fading beams nf the 
8iin gave to the distant snowpeaks Rrst a glowing pink, mel- 
lowing into a deep violet, and finally sobering into gray. 
I K at lire's mysterious machinery was profoundly touching 
hhy ita awl'ul mnnift^statioiis. 

■| found Geneva in a glow of preparation for the eelebra- 
I tion of Ibe ceutennry of the death of its great social re- 
former, ,li;nn Jaeqiiea Rousseau. The city was in a regalia 
of flags of the nations ; wreaths were susjiended fi-om street 
to street, and trinmphid archus in every square; surging 
'DWds bustled each other in the highways and on the 
k,Quay8. The pageant, which I viewed from my window on 
inday, was conspicuous only for the absence of military 
Fof any description; a few of the bauds were good, but the 
ftloiig parade of trudging citizens was monotonous. Thi-eo 
B-flaya were devoted to the festival, and evidently the whole 
Tpopulation joined in the demonstration, Rousseau had 
I none nf the genius or courage of Voltaire, neither was he a 
I republican like the sage of Ftrney ; but what recked the 
I people of Geneva, bo they could extract a frolic from the 
L memory of the man who was born in tlicir town the greater 
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part of two centiiries ago ? Wliat did tliej' knnw of 

' The first dftj of j'.llity tlie town 

—speeches, cannons, mnsit;, and 
ind exciting, nothing really olas- 
1 danced quadrilles and waltzes 
.sic, and tbe country dnuiea atnit- 



8 little as they cnred, 
am in a. sea of gloi 
ei-ytbing that was wil 
: or good. The won 
in tlic streets to imlilic r 



ted in the line wiih tlie men, wliile at night there w; 
tolerable illumination of th« city ; the varied colors of the 
lights, red, green, blue, and yellow, in Jong rows upon tlie 
bridge, and shining from the boats n|ion the lake, contrived 
to make a dazzling spectacle. Before midnight a pande- 
monium of drunken Swiss choruses began that continued 
till next morning, and, as 1 lay in my disturbed demi-slum- 
bfr, 1 thought of their inevitalile retribution for tliis foolish 
dissipation, and then marvelled how mnny of these wild 
bacchantes thought of Jean Jacques Kousseau. 

1 fear the good Switzers are nut ns graceful and auccei 
fid in art ns the Tolalite French. Geneva, as a rule, 
should saj', was a quiet town of manufactories — a town 
mnsical-1 loses and watches. These greet us at every corner 
and window, and demand altention. It has many of the 
French and Italian characteristics of architecture and 
topography, very little of the purely Swiss ; even the 
market-women speak good French. There are many fine 
hotels and caf^s, rows of noble shops, and broad streets, 
but the chief interest of llie Swiss capital lies, not in the 
city, but in its surroundings — its odorous wayside paths 
ring water 
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seated in a 



down upon a lovely freiik of nature 
blue, arrowy Rhone and the grny, nshen Ar 
ilself lay mapped out before me, a lovely quec 
lap of hills, crowned with her snowy diadem of Miml Blai 
while all around was green and pencefid. At the end of 
the lake the two streams mingle and flow on in one course, 
sleep in the same bed, and yet each preserving its own 
peculiar color and character for many miles. I had wit- 
nessed the amalgamation of other great sticams where they 
blent naturally into one, but here the unexplained phe- 
nomenon of two great trilmtaries of the ocean, flowing from 
the same mountain sources, joining, yet forcibly two cur- 
rents, set me to moralizing and making personal applica- 
tions. It was nothing more than a symbol of the marriage 
of man, where bodies, not souls, are united. A little villiigc 
occupied the delta of laud between the two waters, where 
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Inrge lienps of atone an«l sand lay on the banks, Bpeminjj 
to have been taken from the basin of the Arve, and on thu 
exti'eine shoi'e sat an artial amidst the bandinurk of Goii. 
The memory of the picture wonld be complete bad not a 
girl demauded a franu for the simple privilege for looking 
ftt one of the mnniiipal attiactiona of Geneva. It seemed 
very like exacting a fee from a stranger for the right to 
enjoy Fainnoutit Park, 

Through a few miles of aromatic lanes we came to the 
^ates of Adolph Rothschild's imposing cliateaii at Pieghny, 
but it wuH closed agaiiiat visitors, no we could not cvtii 
j)eep over the great, granite fortiBcations that surroundi^l 
the estate. In building tiiese grim stone walls the object 
is to exclude obtruders, and the effect is to create a depres- 
sion and contempt in the minds of travellers. Such feudal 
Belfishncss is particularly disgraceful in the towns of Eug- 
Innd and the Continent. I have ever been of the opinion 
that the dull stone walls aruun<l Oirard Ciillege are an 
insult to the people and to the memory of tiie illustrious 
Frencliman ; Ihese barriers are only for prisons and mad- 
Louses, So where I anticipated a revel amongst art and 
wealth I met a dark disappointment, and obtained not a 
glimpse of the many delicacies I had read of in books and 
magazines. 

We proceeded to Coppet, the home of the celebrated 
Madame Pe Stael ; the home where her childhood was 
passed when her fatlier was a Parisian lianker ; the home to 
whicli she retreated with her confidant, Kenjamin Constant, 
«nd here maintained a court of her own when Napoleon 
banished her from her paradise in Paris, after having been 
the nucleus of the highest diplomatic and intellectual cir- 
'cles, while her father was Minister of Finance to Louis 
XYl- The estate ia now the property of her grandson, 
Due (ie Broglie, present reactionary member of the French 
fienate, but iu a little chapel hidden hy a grove the body of 
the French Pythoness is buried by the side of her father. 
^s.The vestibule of the house is pure white marble. A spa- 
cioDa flight of glistening steps led to the entresol, where a 
statue of.M. Necker, witli cynical nose and receding chin, 
stands guaPd. The family portraits were hung in the main 
sitting room. The fine painting, by David, of this goddess 
from which all the photograjiha and engraving! 



I struck that float the hemiepheres, is three-quarter length. ^H 
ner hair is arranged in numerous litllecurle. lifted from her ^H 
neck and forcheiul by a band; her dicss white, embellished ^^M 
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willi golil eraliroiilery, and a gaudy scavf cai'elesalv throwi 
over bui' shoulders; in her hand she bears the iiieviialile 
anil eigiiifteant luyrile Bjirig. There arii vai'ioiis other 
inoilels of her scattered through the apartments, in curions 
jiuises and character; this bright eoiiBtellntioniof intelleul 
liatt the fatal viee of her aex, vanity. Her husband and 
Bon hang side by aide; the first, thongb a inan of rank, was 
allowed to figure very little in her destiny. Her daughter, 
afterward the Duubeas de Broglie, waa a 8uperl)ly beau- 
tiful woman, as shown liy her sialiielte and iiortrail. The 
libniry, containing few of the old bonks, is interesting 
ai'ciiiiiit of its associations, and the portraits of herst;!!' 
Coiinne ; Kaphael, a copy of the original painted by hi: 
self; Jeiui JaL'ijnes Kousse&u, and the German poet &(.-hleget^, 
who acted as her good friend, adviser, and preceptor of he/C' 
children. Adjriining her lilirary was her chaiubei'. The 
Willis were upholstered in The old ta|iestrie3 embroidered 
for lier in her time. Her li(;(l, desk, hjjiI other furniture ure 
used iiy the pre^4ent duchess- when she eoiues from I'aris to 
the lovely Swiss hamlet ou the northern bank of Lake 
Lenmii. 

How many times hnve these ancestral halls sparkled 
with the wit anil beauty of the eightecnlh century! How 
many of life's romances ami tragedies have been enacted in 
sport and reality, no living tongue can relatel How many 
times has the beautiful Uuuamier swayed in the poetry of 
motion in these salons I How many times have liie voices 
of Constant, Talleyrand, and Sciilegel vibrated iu this re- 
irest 1 How many times Lave the powerful oratory and 
dazzling energies of Lhis woman turned to tears and moans 
in these very halU 1 

The beautiful boi'ders of the lake, and the sweet shady 
roads that intersect the ncigliborliood are punctuated by his- 
torical chateaux and baronial estates. Far more interest- 
ing to me waa Perney, the bome of the cynic Voltaire, than 
Kyou, where the celebrated adherents of Napoleon 1 found 
a refuge, and the chateau formerly the property of Joscpli 
Bonaparte, and that belonging to Prince Jerome Napoleon, 
Through a bridle-path, where the wreathing vines of Franco 
bordered our left, while the golden grain of Switzerland 
waved on our right, we found Ferney, a village on the 
Swiss frontier, in French territory; a beautiful hamlet full 
of French habits, and altliough only divorced from its 
Swiss consort by a narrow bar of highway, niarkcil by all 
the Gallic pecubarities. 
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I Neeil I any Yoltaire WLia a rBilical,an extreme repiililican, 
& nim-confurniiat, a deist, a free- thinker, niirl a speuial fi'ienil 
[ (»r Wasliitigton and Franklin ? On the SOlh of May lie 
was dead one linnrtred years, and the Liberals of the Con- 
tinrnt rose to do him honor, to t!ie utter tlisgiist of the 
Oitlliolies. Besides, to wurshij) liim was to protest against 
Kousecaii 

The grounds of the navant's estate are preserved in all 
their original beauty. Rose vines (.■laraber over arliorH and 
form fairy retreats, se[»arate<l frnra vast [larterres of gandy 
floners, planted in symbolic deviees, by well-rolled gravel 
walks. Voltaire's famous nrelied bower is a masierwork of 
L bt>tnnical art, where the evergreens intcrlH:ee and form a 
I canripy roof, while at intervals windows arecutin the walU 
I of foliage to admit the light to this strange man's loved 
snuggery. The rooms shown to visitors face a noble ter- 
race, wliile there is an immediate piateati of small flowers 
nnd liox edging. Away off lies the city of Geneva, the 
frosted -silver peak of Mont Blanc, and a circular range of 
L rnde hills. 

I Rooms bnrdened with Inxiiries, still there was the same 
I weird, mysterions spirit pervading tliem that always was 
[ the grotesqne expression of hia features and life. In tlie 
I first apartment was the fac-siinile of his mansoleiim, finely 
l«xe(.-iited, a spectral oninment ; also a colossal bronze bust 
\ of himself, with keen French face, and Ihe wails were rich 
with the originals of eminent artists. In his chamber were 
gatliered his literary favorites and contemporaries. Over 
his lied within shadow of the curtains, was a fine liead of 
lieKain, the celebrated actor. Above tlie mantel hung a 
Inrge^allegorical subject iiy Dn Reissy, of Melpomene — muse 
of Tragedy— leading Voltaire from the temple of Fame to 
present him to Apollo. At the base Humanity, Liberty, 
all the virtues and graces paid court t<> the illnslrioua 
French poet, while stilt lower Tyranny, I'riestcrafl, liigotry, 
and Hypocrisy were flying in terror before his scathing de- 
nunciations. Republican thuugh he was, Catharine of 
Russia and Frederick of Prussia were his nearest friends, 
wliose pietui-e*i are hanging above his bed, presented by 
Ihoniselves. But greater powers than kings or queens were 
there, — Washington presented by Lafayette, Franklin 
painted in Paris, Isaac Newton, Milton, Racine, D'Alem- 
bvrt, Diderot, and an embroidery executed by the honorury 
inaida of Qneen Catharine, and presented by her. On tlio 
Bide of the wall <ipposite the dour hung a proof engraving 
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I coronation of Volt.iire in tlie TLedtre Franjaise" 
^Ifti-ch 30tli, ITIS, upon llie occasion of the production of 
>iie of liis immoi'tnl tragedies. I must not be undei-stood 
.8 epetiking of liis religion, nliicb was doiibtfnl, nor of liia 
■iitueB wbich were diaiJiiLed ; I only cecal! his ecceutrio 
.ml dazzling genius. 



LETTER LXir. 

" I linil a dri'RDi. whicL wftB not all a drtiaiit." 

" And dveams in llieir development Lave lirftnth. 
And (ears, and hirlurFa. and Iha iniicb of joy ; 
They leave a weighl upon oiir wakini! tlionglils, 
Tliey lake a weight from off our waking toils, 
Tliej do divide our being ; tliey become 
A portion of onrHelvea as uf our time. 
And look tike beralde of eternliy." 

LausASNB, July, 1878. 

Nature makes amends to tiwilzerland for tlie aturn 
severity of lier winters by the magnificent lakes wbich she 
sets like so many euieialda among ber luxuriant and gigan- 
tic inonntains and niysterioiia glaciers, Witli these wortlB 
npon my lips I stopped upon the deck of the clean ami 
graceful steamer Mont Blanv that was to carry me froni 
Geneva over the plaml waters of Leman. I think tbat was 
last week, but it seems ages ago; in tlie interval 1 have bud 
a strange dream that appeared to cover centuries. 

The day was perfect; perhaps slightly cool for the season, 
but so brilliantly traiinpareiit that life was a luxury with 
the double attractions of earth and sky. 1 was just as 
keenly sensible of all these beauties as I had ever been, 
and when the nnexplained Utiiargy overtook me, and I fell 
asleep, i remember a little praucing greyhound at my side, 
and its elongated shadow reflected in the sunshine on the 
quay. My dream was not a fancy where all is deliciously 
incoherent; nor a fine frenzy, where all is wildly romantic; 
neither was it one of those Bimay somuambnlistic vagaries 
where scores of incidtnts Hud objects are thrust out of 
siglit— even the most attractive — to make place for equally 
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slmdowj' successors. It was not o 
bles nliuie plianUim rorms H|ipt>Rr n 
wisp sort of way, anH nlien we wnkcD nntliing ceniHins Imt 
a vogue sensation akin to tlie memory of a liniuiting eon- 
Bcience. Every episode of my strange trnneo was nntnriil 
and permanent, the only abnormal plmse was tlie uonliniial 
growth of the past into tlie lutaeiit and the retrograde of 
the |)resenl into tlie past. There was a conglonnej'ate of 
eras that would have puzzled an ancient Egyptian magi- 

I remember lilue-blou«ed porters wliepling baggagfi along 
the banks of the beautiful (inay nniler the aliadow of the 
chestnut trees, passengers coming on board, a clutter of 
French tongues bidding nrfiftu and q« rfivoir, and two hand- 
some Frenchwomen in black nnd wliite striped sitk dresses, 
who tramped the deck like hallwrdiurs. In my sweetly 
drifting nnconscioiisness the striped dresses, martial tread, 
and lond air of these women annoyt'd me. J list aa oblivion 
was wrapping about me and bearing me off to Elysium, 
those dreadful linear robes tliat had grown into checkers 
in my weakening vision, and the stalk of those recurring 
four legs, interrupted the dotce far nienlp. like some hor- 
rible phantom of disordered reason. Hut my most vivid 
recollection of this drowsy period was of a French family 
seated near me, the proprietors of the little dajicing grey- 
hound. 

At last all confusion seemed to cease, and as the whistle 
blew and tlie boat dropped olf the quay, I floated with it 
into the peaceful waters of Lethe. For a short time all was 
blank, but as I slept 1 dreamed, — ilreamed of gliding easily 
over a great blue breast of crystal water, bordered by lofty 
banks, terraced and planted with vines of changing purple 
and emerald. Pomegranates, figs, and lanrel trees grew as 
Insuriously as I had seen them in Italy, and great ridges 
of pine added the element of strength to all this brilliant 
and romantic beauty. Here and there, in little dales of 
tender sward, while cottages nestled like buds hidden from 
the rude world by tiieir hoods of moss, trains of steam cars 
seemed to follow tlie course of our boat along the land's 
edge, mountain goats and fantastically arrayed shepherds 
trudged the ascending and winding paths over the rugged 
hills. Large white stone hotels, standing upon the very 
water's brink, blinding in the sun's bright rays, were du- 
plicated in the crystal world over wliii-li I seemed to l>o 
travelling; everything — boats, people, mountains — was re- 
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filleted in tliis odd nzure cave over wliicli I aoai'ed, iiDtil^ 
tbey apiieiirert aouiidirig the very depths witli their mighty 
shnrtowB. Tlie heaveu above and the water bel()W were of 
a eiiade so marvellously harmonious that I nondered from 
which each had borrowed its beauty. To add awe to tliis 
enrnpluriiig pictin-e there was in the far bai-kground a 
(Thain of snow-white moiititaiDs, and one peak loomed like 
a mammoth iveberg, far above its eompeers. ^Everybody's 
iitteiitiijn was atlrai;ted to it, and in my dream [ viewed it 
through a lorgnette. There he stood, the honry monarch, 
wrapped in the unwrinklod folds of his snowy mantle. 
Said I, is this the giant of tlie hilU, or the evil genii of tlie 
8pot? So mnjestically cold and despotic did he look, that 
] Uirned from him witli a cliilling sadueHS, fur as I gazed I 
traced upon the glacier's piiliahed hips phantom skeleionH, 
grinning sknllB, and ghostly forms of mortals who had 
l*eii shrouiled iu the fulds of the icy drapery. ]n their 
spectral bands they held scrolls whereon were written in 
wicrd characters sad tales of widowed wives and fathurlesa 
orphans, and others bore extinguished torches of youthful 
ainliition ; horrible chasms yawned grim :ind frigid, and in 
their depths I seemed lo see a mass of Heslileas hones, 
broken ladders, and tangletl ropes, chasleLied by the hoar- 
frost into a plaiting of silver. Tliese were the remains of 
philo8oplici-B and seientists who liad sought to pluck ont 
the secrets of this mysterious creation for intellectual ad- 
ruucement; of aspiring young women who had an infirmity 
fur lofty adventure; of foolliardy travellers and over-trnsl- 
fiil guides. It was beguiling, and at the same time forbitU 
ding, and I turned from it with a shiver of awe; yet I waa 
tempted to look and look again, and as I passed on I saw- 
on one side, engraven in ketters Sercely visible by their 
nltra whiteness and stonineus njion the ghastly entablature, 
' Hii Inclmnenl Majesly, Mant Btanv." 

We were not the only oci^npants of this beautiful lake; 
other boats steamed by. Imlen wilb passengers, trailing a 
great column of gray amoke afier them ; little skiffs hold- 
ing one or two glided by ruffling the water with their oars, 
and liny sails started out from the shore like spotless 
doves fanning with their wings the wave tops. 

On and on we skimmed ; chaste iiridal towns smiled up- 
on us from every side, ancient and modern poets' names 
were written upon each hill, and as I leaned over the taff- 
rail 1 saw down.in the mirrored waves the images of those 
who, through the inspiration of these same scenes in tlie 
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purchment. We |inLiB«il at towns that aeeiiiert to lie iilotig 
llie lake bonier anil cloBed in by an amphitheatre of rocks 
piled one on iho other to an immense Jiejglit. Sometiini's 
a long hfkndsome pier extended far out into the lake to 
ivLieL the boat moored, and again vre uonrsed up to tile 
very mountain side and anchoreil by a Biglit of stone steps 
uiit in the rocks, which led to the liotel that seemed to 
hang to sterile craga and jutting elbows; fairy pavilions 
Btamling isolated Irom the mainland on spurs of rock 
were in impressive contrast with the formidable towers 
perched on lol'ty altitudes, by wiiii-h tliey were overlookc<l. 
At length, after making mnny insignlfluant pauses, we 
stopped at a, live town ; the A Ipine streets were Slled with 
[jeople, but they all seemed holidiiy people; there were no 
signs of oeeupation, and no proletaires treading the paths ; 
tliey were all well-dressed, well fe<l, and fat-poeketed pleas- 
ure-seekers, would-be invalids fanned into comparative 
vitalily by the salubrious airs and congenial skies, and 
picturesque rowers. On a grtat board suspended over the 
pier gale I read "Onchy," aiid tids 1 heard them say was 
the lake-port to Lausanne, which lay over a mile farther 
up in the mountains. 

We steamed olT again, ami passing exquisite bamleta 
whei-e titled villas fringed the lake 1 saw old and familiar 
faces and forms at eiich and every atoppaije. Tliey were 
not all people I hod known, but many only the life copies 
of well-remembered pictures; each seemed to have some 
important Btory in connection with his appearance. Freni-h, 
English, German, Austrian, and Belgian nobility, men of 
wealth, and men of letters had aonglit these sylvan retreats 
as havens of rest or safety. The Bonapartes were all 
there, from the "Little Corjioral" to the young Prince 
Imperial, and In my dream, it did not seem strange that 
the esile of St. Helena sliould be promenading with tlie 
dethroned Empress Rug^ide, uor that I should pass Mad- 
ame de Slael and Rousseau within the same hour. All 
the celebrities of the Old World seemed clustered about 
these enchanting spots. Byron followed me persistently 
like some elfin sprite. The others I saw and lost again to 
meet strange faces as 1 did their scenic surroundings, but 
before, behind, above, below, and interweaving all else, was 
that perpetually recurring poet's face and name. It made 
of my dream a horrible nightmare by its constant pursuit 
and my fruitless effurls to escape it. The rocks were 



I 



330 PlCTllllES AND PORTEAITS 

.girdled by the famous iinme; on tlie liint; cniiitals ' 
litaven the miiislrel'a face was inedHlliniitiii; its llie wilvi'S 
liroke under our keel a linijclred imagi^a alione in the eddies, 
birds lisped bia verses in tLeir anng, and tlie waters miir- 
miired bis words, wbile be liiinxelf, 1 thought, appeared in 
every town rollowing and pointing to his own glory- He 
aeemed defrauding Hoiisseiui or his Jitlie wood at ClaretiR, 
Voltaire of Uia residence at Ferney, and Madume de Stnel 
of Coppet. 

We stopped at a jilnce (.'nlled Vevey. This, I saw, was a 
fjisbionable summer resort hy tbe host of flounced aiitl 
ribboned ladies, — Anienuans too, I could see by their deli- 
cate beauty, and wns sure of it when I lienrd one of mrid 
fellow-travellers exclaim, "What stylish young girls!" Sm 
cannot say why, but even in my sleep I took this phrase aa'^ 
a )}ersonal offence, as I knew "stylish" was only applied 
to my coniitrywomen by foreigners, and then I vagnely 
dreaded hearin<r voices pitched in ibu higliuet and thinnest 
register Boat out from tlie shore where the bevy of erisp- 
niffled ladies were elustering. Indeed, it seemed as if I 
were transported to Cape May or Long Branch ; still, there 
was a. mingling of foreign elements thai made it cosmo- 
politan, iu tbe slender dying Bags, and the great signK of 
''hotel" and "jpension," and the well-drilled waiters, with 
here and there scattered overtlie Kbipiiig sward an invalid 
English matron or a langiiisbiug Kuasian countess silently 
ignoring the nuncLalent Americaas. As we paused here I 
thought I saw the dancing canine of the Frenuh family, 
after sliding out of the laps of the ladies and capering 
about tiie knees of the gentlemen with careless grace, glee- 
fully skip on shore, believing we were to lose our compan- 
ions, I found to my dismay his owners on board aa tiiu 
boat backed into the water, while the poor little Italian _ 
dog stood mournfully measuring the distance between the 
wharf and the receding steamer. When the French family 
discovered the melancholy fugitive, the dowager whs 
frozen into dignified and mnjeslic surprise, the young hus- 
band of her daughter was transfixed with amazement, 
while hisgentlemenfriendsgavevcnt to slirii'ks of laughter, 
and last of all the supprvsxcd anger of the young wife, as 
she flashed rebukes upon her culprit husband for neglecting 
her |iet, and fastened lier indignant stare ujion the loud 
merriment of her own fiietida, while disappearing in the 
distance was the solitary form and [liteous face of the 
trnaut ciuodruped. 
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All Miia I (Ireamed nnd more;— lire inn ei I that we saile.l 
on and on, until I came to a place called Territut-Cliilloii. It 
was a lovelj' laketoirn, thai reintmled me of similar ones [ 
had seen on the stage, with its fresh paint and varnisli, and 
graiiile hotels with shining floors, glowing fi'escnes and 
Parian marbles. There were neat green Iroats, with green 
paddles, soft cushions, litlle flags flying to the fore, giiyly- 
dresaed water-men, and sometimes yimng and handsome 
women, pulling the litlle coekle~sht:1lB through the purple 
waters. Snrely itcoidd not lieall real, I Ihoiij^ht; yet nature 
is as finished as art. Man t-omes to train the vine, to tci-- 
nice the hills, to persuade llio water down to the land, and 
tri set in unilbrm the olive ; but it is the Almighty that pre- 
sides in awful dignity on these buttlemented moiititains, 
wrapping their crests in ihe haze of the storm, ligiiting 
them with the qinvering fire of electricity, and agitating 
them down to their deep foLindations with the thunders of 
His wrath. 

I went ashore and cotiimencod the ascent of an acclivity, 
while the boat quitted the pier nnd continued its course. 
1 paused upon the path, for 1 felt weary, and looked out 
upon the blue waters. Boats were moored to the shore, 
and ffliici'as with gay-striped sails and canvas cabins were 
' carrying fishermen's and peasants' stores over the lake. A 
large white hotel elevateil apon a ri<lge of rock faced the 
water, and awnings and matting shades drooped over bal- 
conies bordered by branching pUnts at every story. A 
neat Utile annimer-house hung on ti> the last spur of land, 
nnd flowers bloomed in profusion. I saw no town, no 
shops; only a street levelled along the water where the hotel 
and several Swiss chalets stood, and a little shanty post- 
ofSce where pens, ink, and paper, pins and thread, were 
sold. Beyond this there were no visible means of liumaa 
existence. Tlie well-wooded mountains ruse abruptly in 
rear of the contracted pathway, but sliglilly higher and 
farther hack workmen were cutting away foliage and re- 
ducing sharp granite edges to a foundation level. 

This retreat seemed some angel's nest, closed off from 
the rude world hy God's great walls, and I thought, in my 
dream, what a beatitude to live in such a golden seclusion, 
where no word of strife nor worldly suffering might obtrude 
to spoil supreme content and uuclouiled peace! But look- 
ing beyond I saw a strange, dismal pile of building upon 
ail isolated rock in the lake. It had higii towers and strong 
walls ; feudal biitlreases staned out from the angles and 
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windows 1 sun too, liere ami there in the ul<l atouy fortre 

It LDspired me trith sorrow, and I turned from It willi 

my human sympathies welling in my soul. Even this love 

region then was not free from sorrow and sh&ioe! I we^ 

into the hotel. and they told ice there it was a prison -, th' 

my heart sank and the world seemed darker, and nittiji: 

that had only a moment before been throbhing with tH 

rapture of bcanty, was strip|>ed of her glorious )i1iiini-'s. 

inquired who languished in thfi living tomb, hut tUi' — .^^''^ 

F^eemed none to tell the story ; then I wondere<l how hJir « *""^ 

kl might remain at Una halcyon spot, for even in my divai* ''^^'L 
I had a vague dread of some unacen and Luieontrolladi * *' 
jmwev iiiterroiiting my hapiiiuess. ^^ 

The Iiotel had spacious apartments, but the larder muf?^ * - a 
liave been scanty, for I remember a gnawing hunger tearing * * Z, ° 
at me that seemed insatiable, not beenuae I was such v 
prodigious gastronome, but because tin 
nothing to eat. Night lowereti her sable pall. 
suffering from an unappeased desire I seemed to sleep ; thcw 
a horrible phantom carried me to a banquet-hall wher*"^ 
tables, buixlened witli delicacies maddened me with thciM * 
inviting aroma, and increased my ravenous appetite-.*^ 
Sometimes great bowls of terrapin, pyramids of croquettes^ ^^ 
ravishing salads, pate-de-foia-gras, caviare, or barbecueilS' 
nibins templed me, and as I was about to propitiate my 
persistent enemy )'y one of these, they mogioatly d" 
jK'nrcd ; tlien luscious frnit, for which I reached, receded 
from my grasp, and as I followed the deceiver it ever kept 
iienr enough to beguile me and far enough to C8cape7 Inst 
of fill 1 saw a bottle of champagne, from which the cork 
seemed to be rising spontaneously; " Here," said I, "is 
the unknown power to alleviate my suffering," and purs- 
ing my lips for the life-giving draught, I heard the wine 
flowing to the ground, and 1 thought 1 awakened with 
frenzy at my heart. 

The enervation of hunger and lethargy was upon me, 
yet 1 had an imaginary recollection of a grim lower they 
culled jirison. It was day again, but veila of mist hung 
over Jura's heights, and I he water was black and foreboding. 
] looked out upon all this from my window, then went down 
to follow the rugged Alpine path to the fortress. It was 
a short walk, and I only passed some wanderers, like my- 
self, and a few mountain pcnsauls. I stood and giixed u|Min 
itronghold — with windows opening oidy upon ihe 
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great waste of waters, wliere even lliu birils cliir|icil iiotps 
of sorrow, iiiid the waves lieavc-d mclnni'lioly siglis foi' the 
' laiigniahiiig vietinis — burure cmsHing tlie crude bridge, the 
BolitBry link bctwcun the Inke-tionnd rnck and the m.'iiulaml. 
There wure other siraiigei's th«i'e paying tlieir franirs tu tlie 
caslellan, and buying neat little paintings uf the l)ist<>ricd 
predncls frimi tlie artist at the door. 

I was ushered through a dirty courtyard, wliera rata and 
mice and miscellaneous vermin migbt gamhol ad hOilum. 
Dungeons, I saw, wliere human slaves had perished and 
human wolves had left llieir inelfaceable footi>riiita ; halls 
wliere princes of Savoy Lad lodged, still hung with armor 
of departed ohiertains; arsenals of artillery; halls of jiis- 
tice and columned and arched diniug-cham1)era. At last £ 
came to the snliterranean halls that are excavated from the 
roi'k, far down under the tvalls of the stfongliold, and yet 
above the surface of llie stream ; long narrow windows 
were cut through the granite that reflected the light upon 
the water liai-k upon the roof, making an ethereal glamour 
' through the dungeons; little dark holes intersticed the 
I several apartments where, they whispered, prisoners had 
I- been executed. In the hist of these dismal chambers I 
' saw the form of a man purelied upon a foothold in the 
rac'ky wall and peering through tiie grated loophole. He 
turned, when 1 entered, and coming forward in a mysteri- 
ous manner took my hand ni>d said, "Do not fear. ] am 
Only a priacmer now, by self-imposed fetters. I have grown 
to love bondage." I was not friglitened, in my dream, at 
lioing BO familiarly greeted hy a dUenu, liut I looked up 
and saw a man gray, stooped and weary, but not with age, 
ajid retaining all Iho remains of strong physical beauty- 
He spoke to me in a nebulous tone in consonance with our 
surroundings, and said, " Cornel" I followed him and he 
conducted me to a small dark room on the ground Boor. 
It contained two other occu[)ant8 — convict and escort ; a, 
trap of plauka flxed to the Qoor by iron binges was lifted, 
and my new eieeronegavemethccue to look, but not to ven- 
ture near the gap; I saw a few steps like the beginning of 
I a contracted oblique stairway, all else was lost in intense 
I obscniity. 1 said nothing, but stepped back overawed, 
imagining these steps to lead to a deepseated dungeon; 
then the condemned walked forward, and as he took his firxt 
[ descending step a supernatural hush seemed to pervade the 
Juill. We all stood breathless, and, in my dream, I felt as 
I if a heavy weight was pressing upon my breast; another 
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11(1 I ktievv 11 buriieiied soul wne bcin^ (.'urritid out 
t(i its enliinai'iiic grave Ihrougli the Ahysa, Ab my giiiile 
led nie Bway he only said " Ninety feet deep ;" but 1 iiiidtr- 
Btood. He conducted me Imtk to llie hall of seven pillars; 
lie pointed to the liftli, with its raiikeving, daiiging ring 
and chain, saying, " Here my ancestor, the bmve knight- 
errant Bonivard, languisheii ;" then to the lliird, wbci-e I 
saw the name BjTon, and my eye canght still other names 
— Eugene Sue and Victor Jingo — that J had a mystic re- 
menihrance were filling ibe earth n'ilh glory. He toM me 
bis pedigi'ee and the Biitlei'ii)gs of his ancestors for national 
liberty, and the triumphs of the prior of Saint Victor more 
tliuu three fentnries ago for tile abatement of |mpal tyranny 
and ecclesiastical degradation, and added, "There sliould 
be no slaves of religion or government." Nol I shook my 
liead dismally ; thinking nt: were all vassals to some my 
terioiis anthority. 

1 do not know how many hours ola|i8ed, lint we walked 
Itai'k thi'ongb the vistas of time and seemed to see all the 
episodes and chiiracters that filled these hisloriual balls 
with fame. 

He said, "lieforeyon leave me I must tell you that I 
II the poet speaks: — 
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1 raised my band with an expostidatory motion. " Oh, 
mercyl" I cried; ''spare me, allow me to go in peac^e; 
tbat inevitable fame and face and form have been pursuing 
anil preceding me for diiyB," "But," he insisted, "you 
must hear, for it is the music of his melody and the balo 
of his genius that have glorified this charnelbouse; the 
romance of poetry haa supplanted sober history. Until be 
poured the light of his intellect upon this prison, Lake 
Leman was comparatively unknown; Aim poem has given 
it a priceless value, and like the fabled musiu of the nymphs 
attracts thonsanda of strangers to the Island. Now," 
said be, "it occurs to me that Byron's posterity shciukl 
bave a legal claim to the royalty, just as playwrights or 
patentees have tbeir poundage. Of our thousands of visi- 
tors lln-y all leave a substantial token ; now if this is ni't 
to ])rove a portion of the income of his descendants it 
should at least lie devoted to a monument to bis memory. 
But what voice have 1?" he euu tinned; " I, wbo aiu only a 



OF FOREIGN TBAVEl,. 



ivict, who Imve learned to lov( 



325 
I lioine, 



y cavern 
Willi the mice and spiders and toads, the Hinell of c 
nesB, and the graves of my fathers for my bed; they," with 
a gesture of his head toward tlie outer door, "will not listen 
to me, and protest as you may against his haunting influ- 
ence, his inspiration flamed all over Switzerland, as it 
flamed over Belgium and Italy, and wherever it touched it 
seemed to transmute everything into gold, not only casting 
a rosy haze over each spot, i)ut adding to its intrinsic 
value. When he showered these streams of radiance upon 
my prisou home he little thouglit he w:ia contrihuting profit 
to hotels, steamboats, railways, castellans, and conferring 
fame upon me. Deemest thou me ungrateful now? Oh, 
magic mental powerl how thf>u oiitlivest the bravery of 
the soldier, and even the sacrifice of the martyr," and as 
he knelt at the shrine of his immortalizing bard, the spaces 
grew darker, and the troubadour's image suspended in 
vacancy shone with the glory o( the mounted sun that 
blinded my vision, filling the dungeon with a golden in- 
cense that drowned my senses, and thus 1 drifted into 
peaceful oblivion, until waking I found myself in tlie 
Hotel Oibbun at Lausanne. 



LETTER LXI I I. 

"The clouds arc on tUe Oberlnnil, 

The Jnngfrau snows lonk faint and far ; 
But bright are those green fields at hand. 
And tbraugli those fields comes dowa the Aar." 
Arnold. 



Berke, July, 1878. 
I ROSE on the Fourth to find myself mentally celebrating 
Uie anniversary of American independence in the quiet 
little Protestant Swiss town of Lausanne. Although a 
{.'Ultivated place, with four or five newspapers, a great 
library, a long history, and the chief centre of one of the 
provinces of Switzerland, no more account was taken of 
our national holiday than if the Declaration of Indepen- 
dence had never been proclaimed or America never discov- 
ered. 
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torian, Gibbon, wrote the coMclmling portion of hia pou- 
derouB book, Thn Decline and Fall of the Moman Umpire, 
iiiiiety-one years ago. The Hotel Gibbon deservea a glori- 
ous nnine, for it is a gem of its kind, and TTorthy of eulo- 
giiim as well for its unexceptional cuisine as for its moilerate 
prii^es. 

The English were present in full force at the fine house 
dedicated to tlieir learned coiintrvnian. A cold, reticent, 
exclusive race are they, and while 'Mrs. John Bull and her 
gtntle heifers are as easily diatingnished for their charnc- 
lerisliea as Mrs. Brother Jonathan, John Qui] is gener- 
ally more loquacious and oonipaniouable than his sister. 
Just here 1 urn reminded that au AmeHcan woman gener- 
ally prefers the sterner sex — an uspersion to which 1 disdain 
a reply. 

Lausanne ia a peaceful, pictnresqtie town, built upon 
crags and mountain-sidea. Wherever a street ur villa might 
be hung, whether upon turret, spur, or pass, we find one. 
Every road is a hilly path, and every house on an inclined 
plane. The slopes are rigid and oftentimes circuitous. And 
while my sisters were broiling at home, 1 was rolled in a 
heavy shuwl, for the air was cidder than an Ameri(!au Octo- 
ber. It is a curioua town, with pretty shops of wood-carv- 
iugs, and great hills to climb, and a siiotliing inQuence, 
where one might rest conteiit and forget the world. 

Above the city the paths twine about the Alps, over 
which the, peasants trudge in their coarse costumes, bearing 
their burdens of wood and water upon their backs. Few 
strong men 1 saw, mostly women ; some shrivelled and bent 
by the weight of years; others young, but rapidly passing 
from the springtime of life into the autumn by theii donble 
trials. They carry the necessaries of existence up the rug- 
ged ascents to their little Alpine hntu, tucked under the 
granite edges. There are no individual hydrants and 
wood-piles iu each of these humble homes, ns we have 
across the water. Here the water must be drawn at the 
public street-fountains, and carried in great wooden pails 
strapped upon the back, and the kindling must be gathered 
in mountain forests from the fallen brushwood. 

This pai't of Switzerland i 
degree. Every rood is utilized. The regionf 
lakes are a suixession of villas and stone towns, the roads 
being super-solid, thrift and cleanliness are joined to luxury 
and taste. This lillle republic, sandwirhed between great 



I cultivated in the highest 



OF FOREIdN TRAVEL. 



321 



i 



kiugdoma, flouvislies upon travellers. Tlie long and I'igoi'- 
oiia winters exliauat tlie gai'nered gains from the harvest of 
snmmer tourists, so cacli year finds tlie liotel and atiop- 
keepera feetiing upon tlie nnstispecting strangers like cor- 
morants. The iron-roads are used little by the natives, 
who are mostly JDcliistrioue and frugal. Ingenious and 
Binijile, Ihey are happy among " Iheir future oils and vinea," 
in the skill of their exquisite wood-sculptures, aud pretty 
little paintings of moiiutnius and lakes. I verily believe 
every one in Switzerl.iud Is master of the brush and chisel ; 
and there they sit upon lake-shore or Alpine ledge, trans- 
muting God's imiaterpieees into gold. 

Nature has been prollBc of beauty to Switzerland. To 
the United States it has vmuhsared the wealth of the world. 
Our country is a suecession of climates and zones. With- 
out passing beyond our own territory we may, with small 
expense, live in perpetual spring and snmmer. This new 
world, with all its gifls, seems a special dispensation of 
Providence, as the Una! refuge and salvation of mankind. 
Bere, with comparatively few of these advantages, the long 
winters and ahort anmmera, with the marvellous glaciers, 
snow mountains only slightly elevated above fields green 
with verdure, Alps on Alps, tlie absence of coal and iron, 
make the people dependent upon their own industries or 
the bounty of strangers. The whole face of the country is 
wrinkled, indented, and cut up into rocky mountains of 
vast height; yet, by the law of compensation, the cavities ' 
UK translucent lakes, while their narrow shores are ex- 
(fuisiteiy adorned by public reaorts or elegant private resi- 
dences. 

Near Lausanne 1 saw the Srat genuine Swiaser barns, a 
cnnibinalion of dwelling-house, kitchen, stable, aud granary, 
all under one roof, and not an unpleasant accumulatiou of 
comforts, if the manure-heap was not invariably before the 
dining-room window. 

In the ride between Lausanne and Berne the Swisser 
bams began to multiply. French costumes gave way to 
the short petticoats of broad, awkward women and large- 
footed men in brogans. Itali&n art recedes before German 
industry. Catholic crosses disappear from the roadside. 
Calvin and Lnther push out Ibe Pope and cardinals. The 
shaven fields, comfortable homes, and broad, genuine faces 
Lancaster or Berks County air, Tlie nanaentiug 
garlic of the Italian conductors is lost in the equally strong 
udur of Limberger cheese and beer. The beggars of Italy 
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are replaced by toiling women in the fields and on the high-' 
ways. 

The mil way -car ridges of Switzerland are entered from a 
platform front and rear, like our own ; not in parallel seats, 
however, liut divided into aioall sections, wiili connecting 
doors find passageB throngli the centre (the effect of this 
arrangement is to make less space, and less comfort), and 
every alternate section is ilevoted to smoking. 

Tlie cold climate of Lausanne has disappeared nnder a 
summer snn in Berne, tliongh there is none of the intense I 
heat of an American July. I 

The flrst picture I met was a bevy of S^iss peasants at 
the d^|>&t, in liieir pietnretique costumes of coarse black 
I)etticoi<t, plaited full at the waist and falling jnst above 
the ankles; black velvet corsage, high in the back, cut in a 
low square on llie bosom, exposing a chemisette of crnde 
CMtton cloili. Most of these raoiintain-lired women are 
short, stuiily, and solid as pine knots. They are as utterly 
graceless as if they were sexless, and possess all the hanli- 
hood of animals of burden. 

Berne itself, the politicAl capital of the Republic of 
Switzerland, is not half so handsome and bright a city as 
Reading, yet somewhat resembles it by the lofty mountain 
in the rear. Here there is neither grace in the men, beauty 
in the women, elegsnce in the streets, nor perfume in the 
air. The women saw and split wood, clean highways, pull 
heavy wagons up steep hills, banl their own moving, and of 
conrse hear all the ills entailed by nature upon the sex just 
as if Ihi-y were the petted darlings of royalty. But the 
frame in which this ugly old town is placeil is inconceivably 
lovely; the tields are alternately green and golden; the 
mouniainous Alps are from seven to ten thousand feet in 
height, covered with snow or shining with vines; while the 
rivers, hriuht ns jewel-beds, flow round the city, endless 
streams of heidlli. 

My first impressions of Berne were that it was a clean, 
calm, Dutch town, a striking contrast to France or Italy; 
al'ter I had seen its public places and streets, tlint il was a 
very dull, very dirty, and very Dutch town, with a nomen- 
clature in which Bigler, Baer, Baur, Ritter, Karnhaus and 
Zuglcr fVeqiiently appear. True there is an amplitude of 
Bipnilor in Italy, but all is hallowed by their superlative 
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pliotogrnplis, on ^ravings, and iiaintings are pre-eminently 
Dutch, witli a |ii'oinuietit attenapt, at soinetliing mare dilet- 
tniite, just us tlieir language is a patois. Tliere is a pro- 
nounced indisposition of tbe natives to speak the mother 
tongue; they as|nre to French, nhicli being adulterated 
makes a perfectly incoinprehenaible jargon, understood 
only hy the population of tlie Canton. Should tliey feel dis- 
honor at the language of Luther, Schiller, Goethe, Liebig, 
and the great religious, politicul, and poetical writers of 
the past? 

1 walked to the Cathedra! terrace, a pnlilic resort beauti- 
fidly situated overlooking the winding river Aar. There 
were shady walks, bronze statues, and jutting pavilions at 
the corners overhanging the dismal town below; but it was 
crowded with old men smoking hail pipes, and coase sauer- 
kraut and pork women drinking beer. How different is all 
this from the gay throngs ulong tlie boulevards of Paris, 
or tUe voluptuous Roman maidens in tlieir tawdry but daz- 
zlin<; costumes cluslerin^ on the steps that lead from the 
Piajiza di Spa^na at the hour of sunset. Even the ruined 
Cathedral is bare aud deaolate after tlie rich fulness of 
Catholic temples. 

There are a number of so-called attractions in Berne 
which beguile the stranger into a visit. They are all friiuds 
of the most flagrant odor, from the grotesque Kiiiderfrcsaer, 
or child-eater, to the bear-pits. This awkward cormorant, 
in his Oriental costume, is perched upon the lofty height 
of a street f'luntain, evidently enjoying his evening meal 
of youthful progeny that peep out from his pockets in the 
most appetizing way. Ask a Bernese the attractions of liiti 
town, and he will enumerate them, always begiuuing with 
the Kinderfresser as the cynosure, and ending with the clnck 
tower, which is a superlative fraud. The former has only 
the merit of being an oddity, and with its accompan_ving 
bears, which are the heraldic emblem of the city, refers to 
an old tradition. 

The savage triiies were proverbial for worshipping ani- 
mals. The Persians adore the sun ; in Pagan eras the 
white bull was sacred ; in scriptural epochs the lamh, shee;', 
and rams were holy aacriflcea. lu India the white elephant, 
in Oonstsnliuople the dog, in Venice the picongs and 
winged lions, and in many climates tile serpents have 
homage done tliera. In Berne the bear is the ubiquitous 
symbol. If I desired to make a pun, and a very bad one, 
1 would say, for n decent town it is the bearest one i ever 
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lieare are keiit nt the mtiiiicipHl expena^ m a pit in Hie 
very heart of tlie lily, ami vtry offensively kejit in adili- 
tion; to add disgast to the repellant den dirty boye and 
Moated men overliang tlie iron miling tossing Tood to the 
rank aiiimsla. Two granite bears, badly executed, keep 
guard over the Alierthiin — main gate to the city. Others 
support tlie shield of the Cornliall ; a. whole troop of bears 
so through a series of geDiiflexioDs at the clock tower. 
There are bear pliotogrnphs iuniinierable, bears in wood aa 
ornaments, bears in gold and silver ua cliarma or trinkets, 
bears dancing, bears hghting, bears cooing, bears at bil- 
liards, bally bears, mother bears, and father bears, in a 
word, B. community of bears, and for a quiet people a bare- 
faced commnnity. Indeed the ancient Egyptians had not 
a greater reverence for Ibis than these people have for their 
tutelary emblem. J 

The clock tower is anoilier hideous curiosity, if J may 1 
honor the structure by sucli an epithet. Jt was originally^ 
erected as a watch-tower in 1191, and renovated in n"0. 
It ie now poorly preserved, as if to perpetuate the habits 
of the old Bernese. The value of vigilance seems to be 
the apothegm entailed by its curious ineelianisni. Tbi-ee 
minutes before every honr n wooden couk claps its wiu^s 
and crows; n miuiitc later the bears match around lu a 
circle; a Dntcli clown strikes the hour on a bell as the 
hands of the clock point to the hour ; a 
the time by turning a glass and raising a 
stroke ; and a bear on his eight accompa 
nulions of its head. This silly spectai' 
of visitors hourly, and i ' 
comfort, the e 
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B odor, that I presume arose from the gutter that fluwwl M 
throiigli the middle of the street. ' 

Yet Derue may claim a genuine sentiment, as a recent 
incident whii'h 1 gathered from a resident here proves. The 
■well-knowu Jubilee Singers, who have been making a lour 
of Europe for some months in the interest of the Fisk 
University at Nashville. Teuu., seven females and four 
males, gave their first concert at Borne on the evening of 
the 15th of last May, in tlie French olnirch. A colored 
person in Switzerhmd is aa rare as a Turk in America, 
anil so, apart from their talent as musicians, waa the ex- 
citement created by their bronze faces. True, rumors of 
tlicir prollciency had preceded them ; ihey had ekctrifieil 
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nkrort-on-l lie-Main, 
mil Bome of the most dislingiiislied professors of Buhouls 
aiitl colleges yielded to the influence of their sweet, j'ut 
weird and sacred melodies. In London, eminent persons, 
— tlie Puclicss of Sutherland, Hr. Oladetone, the Duke of 
Devonsliire, while the Diike of Arg^le [laid tribute to their 
genius by inviting them in hi!> ensile. In Uollfind they 
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At the dose of their Hrst exhibitioTi in Berne, Mr. Yan 
liuren, President of the city, iDvitcd them to return for a 
Bi'cond concert, and placed tlie Cathedral at their disposal. 
To enal'le those residing At a distance to attend, the con- 
ceil was fixed for the aflerniinn, and in tbe evening tliey 
dined with tlieir pnlron at tlie"Enge,"a cele'irated res- 
taurant in the suburbs, to meet such persons as had evince<( 
intense interest in their history. This concert iu the Cath- 
edral was a greater success than the former, when they 
were welcomed to Switzerland l)y Mr. Van Buren, wLio 
api'ke of the great sympathy their woiidcrfid genius and 
their deliverance from slavery bad esciled among his 
]ie<iple. 'Ihe response was made by Mr. F. J. Loudin, one 
of the minstrels, with touching eloquence. At the " Enge," 
the musical Societies of Berne came to honor the Jubilee 
gingers with Moody and t^aiikey melodies, and, fatigued 
as they were,' they replied to the eulogistic, serenade in 
their famous song of '^The Bells." 

An impressive incident shows how these colored artists 
arouse all nations with their harmonies and their sulferings. 
An English lady, Madame de Watleville,}i«e O'Connor, was 
BO much moved by the thrilling fervor of their music that she 
invited them to her elegant villa near Thoune to pass a 
treek with licr. 

Berne preserves more tlioronglily its old eccentricities than 
any other Swiss city, it is ^iie to its ancient liquor an<l 
legends — beer ami beai-s, though there is a wine-cellar with 
hogsheads containing sixty-two thousand quarts of wine. 
There are a few really impusijig public buildings, but the 
simplicity of repulilicanism is severely maijilained in the 
city of the Swiss Congress. Yet even here, in the very 
heart of I'epublieanism, we Rnil a rii'h and poor aristocracy. 
The families with a long i>edigree are as exclusive as they 
were a thousand years agi). 
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While in Rr>me I beard curiona stories of the poverty"" 
nnd pride of titled families. Many of them reside iu the 
cellEirs of their own palaces and live upon the i-eiitals ; wliile 
frequently the upper flours of the old i-nsiK'S are oei'iipieil 
hy wealthy Americans and English, aud the Italian dukes 
and counts are content to hide their own destitution liy 
aharing the same floor wilh ihe pigs and poultry. But it 
was even more interesting to me, who had not lonkcd for 
Mue Wood amongst the German Swiss, to find tiial lliere 
was so much of the miserable pride of tincestry here. 

There is some excuse, however, for tliia foolish arriignnce 
in Europe, and we t'derate il when we rcmenilier that these 
narrow souls were not only l>orn to, bnt have inherited Lhe 
helief of their espeuial superiority ; still there is no apology 
for Americans who are either asbapied of their ancestors or 
overly fond of boasting of them. 

Such a course is ever a confession of personal inferiority. 
}{e who has won his own title to nolnlity never points ti) 
his pedigree, whether his grandfather l>e a saint, a sovlt- 
eign or a scavenger. His individual patent of royalty is 
too apparent to need the advertising medium of his i^ro- 
geiiitor's dnat. He never resurrects his grandfather's ghost 
to heave at you twenty times in an hour as the family crest 
of heraldry. 

On an elevation lieyond tlie botnnical gardens stands a 
beautiful residi-nce, the home of the American Ministnr, 
Nicholas Fisli, son of the late Seci-etnry tif State. The 
highly-cultivated official and his family reflect grace untJ 
credit upon our country, and form the conti'asting and re- 
deeming link in the chain of ministers and consnltt who 
force themselves into positions for which they are neither 
qnalifted by nature or education by a too elaborate perso- 
nal canvass, or as the reward for partisan zeal. This in- 
trigue on the part of the politicians, and cowaniice on (he 
part of the appointing power at Washingtou, has merileil 
for our country and some A merican ambassadors at foreign 
courts many mortifying slurs. 

My task is done, my note^of Berne are taken, and now 
at the close of the sweet Sabbath I look Irom my window 
upon a broad expanse of glorious landscape where nature 
reigns supreme. Qod has clone so much to embellish this 
exquisite picture that art eeema to have been awed into 
silence by the stroke of the master-hand. Tlie dar is Sow- 
ing swiftly in its course this quiet Sunday niternoini, dash- 
ing against the stone piers of a. little bridge, while farthvr 
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t fonnis nn<1 plunges over a. I'ouk into a milky cntni'nct, 
wliere the color oT tbe water changes from a pale blue to 
eniei'nid. Tbe white roads wind through tlie luxiiriBiit 
fields of grass and golden grain. The little white farm- 
houses across :the stream, witli great crimson roofs, are 
closed and silent. Dutch [reaaanta are walking in the cool 
sliady lanes, and little boats are moored to the river's briiik 
niider the tall poplars that stand motionless in the summer 
twilight. The picture is vitalized by a tiny biai^k dog 
standing upon the delta of sandy soil. 

How rii'li and picturesque the grand plateau of land op- 
P"site, touehfd by the afterglow — the peculiar phenomenon 
of the lierui'se Obcrland. Phoibus has gone tu rest behind 
ti Alps, and pale Cynthia swings her silver crescent over- 
head, and as the eternal dome gradmiUy changes her rolias 
of vivid orange, intense blue, and dazzling ciimson for the 
I florubre hues of gray and slate, I hear the Tyrolese songs 
of cottagers coming in nebulous strains thifiugh the valley, 
iver tide as it rolls and dasheB like the mighty waves 
of ocean, the screeching oftlie hawks as tliey Qy round and 
' rtinnd in circles on the mountain peaks, and tlie report of 
I the aportsraan's gun in the distance, all blent into one 
heavenly harmony. A circlet of gold binds the western 
I »ine, and a hazy blue-and-white flecked veil hangs over- 
f Iiead as I sit id the mystic afterglow of the Beruese Alps. 



LETTER LXrV. 

" There ia a liglil in dnrkneaa whidi the bdqI 
Cau seldom know, utitil the etntu hnvi: crept 
From height tn height ncrnss the Hhaihiwless peaks 
Which seutiucl lliy viilley ; there are deeps 
In Ihy green linllowa, where siill tlimight could lie 
Through anmrner uooLia unendiug, glad wilh ilreains." 
Amnis Fielus. 

Inteulakbn, July, 1878. 

When I was a wee little girl my school-teacher told 

( write a composition on Interlaken. I really do nut 

i recollect whether I had ever bettrd of the superb toy Swiss 

town, with its crystal lakes and ice mountaius, until tiiat 

Inute; however, from the name 1 had a mystic idea that 
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it was BomcTCherc in the Exst, but this ditl ii<>t liinl »! > >*' t^^H 
slioitUl say of it, as 1 had not the most Hiubigiiuus to"*"^*!*"^^^^ 
tiofi of its geographical aitualion or its pliysio:il asp*^'*' ^ 
I'oints were given upon which the class were to elahc^ »««■ ■ 
Now the points of a composition for a class of y*"^^""? ■ 
children are generally the coiuplet* article with the t^t-"'"'' I 
lion of several stilted adjectives interjected here nn-l t *'" 1 
to heighten the glow of the stenes, I began to elabo^"'"^'' ' 
and descriheil a sUtrm on the lake. — I was told there w ■=** * 
luke, — ajK>ke of liny skilfs, fantaslitally dressed (reasa^ "!■*' 
and thundering heights. This composition made an "'' 

effai-ealile impress on my mind, for the paradosii-al rea„---f" 
that I had not the vaguest knowledge of what 1 was writ —"'if" 
1 Gnislied the production and handed it in to our sirc^^^^' . 
hoaril of education fur inspection, without beiug sure^^* 
the national position of the village in quesLinti. Now I . 

I have sten Interlaken, I long for those early sheets ihn^^ 
might insert Ihem just here as a much truer approach ^, 
nature than any picture I am now al>Ie to draw, T^^— ' ' 
realization of this fact saddens me as I feel that the sbtZ^ ~^^ 
of genuine inspiration — the inspiration that emanates frc:;^-^ 
tlie muse, not from knowledge: — lies buried under the asU -^^ 
of years. ^^( 

The distriit Iwtween Berne and Interlaken is like a le. -^ ^^ „ 
tnken from a story-book. Into a sweet valley of not nini^^^g_ 
lliaii twenty-five tniles is crowtled a combination of beautie^^. 
The ride from Thiin is across a level meadow-garden, liL> 
twecn two chains of mighty Alpine hills, inters|)ersed v 
vast Swisser barns, and animated by throngs of men 
women laboring in the fields, with the oversli ad owing pre--' 
sence of the Bernese Oberland, that fragment of Swilzer-' 
hind famous for weird and romantic avenery, dangerous ] 
passes, sliining lakes, and rivers full of melted snuw, that J 
pours and plunges iu torrents from the hills. 

All this sectioii is controlled by tlie Protestants, and' 
everywhere the presence of Protestant inttnence is |>ercepti- 
l>)e. There are about 1,000,000 Catholics in Swiizerland, 
and 1,500,000 Protestants, but in Uie Cantons of Berne snd 
Zurieh the Papists number five to one. 

Thun is a dull, uncleanly town, with large and costly J 

hotels. The main street is built in arcades, where llivl 

frouts of the houses projecting about ten feet above thef 

ground form magazines. On the roof of these is the pa 

i inent for foot-passengers. There are many busy shops, and 1 

knjitideuces looking as archaic as the hills by which they are I 
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iiiL'loseil. Rut ill llie midat of ail this antiqiiilj m'f almost 
toiiiiLltiiB fi'tsli aii<) g'irgeotis hotels: Hiitels whose (lecri- 
rations are sometliing altogetJier foreign from our Amei-i- 
cnn estaliiishiiieiils in llie mere mailer of frescoes, giiiiinji, 
carving, stucco, statiiarj', mosaic and parqiieterie floor§, 
arbors, walks, fountains, cascades ; in a word, of iiiSnite 
variety and sitill. The constrnclion and improvement nf 
tliese hotels prove two facts: the honndless resources of tlie 
capitalists of Europe, and the enormous protits gathered 
at European summer resorts. Tliey abounil in every re- 
gion. They are not conflneil to tile great cities, hut in 
every little French, Italian, Oertnan, Swiss, and Duteh 
town, on every romantic plateau, or mountain summit, or 
lake border, and in every nook and corner that history or 
poetry liaa immortalized, there are these rasplendent tempta- 
tions to the purses of the wealthy stranger. 

Every new hotel is a fresh marvel to me, and a new one 
rises every year in every availal'lo spot; but there ia no 
surprise more startling than tlie apparent scarcity of guests 
even in the most succussTul senson. These hotels are never 
cmwded, and just now the superior magnet of tlie Paris 
^Exposition is drawing away tlicir patrons aii<l cxiiausting 
their exche<]ner8. I have wondered that a journaliNt does 
not undertake to record the statistics of the expense, in- 
come, and ownership of this continental hotel system. 

We dined at the Bullevue, just beyond the city boundary, 
perched on an edge of land overhanging the valley of the 
Aai, The food was good, pln.iii and inexpensive, but when 
we attempted to contract for a carriage to drive us to some 
of the castles and villas on the lake while we tarrieil for the 
boattolnterlnken, we discovered that tlie schedule of prices 
exceeded those in Philadelphia or New York; so this 
jileasure was abandoned — reluctantly — as we liad no aspi- 
rations to become the benefactors of the Thun livery 
stables. 

About one mile from the city proper, at the bead of the 
lake, we took the boat for Interlaken. All along the shore 
there were enchanting glijnpses of Swiss nature and modern 
art. It was neat and trim, clean and beautiful, yet ditfercnt 
from the Lake of Como with its glamour of tradition and 
romance. The superb scene had a peculiar fascination of 
grim majestic heights blended with cosy rest and youthful 
jollity. The banks were studded with picturesque villas 
and glowing gardens, but everywhere there were chateaux 
and hotels and home attractions for travellers ; everjwhcre 
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tirillisnt [larterres, emerald terraces, aud blooming slopeiJ^ 
little bnats danring on the translucent naves, the jucuml 
voices of tourifts, with the ringinif laugh of children and 
young girls mingling like silver bells in the chorus. 

As our boat advanced ov-er the path it ploughed for itself 
in the serene waters, the coloasal hills seemed to close over- 
head in an arch of granite; ttiey bowed their majestic 
pinnacles before ns and barred our way. Just at the rao- 
nieiit when all egress was apparently cut off the granite 
clilfs opened, and we glided through as pnividentially as 
the fliildren of Israel crossed the Red Sea when the waters 
heaved into two great walls on either side of Ihcni ; aud, 
indeed, our path between the frowning rocks seemed as 
miraculous. All was so wild, inscrutable, mysterious, aud 
silent, that toil seemed to Lave died out of the world ; yet 
among these rocks and ravines labor's hands are sore, and 
woman drudges like a slave while she discharges the double 
duties of wife and mother. 

See yonder she is piling the sheaves of wheat upon the 
wagon, sweeping the scythe through the bending grain, 
pulling heavy loads upim the mountainside; and farther 
on arc four sturdy, muscular peasant women straining at 
the oars of a boat burdened with hay, and pushing it into 
the neighboring shore ; and over on the roadside is a girl, 
not more than sixteen, and tier aged mother splitting granite 
with a pick for a turnpike. 

Where are the fathers, the brothers, the husbands, or the 
lovers? Such creatures must exist in this region, else how 
the wives and the daughters? And these slaves are the 
creatures to whom men refuse suffrage, because such an aut 
would entail upon tbem an unsexing servitude, and enlijcct 
them to degrading positions or hazardous exposure; these 
are tliey against whom men bar their university doors, be- 
cause Ihey are too fragile to bear the travail of arduous 
study, or too rose-like and beautiful to come in constant 
contact with a promiscuous crowd of men, or too delicate 
aud fair and chaste to listen to learned discussions on 
pathology and anatomy. These are the crealurea upon 
whom even the more favored of llieir own sex say it would 
be a demoralizing and degenerating influence to allow them 
to take part in the science of government and the higher 
professions with their brothers! Let ns be logical if we 
cannot be just. At least, in these old countries, if wiimen 
miisL work, and men uinsl, fight, let the burdens of life Iw 
equalized. Do not say that those we call in America the 
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fpelilest elioiilil here be made to do the heaviest of all human 
toils. 

After leaving the bocit, a. small line of railway — a ten 
minntea' ride — toolc ine to the little show town presided 
over hy that ealloiia young lady, arrayed in her glistening, 
icy gannentR, Jungrraii. I rude np a long ati'cet that 
neemed to extend itself far beyond my vision, until it was 
lost in the water or cut off by the rocks. Thia street whs 
bordered liy double rows of walnut trees, and on either 
hand were shops of wooden sculptures and paintings of 
Alpine si-enery ; as I proceeded handsome hotels with os- 
tentations facades and gaudy flowei-gardens took the ptaue 
of the magazines on one side, and on the other lovely 
streti-hes of eiuerald turf shone in pronouneed conlraat with 
the gray rocks and frozen monntains. These liotels seemed 
to have been erected overnight, so modern in architecture 
and fresh in paint were they. On and on we rode until [ 
marvelled how many of these sinking funds the town 
owned. I had settled upon my own hostel, whieh I found 
was rather far np-town, having, however, two advantages, — 
lihat of being directly opposite the chaste and silent bride, 
Iwhere I might gaze upon her shining robes and feel her 
^ozen smile in retnrn; then, the second benelit was, to 
Teach the business centre 1 was obliged to pass an infinite 
variety of rich and picturesque stores. Half way down 
tiie long street I turned off to my right and found the 
Cursaal, where the whey from the mountain goats' milk 
is sold to complaining invalids. It is a beautiful open 
garden, situated half on the ground level, and tilted slighlly 
on the mountain ascent, where summer-houses and flower 
"beds framed in odd devices, a restaui'ant, and a platform 
for the baud are the interesting features. Fai:ther up to- 
ward the Lake of Brienz, on the opposite bank of the Aar, 
I could see the peasants of Unterseen treading the steep 
paths. It was a sweet picture, and as I stood enraptured 
the one qnestion pushed itself into prominence : Is the life 
I see here as fascinating in practice as it is in ideal ? 

Tnterlaken is a purely show place, — neat and clean as a 
young woman dressed fur a fair; but how the shopkeepers 
and landlords subsist is a marvel. Said 1 to the waiter at 
table this morning, " You have many hotels here ; can you 
tell me how many 7" " Oh, yes," he replied in very bad 
Ii)nglisli, "we have quite five hundred." "What I" I ex- 
claimed in startled amazement ; then I added calmly, " Oh, 
EQy good man, you are mistaken." But he assured me it 
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was true, ao my next quealion was : " Have you any i(iea of 
your population?" Fur a lew ninraeiits he liad a I'ar-away 
expression, and then replied " Five liiinrired," Then said 
I, " You have as many great hotels as you have people ;" 
and he replied with supreme complaisanee, " Yes, jusl as 
many." i did not solicit further knowledj^e from thisyoiinf^ 
person ; but as he walked away 1 thought what a clever 
hyperbole the poor fellow had unconsciously achieved. 

The ViL'toria is Uie l>esl filled, has a better cuisine, and 
has equally moderate rates with the others, but I was 
fiightened away from it by the expensive flower-pots, apd 
concluded not to help the landlord defray the florist's bill 
from my bank account. But there is nothing cheap at In- 
terlakeii. The place is too fine, and every stranger is fair 
game to pluck. Cab hire is just doubled here, and when I 
attempted to invest in photographs I was astounded at the 
tiiriri'. But how exhilarating the air, how sweet the Howers, 
how greeu tiie grass, how like mighty forlificatious the 
mountains, and how like a white-rolied Goddess of Peace, 
the Jiingfrau looks down from her snowy throne upon the 
tranquil vale I 

A lid why has this exquisite town to complain of a dearth 
(if patronage? Sim]i!y beuauae people are getting tired of 
inijiosition, anil I preilict a speedy downfall for those extor- 
tionate i>roprietor9 in the near future. 

My stay at Interlaken was hallowed by a sweet experi- 
eni^e with the old lady in the Euglish library. I do not 
know what in roy face or manner struck the confidential 
and pathetic cord of her organization ; however, she Lold lue 
her storj', which was neither an ordinary nor unromantic 
one- Said she : " My grandfather established a newspaper 
in Thun eighty years ago, which is still printed by my 
family. We have severul editions, a daily and three week- 
lies issued from the same offlue, and you know," she added, 
" Thun is a small town fenced in by a rocky and thinly 
populated neighburliood, but my family have been prospf r- 
ous printers, and proud am I to say devoted heart and soul 
to liberalism. My lile," she said, " has been on easy, happy 
one on the whole, though like all others I have had my 
cross to bear. My little grandson, who was destined to 
become a printer and so honor and prolong the family name 

s suddenly called away in tlie spring. Now I feel a 
to hold me to eariii," 
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In Iiilei'Iaken alands a tree, a great tree, the monarch of 
the woo'l, only less majestii; than tlie Alps tbeinselves, with 
its lorilly braDches, and great -coronal of emerald, and deep 
cool shade, and as I saw the forest giant hemmed in hy 
small housHs my aoiil cried aloud for room to let the noble 
mammoth breathe, by making it free and nnconfined, instead 
of siiRVring it lo lantfiiiah and lo die surrounded by slicing 
limits. Mark it well, strangei-. The dear old Indy, Mrs. 
Christian, will point it out to yoti, and will doublless tell 
yon how the American prayed with her to ask the authori- 
ties lo give the lordly monai-cli air. 

Intei-laken is the ciiief centre for wood sculptures and 
the exqnisite little paintings which |ireaerve and perjietiiate 
the lovely Swiss lakes and mountains. These two voca- 
tions and keeiiing hotels seem to All the winter and summer 
of the inhabitants. Without these resonreea hundreits 
would scarcely know how to exist, and without strangers 
Switzerland would be almost a solitiKle. Strike out the 
Americans, English, Russians, and Germans in tlie tide of 
travel that sweeps over the Continent, and the country 
would become bankrupt. American tourists are much 
more numerous than other travellers, with the exception of 
the English, and more generous and appreciative than any 
other nation. Tiiere are more American artists in Rome 
tlian French, Russian, or English, and when we come to 
such places as Abbotsford and Stralford-on-Avon we Bnd 
more Americans worshipping at the shrines of Shakespeare 
or Scott than Englishmen. W« have grcatoceans to cross, 
iyet. year after jear in all seasons we penetrate every cranny 
t-.nt the Old World. Americans are at once the most enter- 
prising, liberal, inquisitive, inventive, and interestini; people 
on the face of the globe. Wherever we- turn our steps we 
meet them, yes 1 and their contrivances, their dollars, and 
their books. 
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LETTER LXV. 

"I'tc rnwped •nonest the etorml Alps. I'jt atood 
And frftied «n the dimiiuriicd vnrld below ; 
Matkin^, M fnghifnl dMUnee, field and flond. 
And tiiire and town, like tbljig> of pii^my ibow, 
Hbrink into nothing: while tliaaepe«ksorso(nr. 
White yet ihe wind* ibems^Tes trnt seldom dimb. 
Arose like gin^U Irom Ihe vind below." 

BsTAK WallebP 



XATrsE Iiaa written & wonderful lano^^e in the topoe" 
rn|>hy of Stritzerland : s language weird, mysterious, an<l 
inM.-ruta)>le. These masnes of rock, moulded into vast 
mountains and burled inio strange shapes; these vast gla- 
ciers, exteiiding continuously eighteen hundred miles, crop- 
ping out in perpetual snow, and again eparkling in solid 
masses of azure and iridescent ice, deep down in the earth ; 
these indescrihal'le lakes of pure water ; and then the abuu- 
(iftDtanddashingcascades flowing In glittering rivulets from 
the hills into the valleys, create altogether a region of cease- 
less and bewildering fascination. The Supreme ordinance 
baH made of Switzerland an ineshaustible curiosity -shop to 
bafBe modern science; and man has converted the mighty 
museum into a machine fur sjieculation snd show. Every- 
where we must render unto man tribute, to enjoy what 
nsture gave us for nothing ; but he is no more an owuer in 
these plienomena than myself. 

A short line of rail took me from Interlaken to the boat 
station on the Lake of Brienz, over which we glide(i to the 
Oiessbach, the Niagara of Swiizeiland. This startling fall 
of water [ilunges from an altitnde of eleven hiindreil and 
forty-eight feet into Lake BiiL-nz in a series of seven eaa- 
oadeti, hounding from rock to rock, and casting back its 
rainitow sjtray in jewels on the brown crags and bowlders. 
We halted at a rude plank landing, with only a shaiity 
ticket-iifBce, built agninst a projection of granite. There 
were many Amerii:au and British tourists and a host of 
snvflge- looking old men with palanquins to carry delicate 
travellers to the mountain summit, — the only point from 
which the wnterlali conld be seen with satisfaction ; and as 
this was the chief tiling to he seen in these wild mountains, 
those who wniild not submit to be conveyed by a couple of 
(iruuturcs Mho looked very like brigands, Alpine banditti, 
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lo I'esigning myself iiilo tbe care of tlieae chtvaiiern d'ii 
dustrie. 

The patli was good, but steep and narrow, and often dark, 
wbere the browii stone frags and walla caine so thick atui 
fast that not a I'ligilive glimmer falls nthwai'tthe track ; but 
there was ever the rnsh and eraah of waters heard in the 
weird reti-eal. i^iiinetirneB the windings bronght ine out 
upon a. sharp ledge, wliere, looking upward, I conld see the 
great heiglit from tvhiuli the torrent sprang, and belnw the 
yawning an<l rucky chaHm into whidi it plunged. I coiihl 
feel the force of its tlnn, and tlie irresistible whirl of death 
in its terrible forces. The wind howled about ine, and 
seemed to play with its power to hnri me into eternity. 
The higher 1 mounted the more of tbe light and warralh of 

Itiod's hospitality shook from lieaven into tbe narrow nionn- 
taiu defiles gladdened my way. I wnlked nlung, therefore, 
iiliarmed by the thundering waters mingling in the wild 
Saturn all a. 
Once upon the elevated plateau tlie scene was ineffably 
Bweet, solemn, sublime, and iilutnresque ; indeed, a divine 
crystallization of all tbe beauties I have doscrilwd. 
A flight of steps led to the liotel ; of course there was a 
Iiotel (,where ean we escape one ?). Seated on its emerald 
terrace, cunimandiug a compltito view of the Giessbaeh, 
vhicb is invested wiih a peculiar interest, as well from the 
great volume of water that rushes, as it were, from an iji- 
visible fountain into the green lake beluw, ax from the rich 
and variegated foliage in which they are framed; small 
tables and natty waiters stood ready to accommo<late the 
veary uliujbers; the gardens were thronged with visitors, 
and Alpine peasants, and fiuniies; troubadours, and jugi^lers, 
too,joined the melee. A gai-pon asked me if I wimld re- 
niaiu all night i* X turned upon the man wltli sudden sur- 
prise and said, *' What I remain here all night to sleep ? Ilo 
people ever stay here with that (pointing to the torrent) 
thundering machine opposite the window 7" "Ob, yes!" 
he replied, with the provoking nonchalance that only an 
ignorant foreigner cau assume , '' the beobtea say it make 
■bleep ; or, if you object, we gi^'e you a back room ; but, oh I 
dal is de glory ;" and then, as he drilted into an apostrophe 
to tbe cataraitt, I told him No! and ordered a slight lunch. 
On the left, laj- below, a lovely Swiss village slept amongst 
the hills, despite the hellish racket, like a freshly washed 

as* 
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f in it> Brst slumlier. It was green, and golder 
tvliile; and over the mails vame neal peai^anla from tbeir 
cotlnge lioniee. It wati a et-ene of niiglity majesty and do- 
cile dornestk'ity that I resterl upon until tlie veil of nigbt 
unfurled its Ortit gauzy folda. 

After the sharp edge of novelty produced by the crasbing 
and Kplatbing, and gleaming and streaming, and flushing 
and gimhing lorrent was dulled, I studied an American 
family around me. There was the lord ^-upreme, — to be con- 
ventional I Iregin with him, — a man rapidly approaebingtbe 
vale of yenfB, — and liia wife and progeny as distinctive and 
pecnliar as the new civil. zation from which they came. He 
wan a cotton, a woolen, or a railroad king, for he moved as 
if he had made his millions with sudden success. I likeil 
him becauae he had the easy submissive conscious money 
air that spoke of complete content ; he seemed to care no 
more for Eiiro}ie than for some impossible story of rabliini- 
cul lore. He was n resigned sacrifice on the altar of bis 
wife's amhition and his children's desire, and that is why 
be hail all ray sympathy. Then, there was the wife and 
mother, a plump, pretty little woman about forty-five, ar- 
rayed in all the laces and feathers denied her in earlier 
diiys ; Hhe was now supping bounteously upon the harvest 
fi-ttst of his irivcKtments ; she must be carried over the stfi-p 
rough path in a pslanquin ; how could she walk, and why 
should she? Having run barefoot over the thorny and 
stony ways of lH'e, slie now soothes away tlie memory of 
sharp cuts and weary pulls amid downy cushions. There 
was the Hrsl born, — a daugliter of twenty-two, — a prim lit- 
tle person who assumed dilettante ways and tastes, and 
knew only enuuijh lo feel sure that the eldest of a rich 
house should tnke on herself much state. Then there was 
the prince imperiul to thiB noble line, say twenty ; he as 
their heir apparent had been pampered and petted until he 
vn\n an annoyance lo bimse]f ; he culled for a dozen ditler- 
(■nt dishes and drinks, and with oversated palate and as- 
sumed fastidiousness dismissed them almost as rapidly as 
they were set before him. He was one of those miserable 
striplings at whose constitution premature rtinease was 
gnawing like a canker- worm. Besides Oie physical indis- 
position, he had contracted an insufferable ego. O physi- 
ciiinl is there no vaccine to uheck the ravages of this hideous 
malady ? 

There was the younger daughter, a graceful girl of eigli- 
teeji, Nhc made her d^bul upon this *^ mortal coil",' 
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time to be taught her own insigni finance in contrast with 
hur elder slater anil brother. Tlie result was bunuDoial ; 
in place of an inflated pigmy she was a sweet eensible 
woman with the aroma of tlie seminary clinging to her 
skirts and a lingering love of books and nature; she sat 
apart busily writing a description of the exquisite scene. 
Her two younger sisters, just at the age when girls do not 
know what to do with themselves, and nobody knows what 
to do with them, completed the family party. 

And now my eyes fell upon tlie father, and niy pity and 
tenderness were all his; out of the six dependent upon 
him, there was only one wlio was returning an atom of 
hap|)iness after his long struggle. This is only one pic- 
ture of thousands of originals. 

Tbe terrace seemed to be a rendezvous of the nations, 
including a band of wretclied strolling minstrels, a con- 
glomeration unconsciously photographed. John Bull, al- 
ways in white towel as a headgear and reading Murray; 
Mrs. Bull, rubicund and beery ; two Miss Bulls in long 
gray ulsters, " all buttoned down before ;" the entire party 
silent and sour. The French gracefully attii-ed and chat- 
tering like magpies. The Germans smoking long pipes 
and sketching the falls, while their tawny liiiir fell in 
"gusty flow." A Swiss family, grandfather, grandmother, 
sjjiia, daughters, and grandcliihlren, attended by fancy- 
custumed peasant women, made a beautiful little group in 
the rocky platform. Withal, the American family was tiie 
most attractive, genteel, and intelligent. But, is it not 
natural that we should search fur the faults of our own 
children, because we are ambitious they should rise above 
the ordinary level ? 

The Giessbach is freqifently compared to Niagara, but 
the simile is as pi'eposterouu as likening the Thames to the 
Mississippi. If Niagara wei-e on the Continent it would 
be turned into as many sources of profit hy speculators aa 
if the Europeans had discovered and brought down be- 
tween heaven and earth a new celestial world. 

At 8 P. M. the falls were to be illuminated, for which I 
did Hot wait, aa it is a aad fraud, like many other lliinga 
in this laud of natural marvels and hollow artifices,- But 
descending the gray and gliustly paths, followed and 
flanked by elves and wraiths, to the music of roaring 
waters and reverberating shouts on the higher heights, 1 
reached the lake, where I was importuned by a brigade of 
uBiau boatmen to cross in their little skitfa and under 
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tLeir protection, aii honor I (iecUtie'l. nnil wnitPil fortlic" 
sleAmer for lirieiiz, wbicli lay mwJesLly nailing aerosa lUe 

Brienz is a tittle villnse of wooilen hnusos etretolipd 
along tbe mountain base, witli a quaint IioLel — " La Croix 
Blanche" — where we liail a capital anpper at 9 P. M. In 
tlie ttriliglit the peasants were driving home the goals and 
mules, while their tinkling bells made silver music between 
the hills. Some came with their woo<l sculptures, others 
laden with Tiiod. Tor the mr>i'r')w would be Sunday, anil 
little months must he fed in these tail, bleak moiinluius. 
Ah! what n life it seemed as I gazed upon the broad hon- 
est-faced women and burly men, with no thought of the 
great world beyond. All looked so simple and sweet and 
arcadian, }'et human passion nml human vices rage even 
here. Where there is life there is sin. 

A natty reiume-de-chambre in the hotel spoke English 
wiih such an uuraistakalile American accent that 1 was 
tempted to ask her where she was born, and she answered 
in the titate of Missouri 1 On account of business reverses 
her father had returned to Ids native valley. Now I en- 
deavored to extract philosophy from the story, hut I 
failed. However dark the times, however degeuertiti; and 
torpid the town, there c<iulil be no spot in America si ut- 
terly destitute of ways and means of existence as Ibis 
Alpine dell. 

Next morning, bright and esrly, really too early to pro- 
mote good temper, 1 was wakened by the jingling bells of 
the diligence that was to carry me over the Brnniif I'aas. 
Now crossing the Alpine pass in a Federal post was some- 
thing new, and my sensations were those of ecstasy as [ 
looked down upon the cumbrous establishment fashioned 
after those of the Englisli sjsletn of old-time travelling. 
Five spirited steeds stood neighing, impatient to be off on 
their mountainous JMunt, whips cracked and horns blew, 
while my spirits rose iu consonance with the new and joy- 
ous sounds about me. So alter breakfasting at 6.ao A. M,, 
we started on the hazardous journey. The day was 
glorious! No dust, no tlies, no heat, and the sun as mod- 
erate as in September; and though 1 wrapfied a heavy 
shawl about me as we set otf, the advancing day souii 
equalized the chilly temperature. 1 must needs have the 
ciioice sent at the banquet — on the top of the diligence, so 
1 mii'ht miss no mile of the phejiomeual panorama. 

Thoughts of crossing the Brunig had always excited luy 
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I faiicj', but I liftd formtirt no cfmce|itioii of its singular exor- 

I vma. I met nature in her grandest and gentlest moods. 

I i liave never seen the Uockj Mountains, bnt those wlio 

* have, desi-rilie the Brunig and the raighty chain of granite 

' fHstuessGB of which it is a link, as far more imposing and 

(ioraplicnled ; not ho vast and conipreliensive, but closer, 

more involved, and marvellous. Here even the untrained 

mind realizes tlic difficulty of constructiug railroads in 

Switzerland. 

We came to little villages amongst the rocks ; hamlets 

tliat were only a handful of shttntiea squatted down on no- 

liort3''8 land ; and here people lived anil were happy. Yet 

r how did they exist? Only through Nature's providence. 

I The public highway wound like like a petrified serpent 

B along the sides of these primitive formations ; as I looked 

■ down from the cool heights where tlie eagle eyries, my brain 
fairly reeled to see the people dwindling to manikins, and 
their habitations into tiny bla^k spots. Our chariot hung 
at times, on the rocky ledges as if held thereby some mag- 

»netio power. Higher and higher we rose, rongher and 
Bteejier tiie road at each advance, until we attained an alti- 
tude of G581 feet above sea level. Having readied the top- 
most point of our route we began gradually to descend 
toward lovely Lucerne. 

All along these deserted coils I found Swiss chalets large 

enough to accommodate two or thi'ee families, whose only 

eonrce of livelihood is wood-carving. Their slieds.attacheil 

I to tlie house, were well stocked with the requisites of their 

B art. And so they pass their days in Iheir forest homes. 

I In winter they carve, and in summer tiiey sell in the near- 

■ est towns the frsgile wares that find their way into every 
H American home. Whenever we passed toy or blackberry 

■ venders, with their soanij store spread in an alcove of rock, 

■ >nd overshadowed by great hanging craggy canopies, it 
I was the herald to our approacli to a town, — towns where 
I i*e saw only a hotel that seemed slack of guests and enter- 
B tainment at the same time, and only a stopping place to 
I gather the mails and water our hoi'ses. 

B In the sweet Sabbath morning the Catholic peasants 
K 'thronged tlie paths in vast nunahers on'their way to Mass ; 

■ vand though rather well dressed, judging by their habitations 
■"ftmong the hills they were miserably poor. Nothing could 
»be more deploralile than the most of their homes, and I 
K shuddered as I thought of their privations in this dismal 
E'K'gioa during the long, cheerless winters. Men, women, 
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and cfaildren, like motint&in diamois, climbeil the miigli 
ruttils, sad greeted the Federal post with itassing smiles. 

What gl^tly UMJ indescrib^le trnttlemeuts tbis rocky 
region presents to the strangerl At times tbe coach plunged 
into deep vslleis, from whiL-b 1 looked np to tbe stony forts, 
that pierced llie very cloads ; then we crawled along tlie 
crest of a precipice, from which I gazed into an almost tin- 
fathoma))le abyss. 

It was a six hours' journey over the bills, and in the in- 
terval we passed other lakes, considershle towns, and many 
lieantiful valleys. But of all the dales for sweet aslulirity, 
gentle and thriving domesticity, luxuriant pastures, and 
glowing orchards, give roe the Valley of Sarnen, lying side 
by side with its azure lake abounding in finny food. Oh, 
what a wealth of nature was there! Great Ph<Bbflsi>onred 
bis lusty light with double furc« upon tbe fair undulations 
of the sapphire lake by being closeil out of the gray cran- 
nies beyond, and kissed all about hint iiit''> a glow of beauty. 
^'|iarfeling waters lost themselves in the clefts of roc^, 
while the old groined hillsides shone in gii-dles of jewels. 

In the town I found a better civilization, a higher degree 
of comfort, and more intelligence was revealed. The peas- 
nnls of tianien have a peculiar and picturesque costume; 
nil the women interlace the plaits of tUeir hair with white 
ribbons fastened with a unique spoonlike silver buckle. 
But how few were comely! even the youngest were hai'd- 
featured and prematurely wrinkled. Sunday, as it was, 
everywhe're many were working in the fields, and generally 
not a man to be seen. All this district is under Romish 
influence ; Catholic churchyards, Catholic churches, crosses, 
finil wayside shriiies, nuns and children saying their rosa- 
lies and Ave Maria predominated, and as we approached 
the Lake of Lucerne, the papal preponderance became more 
and more apparent; but there was not a bcggai' on the 

Descending my lofty throne on the b.iuk of the diligenc«, .1 
1 step|>ed upon the pretty steamer at Alpuach and sailed J 
up the lovely lake. Inconceivably graud was the scene a9lj 
we proceeded along the famous water, with its jutting pron)^ 
ontories and vast mounds of alluvial deposit. On our le^il 
Kigi, and to tbe right Pilatus escorted us, both shores iii^ 
denied with handsome villas and antique towns, while man^l 
of the heights were crowned with military and medical ii^| 
htitulioiiB. The water was a level sheet of emevuld, and hB 
I leaned over the tfilTrail 1 saw iu the little crevices of ti^M 
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liills urtiiiciiil fountains easting up their silver epray, wliile 
jiualied out from the coast were wharves which sent forth 
and received passengers. Neat boats were gracefully glid- 
ing over the wavelesa main, and aa if to harmonize with 
the Sunday panorama a band of Protestant singers blended 
their voices in the toiicliing saereit melody of the " Sweet- 
By-and-By." The ftirolliar strains carried my memory to 
my own dear home, so far away. 

X had been among other charming scenes before — in the 
migestic harbor of New York, Delaware Bay, Boston Bay, 
the unrivalled ocean home at Martha's Viueyai'd, Chesa- 
peake Bay, the Potomac at Washington, and t liave lin- 
gered in the glamour ortheGulfof Genoa, the Gulf of Lyons 
at Marseilles, the Mediterranean at Nice, the Neapolitan 
Bay, tbe beantil'ul Seine, and the sluggish Thames in its 
Bweetest resting-places, but never was 1 so affected as by 
the sn|>er[ative influences of the quiet Sabbath noon on tbe 
waters of Lucerne. 



LETTER LXVr. 

"E'en now, where Alpine BoUtndea aaceud, 
1 sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 
Ajid placed ou Uigli auove the Blorm's career, 
liook downward where an hundred reahns appear ; 
LiikeB, I'nrcBls, cities, plains extending wide, 
Tliu pump of kings, Ihe slieplierd's humbler pride." 

Ol,lVEn GluLDSUITH. 

LiJcfiRSB, OVER TBB Rioi, loly, 18T6. 

Apart from the unrivalled position of Lucerne on the 
ake, lovingly placeil in tbe amphitheatre formed by sur- 
onuding mountains, the moat impressive feature of the 
L city is its consistent and singular cleanliness and the 
Buperexcellence of its hotels. All along the Schweizeihof 
Quay, fronting the lake, there is such a cordon of these 
gorgeous palaees, that one wonders how they are sup- 
ported in this town of 14,500 ; and as we drove out on the 
more sequestered roads leading to Kuasnachl and the 
great mountains there were more of these same superb 
structures. The season is short, but the influx of visitors 
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increases eaeli day from tlie middle of June until tlie last 
of August, when there is a. general stagoation. Yet, at 
Lucerne, the charges are moderate, and the entertainment 
surpasses most of the other moantain cities. 

Lucerne is held in the protecting arms of the strongest 
Swiss battlements, some rearing their desolate lieights in 
solitary splendor, others bound i>eak to peak by iron road 
or bridge; and again, those that stand in all the virginal 
icineas of purity. Lucerne may truly boast of its position 
and environs, perhaps of its legendary associations, but in 
the city there ia little of artistic beauty or interesL 

The famous Lion of Lucerne, cut in the solid sandstone, 
in a romantic coiner of the town, after a model by the 
illustrious Danish sculptor Thorwaklsen, in memory of the 
Swiss officers and soldiers who fell in defence of the ex- 
piring French monarchy of Louis XVI,, in their nobla 
efforts to save the Tuileries, August, 1792, is only interest- ■ 
ing by the story it relstes. The art msy be marvellonB^^ 
chiselled as it is from the fixed bowlder of Ksndatone, but 
it is illy kept, and a spring ahove it drips its everlftstiug _ 
trickle into a stagnant pool, which does not represent the 
])iclure we sometimes see of the expiring beast reflected in 
a crystal green lake. The royal lion, wliilc writhing in the 
agonies of death, protects tlie French shield and fieur de lia 
with its paw. True, the expression of unuttered suffering 
of the colossus is effective, and when I first saw it I ex- 
claimed, "Oh, the dying gladiator." This was the first 
and strongest impression the work made upon me ; so bas 
it remained. It seems a curious memento for a republic 
to hohl amongst its choice treasures, but the work is con- 
sidered A supreme achievemenl, and it is in this light that 
it is cherished for posterity, and also to ]>erpetuate the 
bravery of the Swiss Guard of the unfortunate Louis and 
his queen. 

The " Gladiator" is shown gratis, but as if to express 
regret for the liberality one franc is charged admittance to 
the glacier garden adjoining. Now a glacier breathes vol- 
umes of wonderful and reverential things to me. So, this 
so-called phenomenon 1 must see, if, like Prometheus, 1 
must filch the fire from heaven to obtain entrance. There 
were no such violent means requii'ed, however, and I do 
not believe I was ever tricked by ao poor a cheat. There 
were no glaciers, some bad statuary — which might bave . 
been peti'illed in ice — a number of inexplicable aerolites, I 
Mveral sickly fountains, a long hysteric stair of rustic l«g»J 
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ascpLiding to a cnpoln, a cattlipenny model of the sur- 
rounding l.ike and moutitaiu sjstem, and a few dilapidated 
birds. What it all meant I could not conceive; my expec- 
tations soared to a glorious heiglit of iridescent hills and 
aznre oaves. When these beauties did not burst upon my 
vision I was disappointed; still, I considered them worth 
banting, though I bad not thought that would be required 
of me, but having searched and not found tlieni 1 weub 
away aora and sorrowing, and consoled myself by trying 
to extract comfort out of the long scientific account in the 
guide-book of all that I coidd not interpret. 

Across the Ruesse, whose green waters divide the city, 
are several superannuated bridges, that are quite as ridicu- 
lous as municipal shows. They are profusely decoru,ted 
with paiutings; every crosslieam and arch, every panel 
and poet, is covered with pigments and portraits from 
startling designs; it seems as if some artist of unappre- 
ciated genius had passed his days in this shabby worit for 
the love of it, for certainly no authorities could ever have 
so disgraced the city property. One contained a hundred 
and fifty-four paintings, representing events from the lives 
of the patron saints of Lucerne ; the other " the Dance of 
Death," and 1161% the artist hod an open field to indulge 
his passion for the horrible and hideous. They were bad 
originally, judging by the sad remains left by the ravages 
of time. Nevertheless the hotel architecture of Lucerne is 
superlative. Art seems to ha.ve made its best worli there. 

§It is generally and habitually asserted that wherever 
Catholicism prevails in Switzerland, there is lack of thrift, 
order, and enterprise ; but here the accusation fails. Tlie 
town and population are models of propriety, gentility, 
and cleanliness. Mendicity is also charged against tlie 
Continental Catholics, and it is fully verifled in Southern 
Italy, but I did not meet a beggar in Lucerne, and impo- 

IaitiouB were scarce. 
To see Altorf and William Tell's chapel, once at Lucerne, 
waslike visiting Versailles from Paris. As we put out from 
shore en route to the spot commemorated by that wonder- 
ful feat of archery, so long ago that we begin to doubt the 
apple story (not but that we know there were apples at the 
time, for the apple is at the bottom of all mischief, but 
then ynu see another apple story, of national fame, 
succeeded it in America}, we saw brightly painted boats to 
the memory of Tell and Wiiikelreid and other S' 
publican heroes. Every point, whether piomontory or 
30 
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iBlanil, every hill and valley, ia planted with trees ant 
flowers, cltcoraied with little white alirines, where wooden 
virgins pray in gentle peace. The little towns along 
the lake were crowded with tourists, aurt gayly dressed 
strangers thronged abont the quays to welcome the in- 
comers, or wave farewell to the departing gnests. Tlie 
scene w&a ftill of harmony with the silence of natnre anil 
tiie repose of man. The lake-border seemed in holiday trii 
lint ou the boat humanity was industriously satisfying 
inner biinger. 

A Swiss lake steamer ia a new study of the habits 
travellers. Eating and drinking is the universal pastim< 
It hegins early and continues tbrongli the entire tonr. As 
soon as the boat drops off the quay the Swiss families who 
have come for an outing, order ihe rations, but whether 
tliu eating was a labor or a pleasure I could not disceru. 
My first conception was that it was a pleasure; but when 
it ran through hours 1 concluded it had grown into a sort 
of duty. The Swiss are as successful in the practice q] 
eating cheese and drinking beer as the English, wiio 
travel by land or sea without five full menlB a day. 

Tell's platte at Flueltn was our destination ; a very pool 
painted, fragile little hut, rovered with awkward fr 
and scrawled over with vulgar pencilled names and deaigi 
to keep alive the doubtfnl tradition of the dramatic patriot 
of Switzerland, which Schiller and Sheridan Euowles have 
lauded into enduring fame by their glorious plays. Then 
why should we cherisli th«se ambignona memories when 
Bwitzerland has a stronger hold on the respect of mau in 
its real poets, heroes, and statesmen ? By the names of 
Winkelreid, Freliegrath, and Zwingle, on the boats and 
pevsions, I felt compensated for the disappointment at 
Tell's chapel and its destitution of historical foundation. 

JJext day a steamer carried us from Lucerne to Vitznaii, 
a mountain village with a new and elegant station, whence 
the railway starts over the Kigi, that formidable and 
hitherto insurmountable granite barrier. 1 do not know 
which contemplation bad for me the roost fascinatii 
crossing the lirunig or ascending and descending the Kij 
The former waa invested with all romance and ecataay ~ 
no fear, while Higi inspired me with horrible forebodii 
of being suddenly precipitated from a cloudy pinnacle in! 
an abysmal ravine with a mass of broken bones and TOi 
gled flesh closing the last strufigle for life. The railwi 
that travcri^es and connects this eerica of lofty peaks 
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itructed in iniitfttion of the inm road whU'h brings tlie 
te Muuiiliiiti)) uf New Englanil iiiLo eommuiiiuution 
with the heretofore isolated aky-wurkl of thai region. 

It is only since 1^43 this mysterious and interesting com- 
bination of roek and ioc, lying between Lakes Lucerne and 
Zug, arrested the serious attention of men of science and 
generous governments. Before that period this vast moun- 
tain system whs only a, district of cowherds, pasture-lands, 
and a colony of degenerate peasants' huts. Before then 
.pilgrims made the tour of these steep, and rugged, and de- 
aerled paths with much labor and fatigue. The railway 
gauge is coiiatructed after the model of the ordinary Ame- 
rican road, but it has rails within rails provided with teeth 
on wliit'h a cog-wheel under the locomotive catches with 
each revolution, The locomotives are of one hundred and 
twenty horae-iiower, having upriglit boilers, and the pas- 
senger carriages are placed alwa,ys above the engine, from 
wbich it is disconnected by couplings, and can be stopped 
instantaneously in case of accidents; and although I per- 
fectly understood the system and was doubly assured of 
the impossibility of danger, yet ns the train began to crawl 
up tbe hill backward like a little iron crab, and 1 felt the 
car sloping away from me till my sensation was akin to that 
of hanging on the iuclination of the roof of some high 
building, a thrill of terror convulsed me, which was not 
decreased as 1 looked from my starry iieight into tlie 
frightful vacancy below. 

Being the height of the season the little station p!atform 
was Btaggeriug beneath its human freight that surged and 
|Bcrambled for places as the train came up to our side. Our 
'uceut through the beautiful little pastoral village was 
gradual, and after passing a few of the loftier altitudes an 
exquisite view of the green lake, the spires and towers of 
Lucerne, and then one by one the famous Alpine summits 
dawned upon us, and lastly', as a frame to the picture, came 
tile undulating yet unbroken wave-line of the Bernese 
Oberland. A half an hour on our airy tour and we pene- 
trated a tnnnel through conglomerate rock as suddenly as 
a lightning Bash, and only enaerged to cross a fragile 
trestle bridge spanning a dark and awful gorge, seventy- 
five feet deep. At this perilous point in the flight the reck- 
less passengers rushed to the right of the car to gaze into 
the gap below, and made the air hideous with exclamations 
about its imposing beauty, while tlie little car swayed and 
[«book with the overbalancing weight. Step by step wc 



I 

I 

J 



352 ncTimEs and pobtraits 

penetrated forest and rocky wastes at an easy gradient, 
passing peasants and toiii-ists making the jomney, some on 
foot, others astride their brajiiig beasl. The sensations 
may have heen something like those experienced in a rising 
balloon, witli this difference, the earth did noi recede fron 
ub; we gradually seemed to be melting into illimitable 
space. DeH)>ite the possible oalamities, it was glorious to 
rise like a bird in air, and floating among azure douils and 
misty monutain-tops gaze into the heart of the valleys be- 
low, tlie shimmering lakes, and mountains of glowing ver- 
dure, hemmed in by dazzling ridges of ice, unmelted by the 
fiery glance and scorching breath of the sun, and to hear 
the sweet tinkle of cow-bells coming from the deep vales, 
nic'llowed and mingling iu the nebulous air and perfumes of 
the sweet July. 

The two intermediate sta.tions, Knltbad and Staffel, were 
busy scenes of tourist life; but why rest at the gate or 
vestibule when we might mount to the cupola of the 
Nymphs and Satyrs' glorious mansion ? So we pushed on 
to Rigi-Kulm, where, pausi^ig on the minaret of the granite 
temple, I turned my eyes upon the marvellous panorama 
around me. ■ Various emotions struggleil for utterance and 
choked each other in their rapid sueccBaion. First, the 
boundless power and majesty of Qod ; the daring confidence 
and ingenuity of man ; the sad and benighted story relate<l 
by the antediluvian homes perched on these inaccessible 
towers by generations passed away, who trod these paths 
and knew only of earth what they could see far, far beneath 
lliem ; like the crows, they hail grown old and died in the 
trres where they were born. 

The lower dales lay at our feet with the lines of the farms, 
and streams, and roads, faint liy the distance, gi-catly re- 
sembling ft toy miniature of some distant metropolis. Few 
of the pioneers of the granite hills ever trod the earth at 
the base of the liigi, but worshipped Qod and nature 
among their own Helds and heiils. Close by was the more 
pretentions modern etvilizfition ; the outgiTiwlh of the rail- 
road and the course of intelligent travel attracted from all 
parts of the world. 1 seemed to lie standing on the edge 
of a great planet, with all the marvels, air, sky, and water 
and land spread out bclovF and arouud me. Then again I 
felt ausjiended in the atmosphere like the fairy on the great 
bird in the Arabian Ntghln, when the snow-diid Alps, one 
hunilred and twenty miles iu length, burst upon my aston- 
ished gaze: the chain begun in the far east, and growing 
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nrnrcr anil nearer I saw the huge snowy cresta of the hlcnk 
Qlai'iiiseh range, with tlicir h>ng wiiite lines coniieoling 
with the other ice giants of tlie sei-ies; then my eyes 
travelled to the Bernese Alps and their shining peaks, the 
Wetterhorn and Jungfrau standing out in all the sub- 
limity of silent and solitary tnalesty. The lakes shone 
like silver mirrors l)elow, the villages were painted pieturoa, 
and the rivers meandered through the green campagna like 
silken conls. Away beyond were the battlements ami 
e of Lucerne, of schoolhouse and hospital, dense wooil- 
t lands of the Blnok Forest, and the ovurguarding serrated 
I peaks of sombre, weird Pilatiis. 

iteyond and above all thene glories is the Bitnrise and 
lUnsnt Been from the majestic peaks. All that I saw from 
I the car window is exhibited in the dawn in new lights and 
ft cooler radiance; as hright day advances the lakca seem to 
1 rise near enongh that ne may see the ripples caused by 
I tiissing in a stone, the beauties of the landscape Sash upon 
"i duplicated colors, and the it-e, that has a cold stony 
I glitter under the rays of the full-risen sun, is at this hour 
lulfiised in warm rosy hnze. 

The motley groups gathered upon Kulm to watch for 
;he superb coming of the sun make of it a sort of I'ower of 
Babel, a conglomerate of dialects. There is no intimai'y 
between the various elements of this cosmopolitan eam]i- 
meeting. Strangers they are and strangers they remain. 
Strangers they come and strangers they go. One bond 
only have they, lliab of curiosity', and it evaporates witii the 
dissolving tints of the mountain pageant. 

Having risen to the clouds from Lake Lucerne, the enter- 
tainment ended, we prepai'ed to reach the mundane sphere 
Over the route leading to Arth, on the opposite side of the 
I. great pile from Vitziian, Not nearly so perilous, wild, or 
Ijengtliy was our line of descent. The district was very 
much like the Allegheny section nf Pennsylvania, and in a 
fraction more than an hour we found ourselves on the bor- 
j^ers of Lake Zug. Very peaceful, and fruitful, and rural 
ha this famous valley. Harvest and haymaking are close 
KSeighhors in these mountain solitudes, and pretty valleys 
e sent like compensations fur the sterility of the ravinei 
l$f the higher latitudes. Whilo Providence sends Alps on 
><!j&lps to Switzerland, and countless marvels of lakes, it 
[ vouchsafes insufficient harvests ; neitlier gold, nor coal, nor 
|. silver is among the ti'easures of these mountains. So, 
I the poor mountaineer must buy his fuel from Qermany, his 
30* 
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food from tbe Bdltic, and hia liglit from the petroleum of 1 
Pennsylvania. 

The Valley of Arth, the Lake of Ziig, and its city form ] 
itD elaborate and glowing entry to the city of Ziiriuh. 



LETTER LXVII. 



" On Zuricli's spirca, wiih rosy light. 



Aii<1 ZiiHcli's VfaleTa, blue and bright, 
Tbe glories of Uiose liills receiTO." 

Thomas Blciianah Rbad. 



Zdiuch, July, 1878. 

Al.Tnouon it was an intensely tropical nfternoon wbeft* 
I came into Ziiiicb, yet I marked the absence of dust ant) 
insects. Its position at the head of its lake, bisected as it 
is by several small streams and rivers, may be the antidote 
to the former pest, while it would be only reasonable to 
suppose these very causes would prove hotbeds of mos- 
quitos and vermin. 

Zurich is fascinating from its resemblance to Venice in 
the color of sky and water toward sunset, and tins impres- 
sion is enhanced by the rosy haze that hangs from nud 
partly veils the distant mountains, and the e:(prcssion of 
the clear perspective of the rushing lake tributaries, that 
seem drifting far away to some distant ocean. Still, truua- 
formed into an almost Italian-looking city by tbe influ- 
ences of color and climate, and by its bnsy life about 
the quays, the preponderance of German elements iveiglis 
down tbe whole place. There are the heavy, graceless 
lines of Teutonic art, the l>rDad awkward physique of the 
women, the stolid hearing of the men. Indeed, the bridges, 
boats, public institutions, and monuments all speak of a 
race of beer drinkers and spec consumers. There are 
indeed some modern squares, some glittering shops, and 
otlier transcripts of Parisian prototypes, but they are 
sad hybrids among tbe heavy crumbling stooea of the 
Sweitzer antiquities. 

Even the villas bordering the water-edges aecm to havftj 
lost their l>eanty of outline, beitig neither French nor Qa 
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; yet here agntn t!ie womJcrfiil natiiral points of grncc 
and sublimity in all the vicinage fully corapeuBftte for tlie 
defects of luimaii creation. 

Snitzerliind lacks entirely the palatial inland steamera 
of the United States, Indeed, from the Mersey to the 
Mediterranean, no such superli floating hotels are ever 
met as adorn oiiv great American rivers. But Switzer- 
land, like VeDice, is a marvellous architect of tlie graceful 
smaller craft wliich ply like butterflies up and duvrn her 
narrow streams. 

Zurich lieiug a learned city — a city of schools, semiDa- 
I'ies, societies, and libraries — is also a musical cit}', and 
every ei'ening in the Tonhatle, a fine open saloon on the 
lake, are excellent concerts, and sometimes balls, where all 
classes mingle. Seated around little tables, they i^at, 
drink, and decorously make merry, while out on the glit- 
tering starlit water, hundreds of the more exclusive resi- 
dents or travellers linger in their dancing boats and enjoy 
the music of one of the flnesl orchestras I have met since 
1 left Paris. Though our position on the lake was satis- 
factory, by paying twelve eents admission fee we changed 
it for a seat in the temple of harmony, whei-e the audienoe 
was wholly genteel, consisting for the most part of trades- 
ind tlieir families enjoying wine and waltzes in true 
\ domestic fashion. Unlike snuh amusements in America, 
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these concert gardens partake of no feature of tli 
show, and ai-e therefore ever the resort of the r 
GariouBly, this tabernacle of Erato is transformed 
Friday into the scene of a discordant body by the 
of the Zurich Exchange or Bourse, where hundreds and 
thousands of cotton dealers, silk manufacturers, railway 
kings, and expatriated ex- sovereigns, eagerly congregate to 
risk their fortunes upon the turbulent waters of barter, 
here frequently most violently agitated, especially among 
the silk merchants. But the halt of inellifluous cadences 
will not long be defiled by the money-changers after the 
new Bourse is completed, now constructing, which is to be 
not only an imposing adornment to the city, but an epitaph 
in stone to the generous citizen who bequeathed several 
millions of francs as a tribute of gratitude to the town in 
which he accumulated his fortune ; and his grand gift pays 
for the new exchange. 

Zurich is the centre of varied and conflicting theories, 
and I was much surprised to I5ud in this republicar 
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irchy, and to hear of a 
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of rtisprowncd Gflrniftn noblemen among 
habituex. But distui'btrs of Ihc peace, enemius of kings 
nnit miu-derers of royally, like Nobling and liis associates, 
mnke this a point also of rendezvous and convergence. 
The community is of pronounced Beutiinents and strong 
sttachmcnts to republican institulions-, and free speech is the 
niolLo of the little republic as it is of our greater one. Tbe 
Zurich hotels are iuilid'ereDt after enjoying the superiority 
olliioaeof Lucerne. They are costly, and while the Baurna 
Lac may boasl an unrivalled i>osition at the confluence of 
the lake and the Limmat, with extensive nooded gardens, 
tlial seem to float in the stream, the Bellevue, on the oppo- 
site quay, adds poor fare and bad attendance to excessive 
cliarges. Carriage hire is double in republican Zurich 
what it is in imperial Rome. The charming simplicity of 
the better classes is shown by their willingnet ' .. ■ — 

Zurich, while in the southern and sleepy cities of Ii 
even the lazzaroni must ride. 

In the stiburba of Zurich, upon an elevation overlookii _ 
the city and a noble stretch of country, there is a. charming 
resort. Weary merchants ride out here in summer after- 
noons to dine under the shade of great trees, and travellers 
leave the city without enjoying one of its greatest luxuries 
unless they have, as we had, resident friends to conduct 
them thither. Little tables are spread on the brow of the 
hill in the open air, and oil around the grounds are old 
ladies knitting, young ones reading, with their children 
playing at their side or rocking in the swings; here and 
there family parties dining upon frugal cake and red wine. 
There was no idle curiosity, as is always the case with too 
many of the hollow pretenders who infest the great hotels; 
no vulgar staring crowds, and no whispered comment. No 
sooner does a stranger take a seat than he becomes one oi 
the domestic circle at the lowly Beau 8<your ; humble and 
unostentatious it was, but had it been more aristoeral'*' 
and costly, it could not have been maintained without 
presence of, what is called at home, the fast class. I 
the light wines and modest charges repress intoxicatil 
and the meretricious element, even if it were allowed, woi 
nut patronize its plain domc8ti<^ity. 

From this lofty seat the city lay compact and smoky 
neath; great columns of gray and white steam issued fi 
the chijnneys of the factories, while broad avenues of ti 
gradually insinuated themselves through blocks of houi 
and old streets, until nil circumscribed city line was 
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lojards and orchnrdB, or mnzes of shrubbery. 
The cily was divided into two aectiona, and boi-dered upon 
an oilier margin by the waters of the Liminat and the Silil, 
like roods of ahiniiig crystal, until they joined and flowed 
in one channel. Dark ridges of rock bound the city and 
its environs, nnd these were again bound by the succesaiou 
of snowy crests of the beaiitit-'iil Glarnisch range, that 
reste'l their silver peaks in clear outline agninst tlie ever- 
changing 'and duplicating colors of the clouds. Tliese per- 
spectives were as lovely as those of the Jungfrau — the pre- 
siding divinity of Interlakcn. 

Althongh tliere is no cnmniunication between Switzerland 
and the ocean, vet her fresh-wat«r aeas, her crystal lakes, 
Hud the blue and arrowy niountain currents, furnish forth 
a varied feast of fancy and of food ; a feast for the imagina- 
tion in matchless landscape, and endless supplies for the 
inner man ; and eagerly do the Swiss seize these attractions 
and convert tliein into wealth. Their beat hotels are placed 
upon the quays. Again we note the strange similarity be- 
tween these silent streams and the quiet monotony of the 
Grand Canal at Venice. The pure waters of Lake Zurich 
and the wedded streams adjacent promote the health of 
the hordes of stalwart men and women, and are the nncon- 
seiouB contributors to the exquisite quality of its silks, 
which create the local nabobs am) millionaires. 

There is no better place to study and satisfy one's self 
as to the existence of a prehistoric world than in the anti- 
quarian department of the town library at Zurich. If I, 
with the rest of mankind, fell a victim to the popular fal- 
lacy of regarding all we read of tlie mammoth epoch 
amusing extravaganzas, coined from an exceeding!}' fertile 
hut erratic brain, has the fault rested with the community 
nf readers, or with the few who knew or assumed to know 
of what they wrote? Why should whole lives be passed 
in scientific experiments or explorations if it be not to en- 
rich and instruct mankind 7 For years every atom of self- 
existtnt matter, relative to the ages preceding written 
tradition, culled from the earth by the archienlogist and 
cherished by the antiquarian, has been woven into a fairy 
tale for small boys. These works were not only perused 
with doubt by the masses, but, literally, with the feeling 
that there was not a word or line of them that the author 
1 had intended to be believed. But these very works set 
years ago as conglomerates of trash, to-day 
t'luke fresh hold upon the best minds of the world. It is 
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certainly not to the advancement of mankiml to linvt 
Hiseoveries jireseuted as vagaries. Tlieacfbave historicftl 
facts may serve as a basis to scores of romantic tales, bat 
paradoxical theories treated in a like manner can exert 
none other than an evil influence. 

Sow, in tliis museum, there is abundant proof of the lake 
dwellings which existed in these territories through the 
epochs of Blone, bronze, and iron, thousands of years be- 
fore the birth of Christ; here are tlie relics of the wonder- 
ful discovery of a people more or less civilized living in the 
wnter valleys between the Alps in houaes, or rat hi r huts, 
erected upon piles driven id the bottom of the lake. 

" In the winter of 1853-51 the Swiss-streams and lakes 
were lower than they had ever been known. At Meilin, nn 
Lake Zurich, some workmen took advantnge of the receded 
waters to excavate earth from the lake, beds, for the jtur- 
jtose of filling in additional garden s|)ois on the shore; 
while thus engaged they were astonished by striking their 
spades into what proved to be the tops of many wood«n 
Iiiles, arranged in clusters and in rows." This is the key- 
note to the whole amazing revelation. 

Before me were spread miniature model plans of the 
homes of these antique and mysterious people, built upon 
piles driven in the early lake-beds, until rotting away by 
the slow progress of time they formed peat, upon which 
other similar piles were erected, and new villages grew up 
npon the homes and graves of those who had gone centu- 
ries before. Tlieir implements of labor, the ornaments 
tlioy wore, their cooking utensils, the vestiges of their 
clothing, and tlie remains of their foo<), tell only half the 
eeei'ct of the unravelled mystery. Here are the evidences 
of cities that were old when Pompeii wns in its infimcy. 
Strongest amongst the proofs is the number of cubes of 
peat formed under the water, Tlie known period it re- 
quires to grow this substance being calculated, if we could 
tell nothing of the era of their exiatenee by the relics of 
etone and bronze, is tlie one fact of nature to destroy all 
incredulity. Those who might have been douliters at home 
can be so no longer, after such a personal experience as £ 
had in the presence of perTormed facts. 

Science is quietly assuming the ascendency all over the 
universe, and presently, that is, in the course of a century 
or two, there will be no mile of sky, no spot of earth, and 
no rood of water, that will not be probed by the chemist, 
the astronomer, the geologist, the geographer, the auatu- 
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tnist, or the exploi 
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I forelell by what tbey have done. The oiillook is 

very interesting, and ne may fondly hope thai if man h 

e ntered upon bo grand a career, he may improve himadf 

^■be improves the t'uee of llie world in which he lives. 

^H^'i^'WITZG 

^Bitie rest o 



LETTER LXVIII. 

The Temple TuiilderB, where are tbey I 

Tlie worshippers most pBaseii awnj ; 

Who came the flrst to offer there 

The Boiig of ])ni:se, tbe heart of prayer ! 

Man's generation passes Boon — 

It comes and changes like the moon. 

He reari the perishnUle wall. 

But ere it crumble he himself must fall, 

Anontstous. 



BTRASSBrna, July, 1878. 
'BwiTZERLANB la SO Small a country in comparison with 
le rest of Europe, that despite lier beautiful lakes, great 
mountains, and brave people, one is compelled to wonder 
why she has not been gronnd to powder by tlie great nations 
ranged about her. So, when I left Zurich, bidding farewell 
to Switzerland, for Constance, a German town in the prov- 
ince of Baden-Baden, it was very like leaving a village for 
the broader sights of a vast city. 

There was the usual array of Alpine heights and glens 
flush with the fragrant flowers of rural rest until wo came 
in sight of the Rhine Falls, whose foaming flow varied the 
German-Swiss pieture. This cataract, a tame transcript of 
the white thnmlera of Niagara, is a cascade of greater vol- 
ume than any other in Europe. From the car window I 
could enjoy in quiet dignity the voluminous efflux of the 
upper waters and the agitation of the lower stream, as the 
torrent after leaping over three unequal ridges of rock 
plunged into its channel, fermenting the glassy green surge 
into a broil of creamy froth, and rushing away down the 
tide in a variegated foam. There were little skiffs, driven 
around in the whirlpool by the waves, that seemed about to 
be rifled of their human freight, while numerous rainbows 
formed above them In arches of spray. Perhaps it would 
have been a proof of my own intrepidity had I risked 
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my life ui one of tliese cockle-shells that I might gnze from 
the pavilion on the summit of the centrnl rock into the 
whirl below, or traced tLe many foolpatha to the iroa 
platrorm overhanging the roaring abyss, or mounted the 
terraces and parapets near tlie sluices left and right, bnt 
1 relinquished all these delights in favur of the pleusanter 
memories of a safe inside situation. 

I do not know if one may say he lias seen a town by 
merely riding through its streets and along its wharves, but 
1 feel Bure 1 saw as mncli of the raiiniui|)ality of Suhaff- 
liausen in my desultory rambles as if I had lived there 
several weeks. 1 saw that it retained all the deformities 
and none of the beauties of its mediieval origin. The build- 
ings were, without exception, tall and flat, with a garish 
showing of rude mosaic fnjades and fliwhy frescoes, with 
florid Dutch cornices and buttresses and rude adornments 
in startling jilaces. They were dimmeil and blackened by 
age, and seemed falling to decay, while the streets were un- 
cleanly ; and the fierce rays of the sun which fell over and 
among all this moth-eaten, rusty community of drones, only 
exaggerated the de8cienci«s. In the tropical summer noon 
the windows and shutters were all closed, the city was 
asleep, and the atrocious statuary of the old town stood 
boldly forth in hideous ugliness. 

A boat that would have been a disgrace to a Pennsylva- 
nia canal before railroads were dreamed of lay at the crum- 
bling, worm-eaten wharf to carry us up the Rhine, and over 
Lake Constance. It was little larger than the old-fashioned 
passenger craft employed between Harriaburg and Wil- 
liamspoi't, but without a single convenience of lliose tor- 
toise conveyances, with one exception : it was propelled by 
steam. First and second class passengers were carried on 
the upper and only deck, and indeed, when cattle were 
brought aboard at some of the lake stations, they too occu- 
pied a comer of t!ie same door. There were long benches 
of rude slats alternated with spaces, through which the 
occupants were in imminent danger of falling, if the utniiist 
care was not practised when disposing of the body. Per- 
forated and ventilated backs are in a way a blessing in sum- 
mer, but upon the comfort of such acco ram Dilations I need 
not dilute. Fortunately, I had my inevitable cushion, which 
I used as a throttle to the yawning gap beneath. As the 
boat shoved off the superRunuated quay, a begrimed awning 
was stretched over the li«ads of the highest price payers, 
the other poor devils ner« left to melt in the Africau teRtT : 






OF POREION TRAVEL. 3G1 

f ppi'nUirc, The mercury stood at 95", and I suffered as 
mucli in the fervent glow as I had iu ihe caloric of the 
famous Centeniiiiil summer in PIiiladL-lphia. The unfurling 
of the canvas I hailed, at least, as a humane act, and had 
just commenced to feel partly compensated for my suffer- 
ing upon the Ijenches, resembling the tortures of the In- 
quisition, when our only slielter was deliberately removed, 
and in the fierce fire of the tropical afternoon we rode and 
^roasted for four hours. Uinbrkltas and sun-shades were 
B^ainly raised to screen the passengers from the wiiite flame. 
I^rotests would have been futile ; suffering was inexorable 
indeed, the German gentlemen seemed rather to enjoy, 
r to say the least, they were indifferent to the ordeal, looli- 
g clean and cool in their immiLculate liuen, while 1 was in 
a glow of perspiration. 

The whole experience was a horror: in the manners of 
the passengers, in the customs of the attendants, in the 
suffocating steamer. How many complaints are scored 
against my countrymen ; yet, taking them as a mass, where 
do we find greater delicacy of conduct ? For example : a 
rather fine- looking German woman, suffering from the com- 
mon BtBiction, sprawled herself out at full length regardless 
of her pedal extremities, and slumbered all through the 
fabled shores of the Rhine, and upon the lauded bosom of 
Lake Constance. At every low bridge, and there were 
many, the smoke-pipe was lowered, belching forth a supple- 
mental volcano upon the unolffeuding, yet much offended, 
heads of the barbecued pilgrims ; and to complete the out- 
rage, a mammoth steer was lugged on deck amongst the 
terrified company. Was there ever an American organffia- 
tion that attempted such a studied outrage u|>on the travel- 
ling community ? Among the thousands of transatlantic 
tourists is there no one to censure ? la there not one voice 
raised in protest from our travelling representative men? 
Why does not Thomas Cook fulminate against the entire 
affair; hia tickets are used upon the line, and his general 
system I cannot too honestly commend ; but in such a case 
he should interfere to protect his own interests, if not to 
^m secure the comfort of bis patrons. 

^K But, despite tliese wretched drawbacks, both shores were 
^Binteresting throughout the narrow course of the Khine. 
^^m There was much that was shabby, ragged, and sterile. 
^^K^liere was none of the rugged Alpine scenery, and it was 
^^E'not until we drifted into Lake Constance with its blue 
^Bwatera and storied villas, gleaming white through the lolly 
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fiiresls, that somelliing of an Italian glamour auiTDuiidcil 

In Germnnyl Tlie buzz of the liroad guttural verna- 
culitr, aiKl t!ie demiinda of citetom-liousc olBcera to ex- 
amine baggage, told the potent trutti. By Ibe treaty o( 
Pi-csbiirg in lh05 ConetanL's was afijudged to Baden, and 
wlien tieruinny was unified in 1S66 its own local sovereign, 
togetlier with all tlie host of little dukos, was swept away 
liy ihe stern iron arm of Bismaruk, and now Qermany is 
like the United States, one harinoiiiotia people. 

We canifi into the harlior of the liay of Constance in 
the sweet evening, after our day of damnable basting on 
the water, and aa we neared the long curved pier the quaint 
old German city lay calmly beaulifnl in the opaline glory 
of the falling sun on the distant snow peaks. The reHee- 
tion on the mounds of ice, and their colors duplicated 
againat the sliy, ha<l so blended cloud and moujitnin that 
where the crystal ridges ended and the ethereal dome 
began was utterly indiscernible, until as the sun disappeared 
entirely, the dark rocks druw their own profile against the 
heavens. 

Karly the next morning — Sunday — I was awakened by 
a German military band coming over the bridge, discnura- 
ing the march from " Fatiiiitza;" what with the trahsceu- 
dent music of the braas instrumenta, the hush of the new 
day, and the pellucid reverbation of sound aa it fell on the 
water, the whole produced an etfect I shall never outlive, 
and wherever or whenever I hear the same strains again, 
b;it one thought will be suggested, one code of events re- 
produced — Constance and its memories. 

The Sourish of trumpets and beat of drums meant a 
parade of the Constance fire brigade. So I looked from 
my window in the warm Sabbath and saw in the arid 
stj'eetB below a crowd ami display very like our own 
pageants of a similar character, wiih the one exception of 
the Sunday frolic. Ilere again we had Paris. 1 bad been 
so long amidst the rigid Catholicism of Italy, and so full 
of the provincialism of Swiss forests, that this saturnalia 
was Tery like sacrilege. The streets and brond squares 
were alive wilh military melody and surging populace, hut 
shortly after twelve o'clock the revellers retired, sober, 
subdued, and satisfied. Tliere were no Swiss costumes in 
the throng ; the odd drcaa of the German burgher and his 
homely wife is gradually assuming its authority, aa is the 
Oerman silver mark. The Helvetian coins and Italian Ur^_ 
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are no more, though tbe French franc liaa been with its 
from Paris, it too liaa disappeared and we are to learu a new 
money taWe of marks, pfennigs, florins, thalers, and kreut- 
zei's. It eeema only yesterday since the French currency 
rilled all ; now the hand of this powerful government over- 
spreads its entire domain ; tbe broad German mark and 
tlie ubiquitous soldier vindicnte the master intellect that 
dominates the great state through all its borders. 

The characteristics of the German in America are typi- 
cal of them on their native lieiith. The Sunday noon being 
fair, tiie railway carriages were fliled by the belter claasea 
travelling in family parties on little pastoral jaunts, as 
well as by third class the same as the working people. Tu 
all this broad extent of country there was not a beggar; 
the poorest were clean and decorous; the higher degrees 
lobed in the Parisian fashions ; but there were many 
Btrange uniforms amongst the peasantry. In the district 
of Homberg the women wore black petticoats, scarlet 
bodices, broad-brimmed straw hat, setting around the face 
like a nimbus, ornamented nitli black or red rosettes; 
while tlie men trudged by their sides in black coats lined 
with crimson, and very curions was tlie effect they pro- 
duced ; as tlie sun weut down on the gray hills lliey shone 
like fireflies in the deepening ahadowa. Sunday as it was, 
the fields were full of laborers of both seses. Have I not 
said enough of the way in which the females are burdened 
here? With the hauling, an^l moving, and sawing, and 
being harnessed with dogs and donkeys, they are so un- 
sexed that all the higher feminine faculties and fascinations 
seem to have faded, leaving the animal nature paramount. 
Yet we have been taught, and still there is an effort afoot 
to sustain tlie doctrine, that all connection with science, 
philosophy, and logic, energizes the female mind beyond ita 
circumscribed limits, — once having drifted into the channel 
of the deeper arts there is an irresistible undercurrent that 
carries her out and out beyond her delicate status, and 
eventually makes her virile, prosaic, and unsentimental. 
But which is lo make the most utter devastation with the 
spiritual and carnal beauty of woman, brutish labor or 
mental exercise ? True, the latter may, in time, deprive 
her cheek of some of its exquisite contour, or reduce the 
blooming flesh tints to a tone less dazzling, and the eye 
maybe restless instead of soft and lustrous; but, the light 
of intellect sheds a glorious halo over all personal dcH- 
cicncies. 
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Assiii'cdiy, lliia prni^tit'e of extreme manual lalior miisl 
account for the absence of beauty among the lower orilers 
of women in Coutineiilal Eurojie. I sciuinert the crowds 
coming and going in the cars, and save that ibey were 
clean, eober, and apparently happj^ there was not a comely 
woman in the throng. Tlie men were far better looking na 
a class; their fresh blonde complexions and hair, and erect 
hearing, rather indicated that while the women were reared 
to work the men were educated to war. 1 had ample op- 
]i()rlunity to study the German faces and phases, as there 
lind been an indiislrial exhiltition at Triberg in the very 
heart of the Black Forest, and here the peasants came in 
droves from their various little hamleHioraea, where their 
lives are passed in making watclies and clocks, to l>e scut 
far out in the great world <if whith they know so litllei 

Our way through the Blaek Forest was marked by many 
of the impressive features of the borders of the Mediter- 
ranean or the Alpine districts; Grst, in the number of 
tunnels, and then in tlic wild scenery and the herculcaa 
labor of the forest- workers. Sweeping plains, awful chasms, 
and flinty mountain-ranges, Bew by us like shadows across 
a brillinnt mirror. Yet it was indeed Germany, dark, 
heavy, impenetrable, and stolid; Germany without excuse 
or qualiflcation. Very like the riotous luxuriance of 
southern French or Italian-Swiss landscape, still lacking 
all of their indescribable charm that is tlicir mysterious 
fascination. The landscape bad a Bismarekiau outlook. 

The tunnelling of the Black Forest is another revelation 
in railway science. Until 1 had seen tlie Italian lines, my 
ideas, like most uutravelled Americans, were that the rail- 
roads of the United States, especially those across ibe 
Rocky Mountains, were unparalleled in the diRicnltics of 
cnnstrnction, as they are known to lie unequalled in the 
extent of country they traverse ; but all these preconceived 
notions faded before the over two hundred tunnels of Italy, 
eight consecutive miles under Mont Cenis, and finally by 
tlie nine continuous mites of St. Gothard, now construct- 
ing jointly by Italy, Gernaany. and Switzerland ; and the 
revelation of the Black Forest, seemed to me a more 
8tui>endou8 work than any of the others. Vast mineral 
treasures lay in the ridges of these granite hills. Timber, 
coal, and water mingle with incredible varieties of agricul- 
ture and a long catalogue of divei'silted manufactures. In 
one hundred miles of travel there was a series of tunnels, 
carriage-roads, bridges, and viaducts that followed each 
uibcr in innrvcllous and nipiii 
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H All tliroiisli Uk' Rlatk Forest there are tiiniisnmia of 

^M archaic relius uf every deseri|>tion. Ok) abbeys, ciistlus, 

^M and chateaux rei-all the ancient times when Oei'matiy wtis 

^H divided among many princes and priests ; and as tlie train 

^V flashes along its iron ways glimpses may be canght of tan- 

^B Defies, factories, wine-presses, sweet villages, and broad 

^H fields, which attest the opulence and power of this mag- 

^r niGcent German Kmpire. Uuine are as frequent as in 

Italy, and the appending tales as weird and romantic. The 

Chateau of Orlenburg, which oecniiies an ancient site of a 

Blronghold destroyed in the seventeenth century, cannot 

fell to attract the attention of the traveller; the vine-dad 

bills nestled elosely about its base, and in the tastefully 

planted grounds where the patter of little feet and tlie 

shout of happy childish voice!^, ringing as Jubilantly on the 

» summer air ns if the spot liail never been harrowed by 
bloody faction. Wherever we lookeii there was scenery as 
wild and legends as spectral as those of Ctrcece or Kiiypt, 
and despite the repulsive guttural dialect of even the best- 
educated German, I do not marvel at the desire of the 
English to travel through the Black ForeHt, with its quaint 
old towns, its simple-henrterl people, its impenetrable 
wildtrueasee, its geological Ibi-maUons, all so much at va- 
riance with the crowded cities, narrow limits, and dissi- 
pated populace of their own boasted kingdom. 

Had landscajie and tradition alone been the surrounding 
^^ inflnences I mij^ht have imagined i was in some far-famed 
^K^land of the gods; but all this fair delusion was dissolvetl 
^^^by the continued and uurious commotion of travel and the 
^K disagreeable twang and jaw-dislocators of the passengers. 
^KJ picked up these few and then seni'cLed a German lexicou 
^KlTur the translation: Donaeuschingen, au ancieut towu ; 
^^F^ibelungenlied, a library; Kiljienstrasse, a street: Ehlen- 
^P'lmgenthal, Kinzigthn), Eheratienstrasse, Jugfehweiler, Geic- 
^^ senkopfchen, Gimmehliugeu, Guncenbachthal, Schweppen- 
haiisen; now these are proper names, and 1 have not picked 
the most abstruse either. As we go into the body of the 
Uerman speech ordinary terms are apparently more incom- 
prehensible ; yet, in this language Luther partly conquered 
the Catholic Church, Goethe and Schiller elcctriSeil the 
hemispheres by their verse, and to-day it creates a litera- 
^^ ture of magazines, newspapers, and every variety of books, 
^^L that even puts the pedaniic English publisher to the blush. 
^HJThen to iieap Ossn on Pelion was the shouting, liorn-blow- 
^^klug, and bell-riugiiig at every station, arid I longed for the 



3Bfi PICTUILEB A 

Englisli aileneo and the promptitude of our own system, 
but I vetnembered that England is a very small and coin- 
pacl kingdom, and tbat Amei-ii;an railways run in straigliC 
lines milh comparatively few brandies, wliile tlie continent 
of Kurope is made compl«x by its various powers, uoins, 
dialects, religions, customs, and laws, and that its rail- 
roads receive «nd discharge every day epecimens of nearly 
nil the civilized travellers of the age. It is by these sounds 
then that necessary uomnuinication Is lield between otBcials 
aiid passengers. My theory was conflrmed by the arrival 
of a heavily laden train of cosmopolitan tourists, and their 
amusing conflicts with the German kelnens, guards, cab- 
drivers, and hotel porters, when tliey, speaking but one lan- 
guage and tlio underlings not mure than two, expected all 
their questions lo be answered immediately and intelli- 
gently, whether applied in Turkish, Greek. Rngliah, Chi- 
nese, Russian, or Japanese, and then flew into the most 
turbulent passion, while the Teuton preserved his sioltii 
equanimity. 

At the historic town of Kehl — half an hour from Strass- 
bnrg — I saw for the first time some of the soars lelt by the 
war of 1870. This was indeed Germany, or Germany witli 
a French heart. Fortiflciitions stretched all about; as far 
as the eye could reach, in every direction were tiiose great 
circular projecting mounds, atid 1 could easily see traced 
of the advancing coluiuna of the mighty host that swept 
down upon the French battalions. 

Siraaburg, the capital iff Alsace and German Lorraine, 
the headquarters of the I5tb corps of the Teuton I'orces, in 
German in speech, German in dress, and for two hundred 
years German in the customs of its inhabitants, and yet ns 
thoroughly French, heart and soul, as the occnpanls of the 
Kiie de Uivoli or the Faubourg St. Honoi-^ in Paris. 

Strasburg is a quaint city of many gables, chimneys, 
red-tiled roofs, and a mingling of French, German, and 
Swiss architecture. I cannot say that any portion of it 
impressed me as being pr-etty. There are some fine shops 
in the business portion ; liut the many plali of the city, 
which were intended as adornment, had a scorched arid 
appearance, and the dust seemed to have penetrated the 
houses; as was the fact at the hotel, where the cuisine was 
unexcelled and the floors and furniture grimy, with a gene- 
I'at aroma in contrailiction of tlie "sweet south breathing 
o'er n bank of violets." There is no time spent in the cuU 
tivatioQ of tuate for munici pal embellishments. Structure 
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are colored yellow, or red, or bine, while iniiltitudinous 
chilliness slail out from the moat ineoiiceiviililG points in 
SB gre&t a diversity of sha|tes as in numbers, and I'a^ndes 
Biid eaves ai-e florid with wood carvings. The building 
called the Old House in Strashiirg is highly ornate with 
wooden sculptures, capitals and eaves, and gabled roof, 
and very like an exulted edition oT a Bwiss cliS^let. It is 
the oldest stamling house of ttie city, and though its archi- 
tecture is weird its looks of preservation belie its years. 

One cannot speak of Strasbiirg and omit its Cathedral 
with its seven hundred years of history, its mingled archi- 
tecture, — Romanesque and Gothic, — its numerous sculp- 
tures, its beautiful interior, and its dizzy tower, which I 
did not ascend ; I am tired crawling up and down crooked 
stairways to meet with nothing but aching limbs and un- 
requited efforts, nnd peril my life through the stone fret- 
work of the upper tower. Neither did I look upon the 
embalmed bodies of a German Prince and hia daughter, as 
I have tasted ad nauseam of canonizod saints and apotheo- 
sized sinners, dead priests i-itised to the empyrean, and 
sublimated princes. 

I turned away from all these attractive reminiscences of 
distilled carnality into one of the many cramped crooked 
streets, and was surprised at tlie vast quantity of sabots for 
Bale al an humble shop door. They were packed in biiri'cls 
nnd tubs, and hertped upon the sidewalk, where the peasants 
vere purchasing them at three marks (seventy-flve cents) 
per pairj one pair wears two years. Heavy, awkward, 
cruel, tortuous inventions, ruder than the rudest brogans, 
and confessing, as it were, the extreme destitution of the 
proletaires. The poor toilers who wear these barbarous 
wooden shoes were working on the highways, and dilHcult 
it was to distinguish the sexee ; they looked like pictures 
of a feudal age. 

The cynosure of Strasburg is the barracks, which con- 
stitutes a series of girdles to the city. One gate after 
another, guarded by grim Teutons, we passed; one moun- 
tain of earth after another we rode over, nntil I surely 
thought we must have passed the limitation of fortification, 
and still again and again the strong outworks loomed before 
me in the July twilight. Thirteen ridges of defence, four 
and five miles from the town, proved not only what the 
French had constructed to debar the Oerroans, and built 
in' vain, but what the Germans have since erected as a pro- 
tection should the French attempt tu step iu and renew 
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volubility of his GermaD coDfirmerl the sincerity 
French afiectious. He poiated out the exteDsive military 
barracks or the Tarioiia divisioDs of the German army corps 
lion qn&rtered at Strasburg; the captured ammunition 
and valuable bronzea, relics of tiie conquests of Napoleon 
1. ; designated the portions of tiie city destroyed by the re- 
aistleas Germans in their lerriflc Iwmbardment for live daya 
in August of 1870. There seemed euough conHscateil fire- 
aims and balls to make war on Iho universe, and as the 
poor fellow looked nt these victorious trophies of the con- 
querors, he related his story with all the gestures of an 
eSL-ited Parisian, and not with the stolid austerity of the 
victors, Ue had convinced himself that tiie Freni:h empire 
was llie only government for the working classes, and 1 
was impressed with the contrast butweeu this pleli 
perialist and the quiet, strong dignity of tlie i 
command of the fortificatioas, indicative, as it were, of ll 
ililference between the volatile gasconatle of the Alsatiai 
and the silent power of the German. 

As we crossed the great Lridge of boats 
we wei'e greeted by a swarm of mosquitos that boarded us 
with spiieliil unanimity, vividly recalling home. We fled 
from the assault iu honest terror, but when we rc-eutcred 
the city our myriad enemies had retreated ; tla-y seemed to 
coiilliic themselves to the river preciucta. 
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LETTER LXIX. 

Nfiisfli'SS Carlsrulie, grave of IJucal piiili' 1 
WliOHe hlU-uI hl'i: is H|H.'<:chlrss Imoks. 

The daily haven of the tniiuit britle, 
Or evening sheller of the noisy rooka. 



Carlbrvhe, July, 1878. 1 
In passing from the mountains, glaciers, and lakes < 
Switzerland, I miss the congenial climate, wild piutui'e«,' 
snd quaint dress of the jiensant-womeu, with the while rib- 
bons wound in the plaits of their bronrn hair ; but in Ger- 
many I have found excessive heat, flies, and mosquitoH, 
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anil these, if not esnctly a compensation for tlie transnondent 
pleasures of tlie Alpine Rci>ulilio, are, at least, sharp re- 
minders of home. 

The journey from Slrasburg to Carlsnihe was a short, 
pleasant one, despite the torrid heat. The Orand Duchy 
of Baden is a lovely agricultural i-egion, redolent of flowers 
and trees and the fresh earth, and principally interesting 
liy our course through the former gambling town of Baden- 
Itaden, Stripped of its glilteviiig robes of sin, its only at- 
tractions are now its healing waters and lovely environs. 
There was something of a Newport air about the station, 
the fine hotels, the cosy restaurants, and shady avenues that 
showed it to be a conservatory of attractions for those of 
lull pockets and aristocratic tastes; yet Baden-Baden has 
only a local population of 11,000, chiefly Roman Calliolic. 
Now that the sinners have gone since the Emperor William 
whipped the money-changers from the brilliant temples of 
Baden-Baden, all the sumptuous palaces erected with the 
gamester's mouey are used by the moral multitudes, wlio 
seem to have forgotten the pleasure of sin to which tliey 
were long dedicated, Baden-Baden, with its groves, water- 
falls, theatres, and even churches built by Mr, Benezet, the 
Inle king gambler, has a decorous, sedate air, and a fair, 
healthy appearance, wiiere one might find the calm of rustic 
refinement and liappiness. Tlie okl paradise of hazard 
seems to be given up to what claims to be a newer and 
better generation. 

Carlsruiie, capital of the Grand Duchy of Baden, is rather 
a new town, a fact readily perceived by the modern and 
unsoiled architecture, the outgrowth of the miniature town 
erected by the prince about his hunting-grounds in 1TI5, 
since rnled by a succession of local inonarchs of one family 
nntil IS66, when all these petty feudalities were abolishoil 
by order of Bismarck, after the German armies had defeated 
the Austrians, and the many prinuipftlilies of Germany be- 
came united under one sovereign head. It is a dismal siglit 
to see the splendid palaces of the expatriated provincial 
kings standing all around in grim solitude; silent among 
their own highly cultivated grounds, fountains, and slat- 
nary, while their former possessors, who lived and revelled 
in them, are now passing their days in foreign countries, 
not daring to return to their own. The Grand Duke Fred- 
erick William, iiaving married the daughter of Kaiser Wil- 
faelm, was not one of the noliles obliged to Qee, through 
their allegiance to Aiistna; lie still reigns in tlie palace, 
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Oarlsmhe seema more a town of wealthy burghers and 
students than of niannfactures. It is clean, and has a, do- 
mestic nir not found in any of the Siviss-Oerroan cities. It 
is n city of art schools, libraries, and a vast polytechnic, 
with seven hundred stndenta. What laliorei's 1 saw sebmeil 
to be working leisurely on expensive new houses; there is 
a calm, sleepy, pulseless indolence in tlie plaice tliat invites 
repose, yet the LDStilutions of learning indicate exceptionitl 
prosperity. Tliese attractions and architectural wondenj 
of liarmony and style loudly proclaim the difference 
tween the simplicity of repnblica and tlie extravagance 
monarchies. The American city passenger cars that pass 
my window, the hnppy ciiildren on tlieir way to school, with 
tlietr shining, morning faces, — cariying tlie same descri|i- 
tion of satchel we see at home, and whistling the same airs 
we hear tliere, — and tht well-dressed wayfarers recall keenly 
similar sights in Pliiladelpliia. Tbere is less character in 
<li-eBS and habits here than in Italy or Switzerland. 
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Ile<l nobility, and in the great public edifices they 
when they were lords and masters of the multiplicity 
Uerman duchies and towns. 

The estates of the present Grand Duke, that is the palaee 
and parks, may be said to occupy the acroiiolis or central 
point of a district from wliicli the city diverges in front, 
while the hunting-grounds of Ilardwald spread out to the 
rear. The castle and its appendages, — dining, banqueting, 
and reception halls, — sumptuously appointed, form a semi- 
circle, with the atables on the east and the court tbeatreon 
the right, which is still used for public amusements. Here 
is anotiier of those monuments of regal folly in a town 
limited pojiulation, with a highly finished exterior, 
tiediment containing reliefs of Goethe, Schiller, MOBart,'' 
Reethoven, and Gluck, while the interior is only a repeti- 
tion of all tlioae highly embellished public structures so 
abundant on the (Eminent. The palace gardens are as 
exquisite in fountains, statues, gay Buwer-plots, palm- 
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t hniises, siiiii orangeries as a freshly painted scene in a sjlniv- 
ing play. The flag was flying I'roin the turret to iinjieiite 
the (luke's presence; a detaclnnent of Gerinnn soMiera was 
at the main gate aa we entered, and the sovereign's three 

' hundred servanta at tlieir many voeations, yet with all 
there was a pronnunced air of indolence about the palace 
aa we sauntered through tiie halls and art gallery enjoying 
tile gema of the modern Qeriunn acliool. Moat of the paint^ 
ings are from the pencil of the former and present director 
of the Carlsrnhe Academy, though there are some few by 
the older Dutch artists, Jan Steen and Rembrandt. But 
Carlsrnhe being an art city with an art quarter, and ft 
galaxy of stndioH gathered in one cnrnei- of the town, pat- 
ronizes and encourages principcilly the modciii school and 
the rising aspirants. Rhenish art is progressing ra|iidty 
now in all the larger German cities, as we notice in the ar- 
chitecture as well aa in painting. 

Military gnards were stationed all about the vast jialace 
grounds, still there were no signs of activity, no guests, 
and no evidences of a family. At length I came across one 
of the yonng scions of the noble bouse playing with a ball 
on a back porch, yet playing in a restrained way, aa if he 
Lad been imbned, by long and thorough instruction, witli 
the thought that to surrender himself to his impulses and 
sportive desires would be to degrade his dignity; and so 
the boy grows up never to know what true, blithe, heedless, 
unambitious childhood is; childhood with mud and mire, 
patched breeches and tops, sculfed boots and scarred hands. 
The absence of all life and hilarity seemed to be the normal 
condition of the regal home; j'et there were other evidences 
of high and lusurions living in the presence of the paper- 
capped French nhi^/ and bis corps. Aa the son-in-law of 
the Emperor of Germany, and tbe descendant of the Grand 
Dukes of Baden, he is perhaps entitled to exceptional ad- 
Tantages, but the visit made rather a sad impression. 
Hero was the throne-room of the Kaiser, when he came to 
Ills daughter's palace, with a suite of Insurious apartments, 
yet all deserted and silent, waiting as it were for the visit 
that is not paid but once a year. Tbe Duke is fortunate in 
his near relation to the reigning family of the empire, and 
in his fidelity to the German cause which made its many 
principalities one in the struggle twelve years ago. Others 
'led to the side of Austria, or faltered, and suffered in cnu- 
;e of their defection, but the Grand Duke of Badon 
remained true, and is now rewarded by the confidence of 
^Is king and the love of Ida peoi»le. 
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LETTER LXX. 

A blentled glory spread around — 
The wnrkshnp of imperial mind — 

Ooelhe has niaile it bol; ground, 
And Lulhtr sacred to maul<ind. 

Frankpobt-ob-Main, July, 1878, 
Odr route from Carlsruhe to Frankfort carried us through 
a country closely connected with the liistory of American 
in dependence. And thoujrh. Heidelberg was tlie first and 
chief feature, the Grand Duchy of Hesse holds a dearer 
])Iace in the heart of my nation. They are both pregnant 
of histoi-y. Heidelberg through its illustrious university ; 
Darmstadt, capital of Hesse, lias a different claim upon 
regard: the one has given u a great scholars, lights to 
ence and art; tbe other sustained an equivocal relation 
the American struggle for equality and independence. 

Heidelberg is no longer an exclusive nursery of savaTitti 
it has been modernized by a brisk commerce, and has lost 
much of its precious literary character. The aged dust of 
eenturied learning has bi:eii swept away by the besiiin of 
trade, tbe clouds of golden tore have evaporated, musty 
professors have been puslied aside by bustling mercbauta, 
and the odor of books has Leen replaced by the variety of 
other manufactures. Tbe University, though still enjoying 
an attendance of seven hundred students, is bereft of its 
former prestige. The castle, a monument of the thirteenth 
century, is like Kenilworth, a vast ruin ; having been the 
prey of vandal hordes for five hundretl years, the victim of 
great fires, and finally the target of the lightning bolt. 
The student reads in itllie [irogresa of the feudal ages, and 
in its ivy-hung remains contrasts tbe eternal rejuvenescence 
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of nature aiid the instability of the proudest montiments 
erected by human bantis to human glory. All the old in- 
fluences seem to have died with the yeara. The erahera 
now only amoalder ftmongst the ashea of forgotten learning 
and perished royalty. 

Still the vicinity of Heidelberg is thronged by visitors in 
the season, but the busiest places are the well-ordered 
hotels. The sparkling waters and wooded lieifjhlH and 
green forests are like so many fresh maideus, with all the 
exhilarating fascinatioD of their pastoral home, still untar- 
nished by the glare of metropolitan gaslight and the taint 
of social familiarity, proving the eternal youth of a recrea- 
tive world. 

Xow Darmstadt has a population twice the number of 
Heidelberg, and as a natural s«queiice has quite a munici- 
pal attraction. In its handsome streets, flne squares, noble 
pleasure-grounds, valuable library, galleries of pictures, an- 
tiquities, and coins, a theatre, a palace, and the usual ap- 
purtenances of royal towns, it offers mostly the cliarm 
Boaght by tourists in greater cities. The whole neighbor- 
hood is crowded with the remains of the residences of no- 
bility, reviving the harah features of the olden time, when 
the masses were ruled hy a few famous families, who en- 
joyed life without labor, and governed without brains. I 
think Qerraany was more subject to the feudal system than 
even France, at least there remain sterner evidences of the 
fact. Can we apeali of liberty in a government where the 
land is owned and dominion vested in a few, while the 
people are ground to the earth by military exaction and 
taxation ? 

Modern Germany is a vast improvement on the past. 
Its literature is more powerful, its music more penetrating, 
its statesmanship more influential, its art more self-assert- 
ing, its manufactures more stupendous, than at any former 
period ; and, though still a huge military nation, and a 
great barrack from Bohemia to the North Sea, still a 
mighty force for good, more useful to civilization than Aus- 
tria, more progressive tlian Russia, and, of course, a resist- 
less opposite to the fading and enervated country of the 
Turk. What struck me as I dwelt upon Darmstadt was 
that the people of Hesse should have been willing to fight 
for their old Grand Duke more than a hundred years ago, 
not for the wages paid to themselves, but to fasten English 
slavery upon the American colonies, and to let those wages 
go into the pockets of their local chiefs, who sold them for 

sa 
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BO much ft hend to the HanoveriaD Oeorgea. And yet frOl 
tbese very Ueasiana, anil the redeinptionera tliaC cntjaeuflcr 
tliem, our country receiviiil the founders of Bouae of our 
tPOBt useful familieB, PenuBylvania was particularly rein- 
forued by lliis element. 

With audi reBeiitions I came into Frankfort, with its 
long and brilliant retord as one of the free towns of the 
German confeiloralion. It dales from the time nt Charle- 
magne, and the atmosplie're of wealth and dignity whidi 
pervades it is not only nn indication of its commercinl im- 
portance, but of its long conliiuied financial ascendency 
and political indeiiendence. The infliicnccB that made 
Frankfort wliat it is, are patriotism, wealth, industry, 
energy, and commerce. 

Frankfort is a royal garrison town set in a brond plain 
in the very heart of the Tanniis range, that seems to close 
over it, and at the anme time affords a multitude of leafy re- 
treats where the rich Fraiikforlers pass their summers. The 
city proper lies on the right batik of the Main; on the left 
is its suburb, that seems inhal)ited Ity quite another com- 
munity. While the streets in the old portion of the town 
are crooked, narrow, dark, and dirty, those in the newer 
sections are broad, with an expression of perspective, 
flanked by handsome structures, Qorid with the art of tiie 
Uenaissance, odorous and inviting liy the many opi^i 
squares planted with trees, where the winds from llie 
lileak heights of the Taun us rustle among the full foliage and 
beautiful shadowed avenues, where the belles peti'tes of the 
city saunter or linger under the great spreading branches, 
closely resembling in face and costume our better-(;lasa 
women at home. They are not walking advertisements like 
the fast Frenchwomen or the painted houris of London. 
Removed from the old cramped byways of the city, with 
their storied precincts, antique architecture, and commer- 
cial wharves, is the new Opera House, with its wealtli of 
sculpture, columns and capitals, and its fine broad streets 
and extravagant houses, occupied by the uppertendom and 
foreign embassies. It is like a paradise, but it is very fnr 
away from all that tells us of Guttenburg, Faust, Goethe, 
or the Rothschilds. 

Frankfort has many striking attractions, some of them 
worthy of a far more pretentious city. Nest to the new 
Opera House, the Frankforler Hof, a hotel of fine propor- 
tions, is the boldest exainple. The old streets are alive 
with ancient story and reiiown. The -house in which the 
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t awkwarii Iii9iide, opposite an open phttz, wlierc blio 
Bquare-hipped women sold wilted vegetables in tlie twdigiit 
as 1 rode lij, bad a tongue for every stone, telling tales of 
the fonnder of the great Hebrew house of Mammon', the 
princes who deal with empires nnd kings as if they were so 
many flgnres on tlie great pulitlcal chessboard. I was 
«liown the house, US Judenstrnsse, in which the progenitor 
«f the gold-coining race lived, in the days when tlie Jews 
-were closed within their own srjnalid purlieus every evcnin-j 
^t ciglit o'clock, and througlioiit the entire Subbath and 
Iiolidaya were uot alloweil to venture about the city under 
2)enalty of a heavy fine. This nefarious custom prevailed 
until the present century in the free city of Frankfort, and 
now the Rothschilds, who once were prisoners in their own 
«!it.y, not only wield sovereign power with tlieir millions 
nnd billions, but occupy tlieir place iu parliaments, while 
their sons and daughter.^ are gladly welcomed iu marriage 
"vrith the noblest families. I'rotestant sentiments hold do- 
minion in Frankfurt, but the great number of resident He- 
brews ia readily seen by a visit to any of the public resorts, 
where they compose the better part of tlie atlendaufe. 
This proscribed race now rank amongst the beat ransiciana, 
authors, painters, orators, statesmen, hiatorians, scientisis, 
and philosophers, not only in tliese Teutoniu districts, but 
all over Europe. 

In this same tumble-down, unswept, and iingamished 
quarter are mementos of greater ones than the lordly 
money-changers. Opposite the northeast corner of the ol<l 
{.■ntfaedral stands an archaic slate-covered house, bearing a 
grotesque marble effigy and a Latin inscription upon its face. 
From a window in this antique structure the celebrated re- 
ligious reformer addressed the multitudes on his way to 
Worms, and from the window still looks the face of Martin 
, Luther in all its quaint and iudicrons stoninesa. The house 
L where the poet Goethe was born is more of an object of at- 
i'<traction than the superb colossal monument, with its alle- 
■^orical reliefs and its eliaste illustrations of bis poems, to his 
Ivglory, in the platz adjoining the Rossmarket, where is the 
I'tnaasivecenotapli of Outtenberg, holding his types and sur- 
rounded by statues of other masters of the art preservative 
I of all arts. Here then were tlie fourmonarchs of their day 
I'Snil time ; Rothschilds, the father of the money kings ; Lu- 
, father of Protestant reform; Goethe, the father of 
Wetio philosophy ; and Guttenberg, the inventor of the 
Kjtrt of printing. 
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These monuments and their pendent historical incitlenta 
suggested many pkaeant reflections, but ray visit to the 
Romerljerg and its market-plnce in frimt, and its collection 
of wretched portraits in the kaisersalle, was a dismal dis- 
encbantment. I threaded my way through many dirty 
streets until T came to a great open, dnsty, rnsty, moth- 
eaten square and an cqnnlly decaying temple, which had 
Idtly gables and broad doorways standing open. X entered 
the gaping vestibule or arcsdes, — all damp and dark and 
grimy. At first I thought it the rendezvous of rats, ami 
imagined lizards 'and loathsome insects playing in and out 
the ehinlES of the pavement and nails after nightfall. I 
ascended a broad stair to my right and entered the kaiser- 
sallf! or gallery of emperors, on the first floor. The por- 
traits from the day of Charlemagne are without exception 
bad, yet preeions to the mind, as every individual who en- 
tered that saloon was watched by two German women as if 
each vras a famous jirofessional thief. Is'o one was allowed 
to make his exit until he had contributed something to the 
support of the sentinels of these travesties of the early 
German rulers. The strategy wiia only another version of 
the spider and the fly slory. The Romerberg ia the mar 
ket place of every public rejoicing, and another of the 
former prescribed precincts of the Jews. 

But there is one real worh of art here, the inspiration oj 
genius, — the group of "Ariadne on the Panther." Tliii_ 
chaste and artistic fancy of Danneker is shown in an alcovoii 
ol' Mr. Bethman's museum. That gentleman purchased il 
for the sura of twenty thousand florins, and preserves it ani' 
several lesser casts and carvings in an addition to his owt 
residence. The crimson drapery of the tabernacle waA 
drawn aside by an old servant of ihc house, and the famous 
group appeared like a frozen poem in a soi't of transcendent 
golden light, or fata morgana, tliat enveloped it and floated 
about it, yet every line and curve of the marble shone na 
distinctly as if it were cut in the strange amber glare. It 
had all the glow of life, and as the figure revolved upon liie 
pivot of the pediment I imagined I could see the sinews of 
the limbs contract and relax, and the flesh quiver. The 
easy and mobile pose of the figure, tlie gracefnl lines, the 
almost sentient atone, the double poetry of life and beauty, 
the varied phases of expression, prove not alone the idealism 
of the artist, but the growing infiuence of his work. Jt has 
the great and enduring virtue that even the most celebrated 
conceptions of our modern artists lack, — it is not too large 
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a perfect type of womanhood. The lirahsof the divinity 
ai'u rathi-r small and roiimt, with that expi'usaion of lusuioua 
pliaiiity that we expect as tlie chief charm of the ideal 
woman. We never find the old marbles of tlie Greeks with 
rigidly curved limbs and a netlier jaw that proclaims deter- 
mination of purpose. Praxiteles and Phidias never made 
their Venuses and Junoa after the pattern of an Amazon. 
Tlie Goddess of Love, or the Angel Purity, the muaes of 
Art and Music, were not created to fight wars and harrow 
np vast fields of agriculture. We must come to the Inter 
works to find eonceplions of herculean strength and liinbB 
tbat Becm to have been developed in a. caliBthciilo scliool. 
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LETTER LXXI. 

The gambler with htR dice bas fled, 

And pure and aweel now lies the land, 
Where aweeteat flowera tlieir rragmnce ahed. 

And grape Tiani wrealhe in gold and purple band. 

Anonvmotjb. 



Weisbaden, July, 1878. 
IIebe te another exquisite offspring of the gaming sys- 
tem. A fashionable German epa, a finished watering- 
place, a. modern duster of lusiiriuns homes and lazy re- 
sorts, with none of the soft shadows of a pastoral retreat 
and with none of the gray tone that comes with age. A 
city that faas sprung up since the era uf electrictt}' aixl 
steam ; that looks as if it had been expressly (.'oiiBtrueteil 
to please the tastes of the meretricious element tlial took 
possession of it before the fi'aternity of hazard was expelleil 
fi'om the kingdom, and as if its L-ost had been paid for out 
of their pockets. And though there is no bustle in the 
streets, everything looks new an-d garnished like a decoi'a- 
tioii for a holiday. Every one passes by with an invalid or 
indolent air, and many of tlie men on the streets have the 
easy, audacious, well-dressed, well-fed look of gamblers; 
such men aa we have all seen at great stations aud hotels; 
loungers, with an ineit, supine ex^jression ; grand in flashing 
riianionda, glazed sbirt-fvonts, flashy neckerchiefs, bairoiled, 
ami arranged after the latest tonaorial style, exquisitely 
trimmed Gnger-lips, aud as tliey pass, the atmosphere is 
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I'iTe with tlie aubllcLies of frangipnnni, jiang-jlai _, 
m 11 sk. 

'I'liere are great lintels, parks where the ladies sun llieni- 
seivcs after tlmrtnal baths, oml swuet, secluded walks over 
an iron portico to the Trinkhalle, and Curaoal grounds 
glowing in flowering parterres, tliat are apt to chase awny 
all morbid or immoral rtBeclions ; yet 1 cannot, help the 
convictiiin tlial there is still a substratnm of the old soolul 
composite uuderlj'ing the [iresent quiet aBectation of con- 
valeseence. 

Still there are many beautiful villaa bordering the town, 
and excursions to the atijacent heights of Sonnenberg, 
Neroberg, and the I'lalte; or to the sanitary baths and 
waters of Sfhlangenbad and Sthwalbai-h, both lying in 
green valleys noted for their mcdiciiiBl and curative pro- 
perties. The air at all of these health spas is clear and in- 
vigorating, though situated Id dales richly wooded; and 
the bridle and carriage paths of the mountains afford rare 
views of the Kliine and Main, and the surrounding country, 
BB we rise and fall with th.e undulations of the road ; now 
in a narrow valley with comfort and plenty about us; and 
then on the hilltop, where the vines are trained to the-sum- 
niit, and the road cut through the fruitful vineyard, held at 
figures that would appear enough to purchase the rich aureaji 
theniBelvcB. ■ 

The ride from Frankfort to Wiesbaden is a short jouiJI 
neyofan hour and a quarter, through a district literally ■ 
bursting with the varied wealth of a bounteous and bounti- 
ful nature. The railway is one of the oldest in Germany, 
and its branches are nuiiieronn, reaching many historic 
towns and Roman settlements in the time of the Ctesars. 
A good story ia afloat of General and Mrs. Grant while at 
Ilomberg, the most popular watering-place iu the Rhine- 
ln]id. There are many remains of the Roman occupation 
before the Christian era; on a wooded height about one 
and three-fourths mites from the resort there is what once 
was an archaic cemetery, A number of tomba were ex- 
cavated in the presence of the ex President, and the urns 
containing the human aslies found in excellent preserva- 
tion ; the Roman coin placed on the lid of the burial vase 
according to I'ngan custom, to pass the body of the de- 
ceased over the river Styx, still remained, and as the, ex- 
humer handed it to General Grant, he quietly remarked to 
his friend, General Badeau, " Ihey are evidently not tak- 
ing toll down there now." 
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Many amiising puragniiilia are told of the soldi ei'-P resi- 
dent's visit to Eutope. He Una been liiglily and constantly 
honored. Kings, courts, pari in meats, and great eoininani- 
lies have been spoulaneons in their tributes, yet through 
them all be has remained tlie snme utiattected and unobtru- 
sive repuliiienn. His retiueiice has been at times paiuTul 
in the midst of noisy spcedica, liigh-Qown compliments, and 
the blazon of pageantry. It h.aa even given offence to 
those who expected some demonstration in return fur 
tlieir loud welcome. 

In passing from the red wines of Southern France and 
Italy lo the white wines of the Rhine and Moselle, there is 
as gi'eat a difference in the growth and training of the 
vines as there is in the juice they yield. In the Uock- 
heimer district, where tile celebrated sparkling hnck is 
manufactured, the vineia grovrnon tall arbors mure closely 
resembling the Ameriean plant; and so valuable is this par- 
ticular species that when the railroad was surve3'ed through 
the section, the contractors agreed to pay over two dollars 
and a quarter for each vine removed or destroyed during 
the necessary excavations. This was over forty years 
ago ; to-day the wine ranks among the finest growths of the 
Khine. So Wiesbaden is a proBy>erous, elegant town, and 
llie centre of a region of surpassing fertility and loveliness. 
The climate is more perfect — that is, more healthful — than 
the soutliern cimntries, but it has nothing of the feverish, 
intoxicating influence of the regions bordering the Medi- 
terranean and Ionian waters. Here we have an atmos- 
phere that energizes and nerves the natives to labor ; south, 
the world-famed salubrity enervates and renders slothful 
not only the sons of the soil but all who linger within i 
shadow. 

Here orchards, vineyards, and mineral springs are tl 
gifts of generous nature, while wide and sweeping roads, 
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Everywhere one may turn in Wiesbaden there is lavish 
proof of the gambler's liberality. Before the Emperor Wil- 
liam closed them out they hiLd already beautified the little 
(lerman resort in many ways, and the monuments of their 
affluence are not only preserved, but supplemented by the 
city with new splendors. 

In the grand hall of the Curaaa! there are instrumental 
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coDL-erts e»ery FHJay, and dancing everr Satnnlay. Bnt 
llie park ailjuiiiing tlic long building la s much moi« popu- 
lar rendezvous Ihan the oonversalion Itali. 1 walked among 
ilH gay parterres in the darknessof night, with nothittgbat 
tlie groups or lamps along t!ie lake margin and the tntnk- 
ling stars overhead to light op the glistening waters, where 
the white swans paddled and floated tike animated snaw- 
drifls, and the complete coinhinations oT floriculture rose 
in mounds of bloom. The skill displayetl in weaving the 
flowers by the scieoti&c process of sowing tlie seed in par- 
ticular devices has been redoced to the eleg&nce of written 
eharacters ; and as I passed Away from the perrume<1 alleys 
the strains of the delicious music iu the adjacent building ■ 
cume floating through the pines and dropped into the 1 
wnter like the melodious tinkle of liquid bells. 1 crossed 
the way, and under the shndnw of the laurel and oleander, 
in large green tubs that sleiid close to the windows of the 
great hotels. 1 watdied the pedestrians. Where were they 
all going ? Very few females, but bnttalions of male strag- 
glers fashioned after the model I have already presented. 

Through a beautiful valley in the full flush of the summer 
aftemoou I sought the Greek chapel. It is midway up tlie 
Neroberg. and we rode through vineyards, willi here and 
there a little group of wlilte cottages, like a flock of . 
doves nestled in a dale between the hills, making a minis' I 
ture world and community of its own. Then upfin the ' 
summit of an elevation, over whith the ripe fruit clambered 
in riotous confuaion, Etocid a fi])acioii3 stone mansion, the 
home of the princely owner i.f tlie rich lands it overlooked. 
It was very regal and enclusive in its majestic solitude, 
hut it seemed cold and isolated at its height, while the 
cluster of humble homes below shuiie in the warmth of 
happy domesticity. 

Thecbapel, erected by tlie Duke of Nassau incommcraora- 
tion of his Muscovite wife, containing her mausoleum, 
stands aloue upon a smoothly-shaven mound. In the form 
ofa Greek eroas, it is surmounted by five mosque domes or 
minaret towers, sjjarkling in golden contrast to the pallid 
fu9ade, The interior is dazzling with decorations and f 
rich stuff's of While Russia. The doors, walls, and ceiliugi 
of pure white marble glow in stained glass and preeiouif^ 
stones, enamelled screens from the nntive home of f 
ducbesB, and in a recess reclines tlie full-length monumei 
tul llgure of the princess herself. Upon either side of til 
sarcophagus are statuettes of the twelve apostles, and I 
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the ■corners sit tlie holy quartette, Faith, Hope, Cliarity, 
and IniQiortality; in the circle above soar angela, while 
between the arches atanrt tiie proplieta and evangelists, — 
a costly, chaste, and highly snggestive comhinntion of 
royal wealth and taste, and a fitting tribute to the ptire 
daughter of the house of Roi^nolf. Yet the Duke married 
again and espoused the cause of Austria in 1866, and is 
now a fugitive in a foreign land, though still esteemed by 
the oonini unity to whicli he left, a perennial source of profit . 
in the souvenir to hia dead spouse. 



LETTER. LXXII. 

" I saw the hlue Rhine sweep along— I heard, or seemed to hear. 
The Qerman siings wo uspd to sing, in choriw sweet and cloar, 
And down the plenaant river, and up tlie slanting bill, 
The echoing chorus sounded tbrouglilbe evening calm and slill." 
Cakoi.jke Norton, 

Cologne, August, 1878. 

The sweetest memory I have of Wiesbaden is the odor- 
ous patii over which we rode to Biehrieii-on-the-Rliine. 
Although the first of August the air was as freah and ex- 
hilarating as the last of September; for in tliese conser- 
vative countries we have all the glorious refouillating tone 
of autumn vrhile our American friends arc languishing in 
the lassitnitc of the so-called dog-days. With our liaggage 
in a comfortable carriage we posted across a level highway, 
flanked liy fulI-Ieaved chestuut trees, heavy with half- 
ripened fruit. The scene was not so picturesque and 
grni-eful as the French, nor so glowing and spirituelle as 
the Italian, nor so wild as the ^wiss, liut every rood was 
Rini'ked by the same (Jcruiun (.-are and thrift. The ride 
was not long enough to prove tedious, and, when 1 reai-hed 
the steamer station at Diebricli, 1 waa eager to obtain my 
introduction to the ninch-siing stream of poets and trouba- 
dours. Mounting the upper deck of the "Merkina," that 
came puffing and propelling ita huge and ungainly carcaas 
through the dark waters, I waa brouglit face to face with 
another magnificent estate of tiie Grand Duke of Nassau. 

The deserted palace, and vast demesne stretching along 
the river shore, and extending far bat.*k iuto furm-lands and 
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forests, is another proof tliat. until the coiisoli'lation 
Gormany, ho was the good shaplierd of all this district; ll 
gave much and when expatriated he lefl much, as if (■ 
sliow that even in liis baniatimeut he desired to be reme] 
liered in his solitary gardens and vacant palaces. The 
terraces of the long liarraeks of buildiofis overlook the 
Rhine, while for a mile rearward a well-kept park grows 
into a mammoth picture, with its majystic timber and 
dense foliage lighted up by glowing fiower-beds, where 
smooth walks and drives dissect well-shttven lawns, miir- 
mnrous with the silver harmony of cascades and fountains, 
and sparkling with the glisten of marlites. And thesi 
with the interior beauties of the mansion, are left alone U 
gladden the senses of strangers, in care of the servants am 
workmen retained by the luxurinits exile. 

The day, that had been eool and rayless as we rode' 
through the sweet chestnut groves, Lad settled into a dull, 
disagreeable drizzle as we coursed up the Rhine. Perhaps 
the dismal atmosphere exercised a pronounced influence in 
disenchanting mc with the historied water; or, perhaps, 
niy expectations had swollen unreasonably with the ebulli- 
tion of my fancy ; bnt the afternoon was bad, the waters 
black, ami the expected beauty vanished. I looked in vaii^. 
for the sapphire blue in the stream over which I sailed, 
bnt, alas 1 1 discovered no tune or shaiie that I might etii 
realize in even my wildest flights of imagination. Tl 
waters were not only dark with storm, but had n gray anrf 
grimy tone, as if full of nlliiviiim, or a mountain depi 
constantly drifting down from the Swiss Alps, borne in tli 
torrents from St. Gothurd's, or carried in the wake of tho 
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torpid serpent through a country really tropical in its pro% 
fuse growth of the grape. The river seems as if it hu^ 
dnuik itself stupid with the juice of the seductive vine. 

The course of the iron road follows the water's edge a 
cither side ; now and then we see the great mechanical flenj 
horse vanish into what I at First supposed to be the remald 
of some regal home of the centuries, — of which onlyaQottiB 
arch and a few towers remained,— and, being lost to us ti 
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a few seconds, emerge on the opposite side, and after pass- 
ing a BucuesBion of tliese pretty cathedral domes ami tur- 
rets, I dJBeoTered tliey were tile entrances and exits to the 
tunnels through mountains jutting into the water. Tbey 
are fresh and ornate with a vast deal of architecture, and 
aeem a fltthig place of worship for the limited population 
of the wine district. One little town after another studs 
the shore like tvbite dots upon a green and golden i-urface ; 
— hamlets of 600 to 1000 vine-growers and wine-makers. Yet 
the homes of the humble and the continnity of the small 
tracts in which the precious and costly Rhine wine is grown, 
seemed scarcely more frequent than the great estates of the 
UtTinan nobility, — alternately decaying and bloasouiing. 

The boats are pleasant, — when I say pleaaaul, I do not 
mean that they approach the fresh-water steamers of Amer- 
ica, but an improvement on llie transport that brought me 
from Schadliausen to Constance. The travellers of the 
best clasa Germans, largely interwoven with foreign tonr- 
ists, were as well dressed, polite and deferential as the 
French, hut the absence of tlio Gallic gabble and tlic all- 
pervading guttural Teuton spoken by cultivated women 
and men proclaims the perpon derance of the classic Oei 
domination at Berlin, and the bold self-assertion of the 
German race. 

The ride upon the Rhine was a revelation and a peren- 
nial fount of study, meditation, and speculation; from the 
chief lower embarkature at Mayenee to Cologne it is crowd- 
ed with incident and history and novelty to the stranger, 
and while my mind wandered and wondered over each con- 
secutive event, the Germans between whom I was mortised 
were indifferent to their own traditions. Though I had 
read much of the mystic origin of the Rhine, and of its 
equally abstruse termination, — as no drop empties into the 
sea, — of its varied and rich products, and of its feudal 
castles and battlements, yet I had the craving curiosity for 
a more intimate knowledge of the historic locale. 

The slopes of Johannisberger and Steinberger are small 
stretches, where the vines are grown upon terraced rocks 
and tended principally by monks ; and the vineyards over- 
looked by the gray and rugged towers of the castles. Each 
small town has its special vine teiTitory, but these two 
are the rival deities of the bacchanalian area. The old fort, 
'"Cat," and the Mouse Tower, may he interesting objects 
to the average traveller, lint this marvellous wiue-yielding 
country can never lose point Lo the student. 
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The light white wines of the vicinage are the heverage7 
and while many have gained poiiularity from tlieir iiilriu- 
sio value, many owe mucli of their exalted reputation to 
their name. Tlie Leibfraiitnilch, a Rhenish-tleBSen wine, 
Btlls here for figures it no more commands by its superior- 
ity of quality alone than the Lachryma Christi of Italy. 
The Mosulle wines, — and tbe sparkling ones are really fine, 
— are chiefly cultivated among tlie slate rocks. Cham- 
[lagne is a rare product of the Rhine, though there is a 
mammoth establisbment in the environs of Wiesbaden. 
Sparkling wines are grown at Mayence, Hockheim, Rude- 
sheim, Coblentz, and, indeed, in all the wine country, 
the vintages are always small, and must of necessity 
very far below the quantity that floods the different couuti 
and is eonsumed under the original label sold her 

But this universal and plenary adaptation of the grnpe- 
jiiice has a beneRcial effect upon the community. The 
light French, German, and Itfilian wines are procured 
for a trifle by tlie lower classes in their districts ; they in- 
vigorate, but do not inebriate, and in these countries there 
is little or no intoxication. Brandy is rare wherever wine 
is the growth of the ucigliborhood, and even beer is reject- 
ed by the laboring classes. Those two busy Bs, that have 
wrouglit so much havoc and anguish in England and at 
home, are here unable to work their mischief side-by-aide 
with the pure juice of the fruit, distilled from the fair fields 
of the Rhine, the Moselle, the Rhone, and the classic 
streams of lllyria. The climate is so conservative and 
healthful, tlie inhabitants 80 moderate, industrious, and 
frugal, that the wild emotions engendered by brandy, or 
the phlegmatic indolenae born of beer, find no more con- 
stituency here than riotous saturnalias found among the 

The Rhine abounds in pleasant retreats and villas of 
wealthy foreigners, old as the Mediterranean and the Alpine 
lakes. Dismantled castles and ruined fortresses are not 
alone the features of the celebrated stream ; and had I 
never heard through poet or author or historian of the 
trascendent country, with its gentle vales lying between 
projecting rocks and fierce heights, the literature sold upon 
the boat and at the stations, as profuse as the tracts with 
which the passengers are bombarded e.n route to Monte 
Carlo, would have told me the most Battering tales of the 
enchanted region. Byron, Bulwer, and the IJon. Mrs, 
Norton are still conspicuons and popul 
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lc9, anil liere the poets aud poems glorirying tlie castles, 
eadi Tvitb its history, and each with its romance, ench in 
the midst of a vaiuable region, each with its neighborhood 
nobility, and all pl)otographed ad navseam. 

We catne into CoblenU just as the Catholic cliureh bells 
were chiming six, and in the sweet evening the melody fell 
over the water and rang through the hills as harmoniously 
as it had upon the holy lakes of Italy. At the confluence 
of the Rhine and Moselle, backed by hedging vineyards 
roountainward, the little Romish town lies in a Iriangiilai* 
basin. Before me, 'on the opposite bank of the river, rose 
the massive and formidable fortress of Bhrenbreitstein. 
Kock npon roi^k was piled in the air, and fortification 
upon fortification reared their gray watches higher and 
higher, until mountain and stronghold seemed to have 
been created at one birth. I looked at the mighty bul- 
warks, and 1 looked at the guard, and I saw nutliing cine 
until the misty veil of twilight wrapped all nature in clouds. 

Four miles from Coblentz, on a aiiramil above the ham- 
let of Oapellen, rise the spires and towers of Slolzenfels, 
palace of the Empress AuguBta. On a beautiful Sabbath I 
rode over hill and dale; tlirongh vine arbors and golden 
wheat-fields; over broad table-lands, where not even car- 
riage-wheels nor horses' hoofs had marked a path; over 
stretches of emerald herbage and by the rngged mountain- 
baae, higher and further until tlie Rhine and Moselle lay 
sparkling beds of crystal below^ while we were within the 
wall of the Fort Kaiser Alexander, where the guards were 
taking their humble meal of porridge, or washing their 
white jackets upon the rough stones. The village of Cap- 
pellen is a straight row of houses facing the railway. The 
ascent of Stolzenfels is made from here either on foot 
or "mil de donkeys," as the guard in charge informed us. 
The donkeys are miserable, browbeaten little creatures, 
decked as gayly as Alpine shepherdesses, and trot over the 
precipitous paths on their spindle-legs regardless of sharp 
corners, deep gorges, or perilous ledges. It does not re- 
quire any particular equestrian talent to ride one of these 
tasselled and rosetted animals, as a neat little chair is 
fastened to his back for the tourist, and a peasant boy, to 
tickle the creature into wakefulness, acts as guide. The 
path was good, and as it was a gradual ascent of Hid feet 
above the Rhine I confidently dejiended upon Shank's mare. 
The pull was arduous, but I managed to keep pace with 
the visitors who preferred the mules. At last the plateau 
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crownefl by the mairhiool uteri battlenients, and tlie hoal^^ 
(.'lin{iel 8tee|)1e8, was rcachtid, and the doors opened uiito ua 
by the lady CKHtellan ; the baffled bullet ot Nobltog had 
jireventcd the royal fmnily from oceopying tlieir summer 
liome, no the brilliaat cliateau was left in the haods of the 
seneBuhalH. 

1 filtered a large Testibiile, and in one corner saw twenty 
or more pairs of white felt muceaains, which each uf the 
visitors was requested to don before entering the polished 
floors of jinrquetry in the seveml banqnet and reception 
saloons. There are many historic siiiBs of armor, ibe hal- 
berds and matchlocks of a Inmdred kings, and paintings by 
all the test Lowland artists. There are six memorial pic- 
tures relative to chivalry in the smaller salon, that could 
not but itnpresB the stranger; they are of the Ithentsh 
school, yet aglow with all the dazzling radiance of Rubens; ' 
Faith, illnstralcd by Godfrey de Bouillon at the B'dy Sep- 
nichre; Justice, typlHed by Rudolph of Hnpsburg sitting in 
Judgment on robber knights; Poetry, troubadours with 
Philip of Swabia and bis queen on a pleasure excnrsiuii on 
the Rhine; Love, the Emperor Frederick welcoming his 
bride; Loyalty, Hermann von Sicbeneichen sacriBcing his 
life to save Frederick Uarbarossa ; Bravery, blind King 
John of Bohemia at the tiattle of Crccy; but, above ail 
these, there is one, a fresco in the chapel, of Adum and Eve 
wiiosG memory, like the wrinkles of care, will grow deeper 
with the years. 

Stolzenfcis overlooks the termination of the moat roman- 
tic nnd contracted valley of the Rhine, and all the beauty 
of the section seems concentred at its fei--t and about its 
top. Churches stand at the marriage of the waters; pil- 
grim shrines upon rock-liound summits ; quondam convents 
upon isolated iHlauds ; and tiack of all, Iwyoud all, and above 
all, the impenetrable Ehrenbreitslein frowning; formidable 
in its proportions, sublime in its majesty. 

The palace of tlie regal pair in the city is bowered in 
groves and gardens, and surrounded in the flowery walks 
thrown open to the people. Like most of the royal homes 
it is maintained in silent and vacant grandeur. Still though 
the monarchs cannot occupy their many castles, the many 
pleasant tales of the benevolence of the empress to her suli- 
jects somewhat temper the mad extravagance of this opu- 
lent and aristocratic system. 

Upon the bridge of boats leading to the portals of 
Khrenbreitstein 1 waited in the midday sun half an 
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while .1 siiccessinn of crart ilriftoi! iiii and down the 
Bti^Hm ; the ascunt ia tedious, and tbough tlie gi'iin fui'truss 
evokes a iniugliag of admiration find awe, it is sure to he- 
come tiresome to the American because of tlie omnipres- 
ence of military power. A fee for entrance goes to the 
treasury of the diaahled veterans, and after passing an os- 
leiitatious succession of bars a-nd barricades, and foolish 
fanfaronttde, we made the ascent of the vantage-ground, 
where the yoiuig soldiers were drilling on the topmost 
parade, while others were beating their clothing clean on 
the crude stones near the piimps; Sunday seems to be 
wash-day in the garrisons. Tlicso ])OOr fellows go throngh 
the dismal monotony of their slavery to the Emperor, and 
are remunerated with three or five cents a day for their 
services; while of such subjects as do not enter the 
army, the males are obliged to pay a tax of twelve dol- 
lars a year, and the females tht'ee. Well may we call otir 
country free, and well may the poor of foreign nations hail 
it as a salvation where we have no great army to eat away 
the substance of the public weal, no tremendous forta 
guarded by gangs of martial serfs, and no tax npun the 
working classes, who cannot, either from tlieir condition or 
their sex, become soldiers. View Ehrenbreitslein from the 
lower opposite only; from that point it inspires every lofty 
Bentiraent; we see only what is grand and fascinating be- 
cause seemingly unattainable, and like one of the enchanted 
watch-towers of a fairy tale that might only be approached 
t)y supernatural aid ; but having scaled its lieight and 
viewed its military discipline, there is a poison of impera- 
tive rule making the wiiole atmosphere a pestilence. 

Wailing for the boat to go to Cologne, I studied a group 
of peasants on the quay, in all these countries the lower 
classes adhere to the dress of their station with apparent 
pride. Whether it be a white ribbon twisted in their liair, 
It bine blouse, a silver clasp in their plaits, or a blue ker- 
tiliief about their necks, it is universally and happily adopted 

['fay tlie same damsel who would in America ape her mis- 
tress's train, and puffs, and bangles, and bang, three weeks 
after stepping from the emigrant ship. 

From Coblentz to Cologne I found the country flatter 
And leas interesting than the first part of my Rhine jour- 
ney, and marked by a strange geological formation of puui- 

Ifice-stone. Many of the towns are attractive, but the nearer 
lue draws to Cologne the more evident becomes the fact 
tliat yuii are passing fruui the l&nd of the vine. Soon alter 
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k'aving Coblenlz, the seven mountains, Druclienrels. am!" 
ollitir points maile fiimiliftr by pen anil pencil, sliowed tliera- 
BelveB in iindiBputed position. Gre.it orowils came ou the 
steamer from their summer holiday, again presenting to 
view the better classes of Germany. Coming from tbeir 
day's outing as they were, tliere was no sign of dissipation, 
nor the slightest degree of esyess ; many ladies bore the 
mark of high distinction, with all the ^race of quiet dignity 
wliich is ever more attraolii^e than idle volubility. 

As wcapproaclied Bonn,tiie university town, the trodi 
the country sef;med to he rather in slate and a peculiar whit<_ 
stone, partaking of the volcanic character of the region, and 
Uhed largely for building porijosea. In the twilight this inter- 
esting city seemed much more populous than represented. 
Near all these German towns there are old palaces, monu- 
ments, extinct mines, and any number of ecclesiastical 
remains. Bonn was one of the first Roman fortresses, and 
is spoken of by Tacitus, and in its ancient minster several 
of its early German kings were crowned. In science, art, 
classical learning', and in general acquirement, this collegi- 
ate city maintains a high celebrity. It has recently be- 
come a favorite residence of the English, and now, lighted 
by a young moon, the steamer, after depositing most of 
her passeugers, glided ou to Cologne. " 
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)ilnce, and as I sii-piied upon ita wharf — Sunitiiy Ihoiigli it 
was — my eunjcutiiics were conflrmed ; the lowu was in 
general carnival. The riotous clatter or the streets seemcil 
I its if the entire population and its 14,000 troops In garrison 
kirere indulging in fierce Balnriialia. Across the Rhine I 
Ueard the noisy brass band, and san the moving flgnres in 
^the jocund booths through tiie glittering lanipa, while from 
the adjacent houses floated the lionrse voices of dissipated 
men and the shrill shrieks of excited women, making niglit 
hitteoiis and our route a terror. In the militiiry town the 
wildest license prevailed. The quarter about the wharves,' 
■ 'cli we passed, waa evidently infected by the 
|ino8t degenerate part of the eommnnity, judging by the/ra- 
I COM, and the soldiers that sliould have preserved order only 
Kudded trum pet-ton gued obscenity to the fray. It impressed 
tone rather as a city just Sjivailed by a cotiqiiering bust, 
I and in the hands of pillagers, than a quiet (icrman town 
rirhose commeiee had faded, where militarj' rule reigns 
' supreme, ^'or was it any better when we at last reached 
the Hotel du Nord, a mngnilieent stune structure, with 
towering portals, stone corridors and staiiways like a 
palace, and a busy court, with an odd boisterous juedley of 

tBoldiera, servants, tourists going aud coming, and tlie con- 
fusion of travel, like a world on wheels. Here I had gotten 
into another pandemonium of anarchy and tempest; a 
whirlpool, where symmetry and system were utterly 
ignored. 

The Hotel du Nord is to Cologne what the Fifth Ave- 
nue is to New York, but the diffiTence is as widespread as 
IacHthedral to a madhouse. I'orters in the act ol precipi- 
tating huge burdens upon travellers, waiters ruahing to 
Slid fro, and the manager screatntng in a jurgon of tongues, 
whilst in the midst of the imbroglio stands the startled 
guest tired and tossed and stitnned. The arehitectura of 
the hotel is fresh and florid, seeming a work of the period 
when Cologne was in the liusli of entliusiasm tor (jothic 
art; while the upholstering decorations of the best cham- 
bers are as beautiful and expensive as palaue adornments. 
But with all this prodigality and culture of art tliere was 
the plebeian tone that comes with indecorum, and the mer- 
cenary management of a proprietor who a few years ago 
was head-waiter, and who now " runs" it, not for the com- 
fort of his guests but to fill liis own coflers. Tlie liou^e 
crowds the probts of a year into three months, and hence 
33* 
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tlie oilil cftraynnsere or Coloane, lis motto is: rapitUt^" 
or iU'tii)n ; the ivaiiU: inattention, disorder. iU-mannerf, 
and interminalile ilelny. The riotous sceoe at table d'hole 
}^e8t«ri|ay was a sul'ject Tor Ilogarlli, and tlie Imlicrous 
o])po8ite to tbe gracefnl cnurteay and refined plenty of 
tlie splendid eslabliHbnieDt. Hie Cavour in Milan. There 
is a classic elegance pervading Sortbem Italy and the 
shores of Southern France met in no other Continental 
tiiiinti-y. IJe it only a flagon of Vesiivio or Capri for fifty 
I' CI I tun CM, a kilo of \i\avk bread, a blade of garlic, or a wafer 
<i| Bologna suusnge, taken at the base of the volcano, or in 
•the stubkyard of a roadside Inn of the A|)pian Way, there 
ifl no atlie grace in the refined iwverty, a mystic pictiiresque- 
iifbs In the BiirroundiDgs, which even the impurity and de- 
generacy of the loner classes of Italy cannot dispel. 
There is a certain luscious, luxurious ease and elegance 
iievei' attained or approached by the same orders in Ger- 
in;iny. where frolic ia vulgar and poverty offensive. 

i can look from my niiiduw at the interminable review 
of military in the great square of the Cathedral, and then 
watch the long line of plunieii troops clatter over the iron 
bridge and dissolve amongst the forests and mountains 
across the Khine. All ilay there are soldiers; and every- 
where swkliei-fl; now a great revolving train of artillery that 
shakes the earth like an earthquake, then a calvacade of 
lioraemen, their iron hool's clattering over the stones, then 
aulid columns of infantry surging by; and all for what? 
Why this pestilential presence of war in a land of peaeeand 
plenty? And as 1 queried the kellner snsncred. " This 
martial monster is only to tax the poor, to feed royalty, to 
chill our hearts, to drive us from our Fatherland," and as 
he spoke his face glowed and his voice rang with hatred of 
the dark nhadow of the omnipresent soldier. The gloomy 
I'uven saddens and maddens them and makes them an in- 
dilferent and dissatislied people. 

The Cathedral at Cologue is the offspring of Gothic art 
in the Middle Ages, which having passed through six cen- 
turies of gestation, is still incomplete. It is called the 
most mngnilloeut e<Uiiee in the world; yet the architecture 
is not so complicated, nor has it the graceful airiness of the 
superb Dom at Milan, that seems a creation of tbe purest 
snow. It is the prime attraction, but its interior is most 
unclean. Having passed through many ages and survived 
revolutions it has grown old In its unBnished state. Uf 
course, in all these years it has had a number of archllecl*, 
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linl. tbe scliofils anil perioda have not lieen mixed, althoiigli 
tlje rounded windowB ami doors, the groined mid vatiUed 
roors, aud tlie arch -con nee led pillars of llie purely Koman- 
esqiie, have been preserved. Its Ion naves lend a mag- 
nificent expreasion of distance, and its series of heights, 
Biid areheB, and lofty domes a lutu'vellons grace of altitude. 
This religious bauble, tlial haa been supported by royalty, 
has been taken in hand by tiie government, aud with pri- 
vate subscriptions and the proceeds of a lottery, — that ia 
maintained sijecialiy to del'raj' the ponnda yet to be paid, — 
its completion, even to the topmost tower, is pledged withia 

A walk through the new quarter of Cologne vividly re- 
calls Parts ; revealing a classiu taste in domestic furniture, 
fashionable costnmes, photographs, paintings, and engrav- 
ings, fully equal to the local reputation for architecture 
and music. Long streets stretch away from the Cathedral 
that compare favorably, in point of shops, with Chestnut 
Street or Broadway, and t)ie vast galleries making Mal- 
tese and Grecian crosses in llie centre of the city, glowing 
in painted glass and florid capital, have caf^s and bijou- 
terie establishments that would put the gay metropolis lo 
the blush. Aud in all these magazines tall hottlcH of the 
original Ean de Cologue of tlie old Farina firm stare one 
out of countenance. It is a pestilence — a sweet pestilence, 
nevertheless a pestilence — the way strangers are besieged 
by tliis historic manufacture from all quarters. It is the 
first thing thrust upon a new guest in the hotels ; if he cull 
for some personal necessity, from a pitcher of wash-water 
to a glas"* of beer, Seltzer, old rye, or Cognac, the Ean de 
Cologne is brought in liy the answering kellner, aud a sale 
is accomplislieil before the first desire is satisfied. Forever 
after he dreads the sight of the tall bottles that dress the 
shop-windows, or the little, wicker-covered flagons for sale. 
He has been deluded once, and avoids a second betrayal. 
There is ranch of the pure article to be obtained, but, like 
the superfluity of wines of the famous brand that Hoat 
Germany, more than two-tbirds of the deluge is spurious. 

Cologne bas, of late years, become the seat of scientific 
music, and it was a bigh plume in Oitmore's bonnet that be 
should have secured the applause of the citizen connois- 
seurs when he came over here several years ago. What of 
disappointment I esperienced in the melody of Italy bt 
been more than compensated by the divine harmonies 
Germany. Not only is it a city of first-class musical 
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snciGlicB and iiistitulions, under the Imton of sdcU artiatj 
ns WiLier and Dr. Hillcr, liut Ibe tnilitnry airs, esqiibitelg 
lundered by tlie several bands of the German troops sta 
tinned here, are heard from reveilte to tattoo ; bo that wittf 
the incessant beat of the drum, toot of the flfe, blare of" 
tlie iriiinpet, and tramp of armed men, there is a surfeit of 
sohliers, and something too mnch of ihe whole fanfaronade. 
Nor do I wonder at the apparent indifference of the re8i-_ 
denle to the interminable paa;eant, nhen it is supported 1: 
the taxes and hard tasks of enforced servilude in 
upon u reluctant people. 



LETTER LXXI V. 

' A connlry thai drawH fiflv fret nf water, 
In whirh men live as in iUe hold of nature ; 
A land tliat rides at aticlior and is moored, 
lu which they do not Uve but go aboard." 
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secnding to thi 
not have been 

dress, and curi'ency of the Dutch, 
first time the widGS|iread differcn 
Duli'h. The great hills and blue 
lost in the low lands, the canals, th 
Bqu.itty red-roofed houses. The lang 
painfully guttural, and a no nearer re 
tliau it is to the Danish or ^'wedish. 
a hybrid of German as is popularly 
]ioscd, but a cultivated dialect of purely Teutonic 
with none of the ungrammalical features that conetllute 
the body of a half-caste tongue. Canals and windmills are 
Ihe objects of the low moorlands, and though thei-e are 
many barges to enliven the waters, which are invariably 
covered by a green pestilential scum or stirred into muddy 
pools, the scene was not a pleasant one. It is all Dutch 
and heavy. 

I was passing from the land of wine, but I was entering J 
the heaven of painters. Yes! this very nondescript couD- " 
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individultl genius in its history? But the art is in pro- 
nouDced contrast to tlie utter uuaentimental face of oatut'e 
in the Netherlnnils. 

It seemed as if I had been trnnsferrcil to another planet. 
It was all Holland, nothing of Gunnany was luft ; not even 
a memory, a tradition, or a custom. At the first station 
after crossing the Dutcli frontier, the clerk in the railway 
office ooitl'l nut recognize a German gold piece; hesitated, 
and was obliged to call the entire ofiicial staff into council 
hefora he consented to change it into Holland coin. I bad a 
Biniilar ndventni'e in a drug-shop at Amsterdam ; my pur- 
chases made I offei'ed the pharmaceutist a silver mark in pay- 
ment, which he refused to accept for the reason that he did 
not know what it was! He turned it over as curiously in hia 
palm as if I had brought it from Kamtachatka, and yet it 
was the currency circulating in the adjaceut empire, not 
five hours' distant! 

In every old country there are odd spectacles to the vis- 
itor; especially when the visitor is an American woman. 
The peculiarities unnoticed hy the opposite sex quickly at- 
tract her attention. She sees and contrasts colors and 
shapes, furniture and decorations, change of food, dresses, 
and municipal mannerisms, tliat would pass utterly unre- 
corded by her brother, husband, or father. 

Amsterdam, which originated in a few fishermen's huts 
on the Zuyder Zee, now the capital of Holland, is full of 
these contrasts. I have always heard it compared to Ven- 
ice, but to liken Dutch Amsterdam to the glamour-veiled 
shores of Illyria is gross injustice. It has its labyrinthine 
canals, its multiplied islands, and its numerous bridges; 
but these are all stripped of the romance of their Italian 
protoplast by the Dutch architecture, Dutch women, and 
Dutch habits. 

Still the pictures I took in by the wayside are the pretti- 
est pieces of mosaic I have to store in my memory. Low 
Ci'esh Gelds, with a pronounced inclination, sloped far away 
on every side, undivided by an elevation of earth and nn- 
marred hy a fence; the fair demesne of the prince is parted 
from the little paddock of the peasant by a narrow ditch of 
stagnant water that seems to breathe disease ; on the 
l)roader channels boats and barges were plying their way 
and flying their gay colors, whicli aided tiie crimson roofs 
and long sYvayiiig arms of windmills to enliven the land- 
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Boape; a mnltiiilicitj' of catlle grazud in thu sotl siimmet" 
Qflernooii, many roaming at will or wading in the morass, 
while hundreds were being milked by men or boya; yet, 
when I called for a glass of cream in the hotel they saiii 
tliey had none, from which I conceived what an article of 
eommerce milk mnst be. 

Amsterdam 1 loved to traverse ; in the old and Jewish 
quarters there are establishments and seclions resembling 
Chatliara Street, New York ; Seven Pials, London, and the 
Itne Au Temple, Paris ; then in the broader streets I 
studied the art and literature of the Lowlands, The houses 

8 spacious, and closely resemble t!i6 homely brick atruo- i 
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in an immense bridal veil ; and the scrub girl c 
or man, whichever I may term those who do the general 
labor of the household, for their dress ages them, and their 
constant and unnecessary work unsexes them to such an 
extent tliat I could make no estimate of age or gender, — 
this creature is invariably in a short black skirt, and a pur- 
ple chintz sacque fastened aliout the waiat by on aprou, anil 
white cap. 

The quays are exquisitely paved and shaded by long 
columns of trees, while the boats and ships drift in the nu- 
drc-dged canals ; i'umiahed with female cooks, washers, and 
hiborers to push the floating tenements through the slug- 
gish water ; to manage the tiller or the helm ; to load and 
unload, and in every case to mother the multitude of chil- 
dren sprawled over the decks. 

This, with the other Holland towns, are depositories of 
Dutch art ; and, while the Rijka Museum is considered the 
finest collection in the Netherlands, the array in the gallery 
at tlie Hague seemed to be more choice, though not so 
numerous. They are both truly national galleries, yet the 
llijks contains many representations of events of national 
history. The two great pictures are the monographs, 
so to speak, of ancient political eymposiic. First, the 
'■Banquet of the Arquebnaiers" is more remarkable fur 
Ihe total effect produced by its vast size, and the aggre- 
gute of tigures clustered witL the many otlicr details, than 
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for beaoty ofoiitliiie. It celebrates tlie poaco of Westphalia, 
ftiid ttie twenty-five convivial diners arc life portraits. Ou 
the opposite wall hanga Reinbi'andl's "Night-watch," a. 
compaoion to the foriuei'. it is superb, as all things ai'a 
that the pencil of that artist ever toiicbed ; a wonderrnl 
creation of grouped figures, diversified pigments, and mys- 
tic lights and shadows, which make it a whole gallery of 
art in itself. But the most curious and fantastic work of 
a very old Dutch master represents the Madonna in a 
black velvet dress, emhroiderud in seed pearls, and a blue 
velvet bodice, cut pompadour, while her wealth of shimmer- 
ing crimped hair falls over ber shoulders ; the infant Chriut 
lies upon her lap ; he has & Chinese face; and two little 
boys, curled at her feet like star acrobats, have banged 
hair. To complete this ri<liculona illustration one of the 
female members of the holy family sits near with an open 
Bible and a pair of eyeglasses 1 Now this was the first 
time I had ever seen a traditional fasbiou-plate of the Yir- 
gin's costumes, and thought the velvet and pearls rather 
inconsistent paraphernalia for an obscure carpenter's cou- 
sort. 

But the galleries of the Lowlands, like the dykes and 

,nd-hills, that repel the threatened invasions of the sen, 

e numerous interesting old stories, and must be seen to 

! enjoyed. Like the crowding commerce, the traiie and 

opulence, they are familiar pictures, never omitted by tlie 

painstaking statistician or the plodding compiler of the 

gazetteer. 

I had been warned of the exorbitant prices of the Hol- 
land hotels, and soon realized the admonition. The water 
is execrable, indeed so ottensive as to assert its potent odor 
"when transformed into soup. Tbe necessity of imported 
wines makes them equal the prices paid in America fur the 
same article. Perhaps this is the chief reason for the 
marked sobriety of tbe Dutch as a race ; while their escnse 
for using intoxicating beverages is sufflcient, their safety 
may lie in the fact that they., like us, are obliged to pay 
for their wines in the shape of protective duties. 

was moonliglit ; my window overlooked a swamp, and 
the hordes of mosquitos came in and fed upon me like cor- 
morants, so I determined to leave the pretty Dutch city as 
soon aa I had visited the diamond polishing mills of Am- 
sterdam. There are several of these establishments, but 
one of which I speak is the moat important in tbe 
densely settled Jewish quarter. A tail, vaporous, squalid 
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Btnicl.iirc loomed before ue ; passing throiigb an equally 
impure coiirlyard fllled by the mill emjjjoy^s, — male and 
female, — we asi'ciided lofty fliglita of steps njid passed 
tlirough a succession of workrooms. Tlie polisliers im- 
pieBsed me more than the process, of which 1 only under- 
stood enough to render my visit interesting, not instructive. 
The machinery of the mills ia driven by steam power, and 
the rough stone is polislieil by being pressed against a 
rapidly revolving iron disk dressed with a decoction of oil 
and diamond dnat. When the stones are cut or sawn, the 
same mixture is used upon the hair wires, by which means 
they are split. The stone to be split is pressed into the 
top of a small stick eovei'ed with wax, and after a little 
nick is made by a fine flie, the sharp edge of another 
diamond is pressed into the slight incision, until with 
wonderful accuracy and brilliancy the stone evenly bisects. 

Of the four hundred employed in the establishment few 
had good faces. In consideration of the delicacy of tbuir 
work, it was amazing and saddening to note the wild and 
depraved air of the girls, i-anging from fourteen to twenty. 
They had a certain kind of O riental, dark, unwashed beauty, 
wiiere more of the brutal than the spiritual was developed. 
They evinced uncivilized pride in the tattooed decorations 
on their hands and arms; and where their brothers dis* 
jilayed one of these jewels ; they, with a feminine love' of 
travagant embellishment, brocaded themselves with alia< 
savage pride. 

These mills are the estate of the Portuguese Jews of'} 
Antwerp and Amsterdam; they conduct the entire trade ' 
in the precious stones which are gathered at the Cape ol 
Good Hope, and this must account for the eager avidity 
with which they seek and horde the gems. Amstei-dam to 
the Hebrews is a second Jerusalem. 

Rottei-dam, the second commercial city of Holland, lies 
one and a half hour below Amsterdam, over the same even 
sandy country, presenting the same features of soil and 
production. With only one-third the population of the 
former city, it possesses treble its attractions in the life of 
its floating community. The houses are more antique, the 
architecture plainer, and the canals more populous. Most 
of the structures have a downward grade following the 
sinking earth to the sea, and on all the poorer avenues I 
find signs of hot coals and boiling water for sale ; the lower 
classes jiurchase just enough of these requisites to make 
their tea and cook their potatoes for each rejiast. But 
there is something inelfably charming to sit in one of tl 
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ci'iimliling biMck Iww-mindows OTerhtingiDg the cftnatB and 
watcli tlie aquatic life beneatb. 

Wbat a medley and wbat a mutlej' of curioiiB custom 
and c'istomers; yet this cotumoiiwealtb is not of to-day 
nor yesterday ; it ia the growth of centuries. Faniiliea pro- 
create through ages, and never have otber bomce than the 
cramped low- roofed cabins, noi' other fields than braiikish 
inlets, nor other noodlanda than the forests of masts. 
Sliortly after dawn this morning I rose to watch the prog- 
ress of the day's domestic life. A family barge lay near; 
tbe mother first ducked her babies into the grimy, briny 
stream, that seemed to add only soilure to the bedaubed 
and beslobbered condition of the j'ontliful progeny, then 
proceeded to perform her own ablutions by ducking her 
head over the side of tbe boat, until I feared in iier peril- 
oua condition, not only for lier life, but a sad exposes. 
The baker, the milkman, and the market boats came drift- 
ing in the tide, stopping at each of the floating homes at 
anchor, and the habitants of the river cmft negotiated for 
their provisions from tlie cruising costermongers. One 
little transport has only a raiLn and his canine companion 
for occupants ; at evejiing he cooks his frugal meal with the 
canal water dipped in a tincup, and his little dog keeps him 
solitary company on deck while he smokes; in the morn- 
ing the faithful animal ia first on deck to wiitch for and 
apprise his master of the approach of the truck vendor. 
In the evening the families of the larger craft cluster on. 
deck, and to the music of a well-played acoordeon sing the 
religious refrains of the American Jubilee singers, who have 
been passing through these sluggish canals, gathering 
kreuzers for tliemselves and leaving their own quaint melo- 
dies among these Dutch sea-birds. 

The perfect religious toleration of Holland is refreshing 
in contrast with the bigotry of the greater part of Europe j 
and while the artist may regret the fierce Puritan rage that 
swept many beautiful woi'ks from the churches of Amster- 
dam and the lesser towns of tlie Netherlands, there is ampli 
compensation in the preservation of the forms and features 
of the victorious Dutch admirals, and the eminent cham- 
pions of religious liberty portrayed by the immortal master 
whose master-pieces have reflected so much honor 
Dutch Republic. 

Here again I had a study in these exclusive people, wil 
their guttural dialect, their apparent simplicity, and theii 
real eccentricities, and a literature and art of tbeii 
34 
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The Dutch schools are of immortal renown, the (i< 
I'iniiieiit, and the veflei^lion surprising that tliis small king- 
dom, with an iminiporlnnt army, and comparatively small 
navy, conlrota its incrensing eommerce, and its vast dUtant 
possessioufi witb all the quiet stolid determiDation of I'eal 
Dutchmen. 

Ont beyond the treetops of the Boompjea the canal is 
thronged with vteseis fi-<)ni every sea. Many moored to 
the wharf, find otiiera moving in and out for or from foreign 
stations. Multitudes of the names flying on the peiinon3 of 
these I'raft indic-ale their trading with the Dutch culoniee o:' 
Samarang, Borneo, Sumatra, while their freigiit of sngar, 
cofl'ee, spice, and rice strengthen the pi'oelamation of the 
banners. The craft connected with the interior trade la 
largely manned, if I may he permitted the paradox, by wo- 
men; all populous with vociferous liabyhond. 

I hadly I'eel that 1 may trust myself to speak of the 
Dutch seat of government, the Hague, in my present stale 
of intense enthusiasm. Perhaps it was the retollection of 
the accounts of tlie melting heat at home in contrast Willi 
the delicious atmosphere in this beautiful political capital, 
and i}erha]i8 tlie vast difference between the former com- 
mercial towns, and this, the aristocratic rendezvous of i-e- 
finement and culture. Not only the residence of the king, 
the legislative centre, the favorite home of the Dutch nobil- 
ity, and thechoicereBort of those moneyed princes vrbo have 
accumulated their fortunes by trading with the colonies in 
India, lint the seat of art, and, by its nearness to the ocean, 
the epot most sought for by thvae who delight in the pleas- 
ures of the seaside ; thus it has the double charm of metropo- 
lis and pastoral resort. 

It is a city of broad streets, splendid residences, impos- 
ing sfjnares, fine public buildings, and excessive and uni- 
versal cleanliness. Tlie canals are less numerous, and those 
that adorn the streets are so embellished by white stone 
qnays and double colonnades of foliage as to render them a 
cheerful adornment. Home and foreign customs are charm- 
ingly interwoven, so I do not marvel that the rich come here 
to spend their money, tiie old prefer to close out their lives 
amid its enchanting surroundings and mystic memories, 
the scholar loves to linger in its libraries, galleries, and 
parks, and that the poor seem happier here in the air of 
gentle improvement. For centuries it has been the Court 
city, and though less absorbed in commerce, its great 
cirtisls, the products of its mechanics, the dress of the 
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lielter classes, and llie evident siipenoi-ity of tlie men, all 
jioitit to its ciiiutnanding iiiflueuee at home and abi'oiid- 

Tbe gods of Diilcli idolatry in the realm ol' art are Rii- 
Itens, Yandyke, Jordeana, Jan Steea, Rembrandt, Paul 
Potter, and while scarcely daring as a connoisseur to dia~ 
ciias their works, I was natnrallj- anxious to see something 
of each in the region in which they lived, and labored, anit 
died. Rembrandt's "School of Anatomy," painted two 
hundred and filly years ago, and pni-cliaaeil by King Wil- 
liam for the museum here, is a weird and wonderful work 
of fore-shortening, Paul Potter's famous " Bull" and 
Vandyke's "Magdalen," and .Ian S teen's "Family Group," 
are the most im[)ressive works in the gallery. There are 
many pictures with all the shaded and mellow ijloom of the 
Dutch school, gems in themselves to be studied, but so 
startlingly beautiful and sad is tlie penitent Magdalen of 
the Flemish artist, in all the magnificence of tnelaui'.holy 
loveliness, and with tlie dew of contrition lying like vapnr- 
ouB pearls upon her cheeks, that all others seemed dwarfed 
into insignificance by its omnipotence. Here begins a 
pjentitude of Rubens, an intruduction to the endless proofs 
of his genius. I mention these artists not to descrihe 
them or their work? bo ranch as to pay a tribute to the 
Flemish schools they represent with such exquisite linish 
and fidelity. 

The good Queen Sopliia, being dead, llie royal family 
seems to be in bad odor with the people. The King is 
controlled by an elective Parliament, and his renegade son, 
Prince of Orange, riots his fortune away in the foreign 
capitals. The city is aglow -with bridal arches and plat- 
forms and wreatlia for the coming nuptial festivities of 
Prince Henry and his bride, wlio it is confidently hoped 
will succeed to the throne. 

The late Queen's "home in the wooils" is a healthy con- 
trast to the sad state of roya.1 morals. A mile and a half 
from the city, the Hnis ten Bosch lies in a beautiful park 
completely isolated from other habitations, with the eKcep- 
tion of a pretty villa on the same estate formerly occupieit 
liy our own John Lothroji Motley, the best historian of 
the Dnteh rejiublic. The royal residence was erected by 
the widow of the late Prince William Henry Frederick < " 
Holland, in honor of his memory, Tlie park is a laliy- 
rinth of shade, drive, wood, foliage, and waterfall; or 
those mementos which revive the lavish opulence of the 
old Dutch princes aad kings. Att I came upon the palace 
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I saw only a aqunre, awkward, brick (iwelling with a gi'eftt" 
dtal of white about it; I was very much impressed by the 
severe plainness, but surprise was changed to pleasure as 
I passed into and through the inlerinr, where the diversity 
of apai'tments and decoration manifested a prodigality of 
taste and expenditure. In all the superb palaces tliere is 
a harmonious repetition of adoi-nment. It is only the 
novelties that impress me. In the dining-room thei'e were 
two mural oil paintings, executed in grisaille by De Witt, 
one hundred and 6fly yeai's ago; so in unison were tbe 
monotones of white and gray blent that they arrested and 
held my admiration with greater strength than the bright 
hues, dramatic attitudes, of more generally acceptalile 
works. So entirely bizarre in tone, sentiment, and natural 
poise, though drawn and filled in upon canvas, they stood 
in relief, like statuary or stucco, but, unlike marlile, seemed J 
to breathe in the exquisite swell and motion of their pru- I 
portions. I 

The piece (7e resistavce of the late Queen's castle is the ' 
orange salon ; au octagonal ball, adorned on the eight sideu 
and cupola with scenes from the life of Prince Henry, exe- 
cuted by artisans of the Rubens school. The effect is One, 
but the lignres are overcrowded, though boldly conceiveil 
and portrayed. The lofty sides of this salon evince the 
presence of careful preservation. But the potent attrac- 
tion to an American is the faitliful portrait of the New 
England scholar and historian of tlie Dutch republic, 
who endeared himself to the Queen and in the hearts uf 
the people by his marvellous annals of their country. He 
with bis family stood in such high favor with the Qneen 
that the villa adjoining the royal i-esideuce was fixed for 
their home, parted only by a wicker bridge, which the 
American iilterateur crossed every day to see his Queen; 
a most singular coincidence., in connection, is the fact that 
the amialile Queen and gentle historian, afterwards 
Minister to Great Britain, died within three days of each ^ 
other. 

The Roj-al Bazaar at the Hague is a depository of brio* d 
a-brac, and nowhere may a better insight be gained of thfi 5 
wealth of many of the ancestors of the richer HoUandera. J 
Trading as they did and do with the Dutch colonit 
dealing with princes and potentates, vast sums w< 
vested in fantastic art, and gold and silver ornaments, and J 
various conceits in furniture. Many of the familii 
board tbe archaic treasures, while others have been forced 
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to part with those collected into the four walls of the Ha- 
znar. Suob mammoii princes as the Kotliachilda come here 
mid pay (10,000 for an ornnineiit of silver, made eevea 
liimdred 3'ears ago, and lieloiigiiig to the ancient nohility. 
An endless array of old Dutch pottery, and snch reliua as 
the prayer-books of Philippe le Bon, nud Marie de Medici, 
and Catharine of Artigou; coins, medals, and cameos, old 
and priceless, estendiug far back into the Pagan eras. The 
relics and caLioLiized trophies cotleeleil here prove the assi- 
dLiity with which the vanishcl ages gathered and valued 
their souvenirs. Passing away from their original owners 
they are now for sale to tlie fushionuble world, who ad'ini 
their mantels and proclaim their eenturied lineage by these 
tangible but fslse tokens. 

1 passed a Sabbath day at Scheveiiingen, the fashionable 
seaside of Holland. It was a lovely cold <ia,v in August, 
an<l as I rode over the sand dykes to the North Sea the 
populace was flocking out to enjoy the sanitary iirealh of 
the ocean. A succession of dunes were passed resembling 
the bulwarks upheaved to thwart the invasion of'a rebelli- 
ous f'oree. Chain after chain of these eartliworks protect 
the cities of the Lowlands from the cruel sea. It is a town 
of great and nutueruus hotels, expensive shops, and faah- 
iunable cali^a, especially in llie region of the beach; but as 
I walked up in the precincts uf the fishers' cottages I <il> 
served real frugal domesticity, and in the heart of the town 
gi'eat comfort and happiness. 

The gray surf of the North Sea came heaving and boil- 
ing over the sands, which, as it receded, it left dry and 
sterile; a painful sight iu remembrance of the verdure 
which keeps our beaches so fresh and bright. As I rode 
over the northern sands the icy breath of Lapland swept 
over the blue and scintillating waters of the far-out ocean. 
The bathers were in their hive-like straw basket or bathing 
boats and wagons, which wei'e hauled into the snrf on 
wheels. Those in tlie watch-boxes were protected from the 
counter-current of wind, that sweeps over the Netherlands 
like the mistral of Southern France, getting only the fra- 
grance of the sea and sun. The ahseuce of heat and non- 
existence of insects seemed to render unnecessary a salt- 
water baptism, and was a chilly spectacle. The great dunes 
'inpeded the mighty ocean from throwing its avalanche of 
water over the Netherlands. 

As 1 rode through the shaded avenue to the capital the 
□habitants of the antique village were out in Sunday rega- 
34* 
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lin, picturesque tn tlie last degree; the gt-nn<][]nrae < 
nttired as tlie granduhiUI of sis, — & full sliurt lilauk {letti- 
(roat, n'liite clieraisette and sleeves, » small purple aud wliite 
or blue and wliite plaid tvaoUen kerchief fulded over tlie 
bosom, and an apron, cnmpletetl tlic costume. But tlie 
lieadgear is still more grotesque:, and ia called the "hoi-ht- 
dizer." A silver plate fits closely on the liack of the head 
nnd just above the nnpe of the neck; it is fastened by two 
gilt iKirns or skewers on either side the fafe, and over all 
is a large white muslin eap. 

In faut it was very miith like a scene in a play. These 
happy, unpretentious people, in the strange olil-liine dresses, 
as ihey passed in and out the odorous alleys of the niagni- 
Ucent forest, seemed rather the sotors in some prepared 
festival llian the simple taboriug pt'ople of the antique 
and unique fishing village. It seemed impossible that in 
the immediate viciiiil}- of the lirilliaDt and costly modern I 
life of the capital the people should adhere so strictly t* I 
the customs of their ancestors. 



LETTER LXXT. 

In Rulicnslnnd we flud the dual frnit work, 
UfmaHter afliBl, and pupil Vnndyke ; 

Bolt DOW lie sliroucled in glorj mule, 
And tiolh ID liiBloTj are beloved alike. 




Antwesp, AuguBl, 1878. 
Thi way from the Hague to Antwerp is through a rich 
and fruitful country. Nothing in the tupograpliy differs 
from the great expanse of lowland in Holland, except the 
impenetrable forests of Belgium, with here and there little 
white hamlets squatted down upon their borders, and Ik- 
tween their glades and in their shadows, like a warren of 
rabbits or flotks of quail ; liamleta full of the romance of 
an invisible life; humble communes where the girls stitch 
their lives into fragile laces, to be dragged in the dust by 
the great lady who nothing knows or cares of the sorriftv, 
and sadness, and heart-pangs, contained in every sprig and 
wreath of the woof she desecrates at night revels; villages 
where the youths tend the kine, while the old men are off 
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on tlie liroRd sefta, «nd Ihe old women lioliMe ttirongh life 
in clatterint; sahotf, (counting their beads, and miiinbliQg 
AveB in their Plemisli tongue, and ignorant, yet nnaophis- 
ticated bigotry to the Holy Mother. Tliey bow their knee 
at the wayside shrine, invoke a pardon, lisp a hallelujah, 
mntter a litany, and pass awny as blindly confident in the 
omnipotenee of the Great Unknown as tlie Pagans were in 
their Hermes. But these Binbaut peaaanls often leave tlie 
quiet shade of the gigantie forests, and through vale and 
wood come, in their long-eared caps, silver ornaments, and 
clicking, clashing, clapping, wooden shoes, heating a devil's 
tattoo over the rough cobblcH, to tbe great cities, to sell a 
bunch of violets, or a shred of Ince, at the doors of the m.i- 
jestic Oatliedral or under the florid portals of the Hole! de 
Tille. They come and sell their bouquets to a stranger, and 
lose the flower of their chastity, and the fragrance of tlieir 
innocence in tbe whirlwind of the cruel, flattering metropo- 
lis ; and then go back in discontent, or remain to sink 
deeper and deeper into the mire, seeking gayer flowers, and 
more ecstatic, wildering aroma among tbe poisonous airs 
of a false society. 

At the Belgian frontier the customs oflflcera came to ex- 
amine the baggage of passengers, and a solitary military 
dignitary loomed dark upon tlie platform, while tbe yellow 
and green and red lanterns of tlie brakeraen gleamed along 
the meadows, following the line of rail, like lire-flies iu the 
sombre gloom. 

We rolled into the only seaport of the flourishing king- 
dom of Belgium on Sunday night, and at my Grst glimpse 
I suspected it of the same indecorous revels that greeted 
meat Cologne. At the station I inquired for my hotel; 
the porter snid it was about two squares above, and in his 
i 1 concluded to trust my luggage, and foot the short 
distance. I walked seven or eight long blocks, whiuh 
seemed to l>e alive with the people from beyond the bas- 
tions, eating and drinking in the cal'^s of this suburban 
section, as 1 discovered it to be, as I continued inquiring 
my way from pillar to post of the Flemish or Walloons 
who understood little French. At Inst 1 got into a noble 
street that looked as if there was a possibility of leading 
me to ray destination. Great structures ol" efflorescent 
rehitecture lined the way, and on either side the foot 
passages colossal lamps, in groups of three gli 
dants, lighted the avenue timt seemed to stretch out ii 
interminable length. It was tlie Place de Meir, adorned by 
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the stAliies and homes or great arlists and ruli 
Avvnut.- of Antwei'ii. In an nbrujil curve to my Itft 1 frnind 
Dty hot«l in the midst of the trading quarter, and adjacent 
to tile network of narrow, dirty, atitiqiie purlieus leading 
lo the nliarvea of liie Scheldt. 

Antwerp is a port of vast commerce, much wealth, and 
some sitrial prestige, and while the supremaej' it enjoycil 
iu tlie Middle Ages has fiided with the years, its art re- 
mains to prot-laiiu its mei]iseval ascendency, and establish 
its conceded influence. It is a fragment of a semicircle 
upon a stream which forms its chief advantage; it has few 
or no pavements, old markel-plaL-es, trading shops of only 
ordinary status; a great middle clnas, and marine populace; 
a popuintion that rests with closed offices and shops three 
hours in the middle of the daj-, and i-esumca husinees again 
in the aflenioon. Yet it possesses Its One homes, its aris- 
tocrdcy, its zoologieal garilens, its parks, and above all its 
art schools, and the choice treasures of its iiai.iunal gods. 

Overwhelmingly Catholic^ it contains all the sacred gems 
of the Flemish painter Kulieus, and his pupil Vandyke, 
whose flower of ripe genius endears it lo the hearts of the 
Homish society of all countries. Master and prot^g^ glori- 
fied the earlier part of the seventeenth century with their 
euccessive and successful labors. Both the favorites of 
primes, the elder pre-eminent for the exci-llence of his his- 
torical and sacred subjects, the younger for his royal por- 
traits, scattered through the courts of tlieeutire Contiiicnt. 
Knbens, though a Prussian by nativity, made Antwerp his 
residence and the theatre where he achieved his granilest 
glory. I fear many of the stupendous works bearing his 
signature, like the oceans of sU|>erior nines, are spuriutis. 
tie may have conceired the models, and lefl them to re- 
ceive flesh ami clothing, and coloring and life, from his 
journeymen students, thus leaving a bad impression of 
some of the work said to be the great artist's. His inspi- 
rations are ever of the most sublime and broadest char- 
acter, though there was often little delicacy or consonance 
of tone. Vivid coloring and branny contortions — of the 
Michael Angelo school — seem lo have been his peculiar 
talent, though his most celebrated disciple, Vandyke, ac- 
quired all the neird grace and mellow beauty his patron 
nt!ver posscsseil. In tbe noi'ks of the former there apjieai's 
tu he a stream of garish sunlight, that ctrnaMzes the most 
pathetic theme; those of the lalter have a soU twilight 
^l^niour that at>olheueizes a profligate prince or seusuous 
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sa. Riibens's principal deficiency seemefl to be liis 
niter want of discviaiinalion. Like all Artists, nliether 
painters, authors, or rlramaiiats, he was wont to reward his 
favorites by placing tliem in the celestial spheres amongst 
the angels, and to punish hia eneraiea hy uondemning them 
to the hottest flames of Gehenna. But, in that exquisite 
work, — his articulate monument to jealousy, — whi:;h be ex- 
ecuted to per|ietuate his own liatred and the faithlessness 
of his wife and scholar Vandyke, where he confines them 
in the liquid fire of the Stygian cave, he portrays the fallen 
angel with as mu<.-h personal beauty as the deified Magda- 
len at the foot of the cross. Kiibens's have all the bold 
flourishes and tirillianl coloring of a liberal but crude mind ; 
Vandyke shines brightest in Ms mlnutitc and dignity of 
portraiture; a difference as widespread as the poles, yet 
they were preceptor and pupil. 

In the Mnseum we see Rubens at home, as it were. 

I Though the Cathedral claims his finest achievements, those 

of the Musenm display greater accuracy of drawing. A 

vast wall of the building is occupied by the whole colony 

of Flemish artists, clustered in a group of fifty-two life-size 

portraits, executed by De Keyser, still alive, and though 

he ateadilj' refused to insert hia own flgiire upon earnest 

ilicitation of the corporation, on the plea that the others 

were sanctified by death, when the composition was finished 

and his own was missing, but after loud importunity he 

inled to appear in the extreme background. 

an adjacent building was the exhibition of what 

Beemed a more tangible proof of Belgian artistic enterprise 

nnd glory than the remarkable products of the ancient 

ana. It was a specimen of the way in which the 

I corporation of Antwerp encourages young students to 

emulate these immortal examples. In the school attached 

* to the academy, and encouraged by the municipality, the 

. poorest Brabant may, for a sianll sum, prepare himself to 

mpete for the prize, which gives the winner the privilege 

of being sent to Rome, at the expense of the guild, to com- 

plete his education. The fruits of the labors of the six 

present rivals hung before a criticizing throng. The touch- 

' ing parable of the "'Prodigal Son" was the subject under 

[ treatment, and each one had been left to work out his idenl 

and when all were finished, a caucus of eminent 

I artists convened and pronounced jiidi;ment; and now the 

I victorious woi'k hangs in the centre crowned with laurels. 

There is scarcely a city or town of these old uountries 
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tliBl does not own sul-Ii an inslitiuion, and yet witli all oirr * 
boastfd libtrnl tiilimation in Aiuerlca we have 3*ei to learn 
this great republican lesson. 

Rubcns's masterpieces in the Cathedral, the "Descent 
from the Croaa," the " Elevation of the Cross," and the 
^'' Assumption" did not overcome nor impress me. There 
may have Ijeen something nf disappointment in these woi'ks 
on account of my own inDxperience. and something of ton 
lofty expectations frotn the burden of adululion showered 
upon them; ort here may have been much in the couuter- 
arting radiance of llie sjilendid liecorations of the Cathe- 
dral itself, which had just lieen fully dressed for one of tlie 
numerous religious festivals, that led me to turn rioin the 
pictures to the body of the holy art-gallery. 

Here, again, 1 noted the |>ageanlry of the Catholic Church 
and the inAiiencc it wields, it rules the masses witii the 
magic power of a caduceus^ and whether the ctfect lie upon 
the heart, the intellect, or the senies, if the result he bene- 
ficial, the cause is good. The majority of Papists go to 
church to enjoy the pictures, the exquisite stained glass 
wiudows, the bronzes, the banners, and the sweet music, but 
once having entered the sanctum they pray -, no irrepressible 
longing to lay their hearts down before their Maker would 
have guiiled their steps into tiie Holy of Holies bad it not 
been an art depository as well as the house ofOod. 

The Cathedral is one of those Gothic fancies so prevalent 
in the church architecture of Catholic Europe. A wilder- 
ness of steeples and towers and Hying hnttresacs. Insiilc, 
apart from the Ruliens pictures and the painted windows, 
the amplitude of delicate and intricate wood carvings seem 
to be the loadstar. The elaborate tracery of the superb 
chapels, naves and chancels, is as marvellous and mystical 
a piece of art as the esterlor of the Milan duomo. Religi- 
ous ensigns in the pontiGcal colors floated froni every pillar 
and post, and formed wreatlied drapery from the dome ; the 
clouds of incense symbolized a service which keeps itself 
forever bel'ore its worshippers. 

The populace wei-e out, like a great sea let loose, to wel- 
come the Archbishop. It was a tine spree for them, but it 
was a decorous, sober, stnc«re frolic No sloth, nor intoxi- 
cation, nor profanity characterized tlio herd that swarmed 
tlirongh the lofty aisles of the Cathedral and filled the open 
aquares of tbe city- Every age and station mingled in the 
jubilee, the poorest and the smallest seeming to sympatliiise 
with the event. Tlie resplendent illumination in the even- 
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better title than t 
ndjncent to St. Paul's a huge mound of ruck nnd aing niir- 
moiinted by a tnicificd Chnst represents the sacred hill. 
Hideous prolotjpes of saints, angeis, and patriarchs, stand 
at varied heijilits upon the pnyeuliona, ami surround the 
grotto intended to illustrate the fiejifilchre at Jerusalem, 
behind which a delineation of Pnrjtatory gleamed, where 
the condemned stood neck-deep in flames behind iron bars. 
The entire conception was the fantasy of some ignorant 
bigot, and admirably disposed to make men turn back from 
the Catholic Churcli, who miglit have beeen converted by 
the other fnscinatiuns and dis|i1ays. 'ihe statues without 
exueption were repulsive, nnd the holy tomb, with all its * 
wretched and tawdry painting of purgatory for a back- 
ground, forms a chief object to inspire benighted adherents 
wilii awe, by a constant presentation of the terrors of eter- 
nal damnation. To intensify the ghastly and misshapen 
sight, several clothes-lines stretched from the teuement- 
honscs adjoining, floated all tlic repulsive rags, just wrung 
from the wasblubs, over the heads of the holy conclave. 



L E T T E K I, X X V I . 

" And Ardennes waves abo^e them her green Jeavea, 
Dewey witli nuture's tenr-dropa, aa tliFj pass, 
Oiieving, if au^ht inanimate e'er grieves. 
Over Iho nnreluming brave." 

CuiLDK Harold. 



iDSHBLB, August, 18T8. 
from Antwerp to the 
, as mountainous as a 
the way 



Not an hour's ride on the rails 
little Paris, or hilly city of Brussch 
Swiss town hung upon the Alpine i 
is marked by the vagrant detuchments of canals, the 1 
white lands stretching away from the dunes of the Nether- 
lauds, and the tall poplars of Prance, 

Are gatiie 
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s HtUe in the sppraacfa to these Lotrlaoii vities to ' 
stinolkte the imagiiution. uiil it ia only upon eDtering 
that I naltaed bow it Gllei) oat the pictares of my fancy. 
Tb« polilicaJ a|>ital of Bvlgiam is tncieed Paris, but Paris 
epitoffiixed. Paris curtailed of iu origiaality, aod abridged 
of its lertik mad varied {>rvportio«». 

Aa «xqaiaite dty is Bmsscls, of art and architecture, of 
Taat hotels, of marvvlloas man nfact ores, stations, cathe- 
dral, gailerr. and |,-^ac«. A mongrel city, bo to speak ; 
a half-cast, with French, Germaos. anif Dutch in its line- 
age ; a court centre and aa important commercial station ; 
a city «here the ducal pageants blend and bartaonize 
with the traffic of the ZuyJer Zee. the icy Baltic coast, and 
the far Indies; where the crimson and gold pennoni, ban- 
ners, aod goufaloos Boating from palace capitals and 
cathedral poets, s«em a t>art uf the natioiial colors flying 
from the lofly masts, and the *tbite sails swaying iu tbe 
breeze of the canals and tributaries that Sow awuy to the 
SchetJt; a citj' where the lowly peasant or burgher life 
drifting into the streets every morning from the forests of 
Ardennes or the woods of Soignies, or the plains of V^'ater- 
loo, with its handful of violets and daisies, shred of lace, 
or milk-cart drawn Uy a big j-ellow dog, is far more inter- 
esting than the shrill-voiced boiiffe singers at the Theatre 
de la Moonaie cutting tlieir ambiguous antics, or the 
wealth in the Quartier Leopold, or the extravagant shops 
of the rues Royaie, de la Regence, and de la Madelaine. 

In the early morning the milk or bread wagons, drawn 
by dogs and driven tiy broad, square, brown Walloon 
women, cl.itteriug their satidts and Flemish tongues in 
unison, fill the rugged hitly streets. Two i-aiiine brnies 
harnessed t<> the tongue aiid one under the miniature cart 
pull with all their might the buiden up the hill, and 
when the mistress halts in the vietaiiy of her trade, each 
and every dog drops exhausted upon tbe white roads, but 
with the true instinct of thAt intdlectutil and faithful brute 
springs to his feet at tbe soiinil of his particular mistress's 
step. They serve their milk, Sap the long tabs of their 
white caps and jingle the silver pendants in their ears, 
enter the shady, holy recesses of St. Oudule and pray 
to the Great Unknown, in the glow of the Belgian sun 
streaming through the gulden and crimson glass of the 
marvellous windows, under tbe protection of the nim- 
bussed cheruhs, and in the seductive clouds of incense that 
reverently veil the angels of tbe dome, and return to their 
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bftiit groves and brakes to reliearse on the niorrow tlie 
e programme tlial Ijks been in coui'se uf action even 
[from their infancy, ami will be repeated until the sun of 
life is eclipsed behind the sorrowing shadow of death. 

And these good Brnbant people speak the Flemish or 
Walloon dialect, wliich is as incomprehensible to a French- 
man as it is to an Englishman, while the language of the 
upper classes, of government, the municipal laws and the 
literature, is French, and has been sini-e the days Godfrey 
of Brabant arnied himself with the holy cross and led the 
first crusade. There is some slight variation between the 
Walloon and Flemish tongucB, — the former spoken by the 
northers Belgian, the latter by the peasants of the districts 
south of Liege and Brussels; but neither has a literature 
except in religious publications lor the exclusive use of the 
under orders. The Walloons are an approach to the Irish, 
Scotch, or Swedes, while the Flemish are akin to the real 
Hollander, and tlie npper-temlom are French, or French 
mannered and French educated. 

On an abrupt slope below the noble esplanade of the 
Rue Royale, where the military tramp and the royal car- 
riages follow in close siicceesion, with outriders and flying 
colors tlirongh the long sultry days, there rises a Gothic 
Btruclnre, with jutting angles and naves, ascended by vast 
Sights of stone steps, and crowned liy massive, square, un- 
finished towers, ornate with the florid intricate scrolls of 
the Corinthian chisel. The stained glass windows are the 
cynosure of the interior. They dale from every era of 
time since the thirteenth century, and represent the suc- 
cessive rulers of Belgium in those days of cabal and dis- 
content when the kingdom threw off yoke after yoke of 
foreign oppressors, and passed through a series of regimes, 
choosing its chiefs from among strangers. There are com- 
paratively few sacred subjects portrayed upon these ex- 
quisite windows that arrest tlie attention of the world ; 
yet this is the cathedral where tlie women sell flgures of 
Christ within the vestibule, and the brown-eyed girl from 
Hougomont or Mont St. Jean barters away iier sonl on the 
steps without, under the eye of her Holy lUother and in 
the presence of her God. 

One of the chief charms of Brussels is the monumenlal 
splendors of the streets. In tiiis feature it seems almost 
an envious rival of the white capital of France. Perhaps 
it is because the little kingdonn lias sq much of glory and 
strife and combat to relate in its history, and perhaps be- 



I 



410 PICTCRES AND PORTBAITS ^H 

cause the gallant cilizcns fani-y this way of at once per- 
])«tiiBting tiic fume or iheir great ones and adorning tbeir 
sqiiaree. Is not the equestrian statue oftiodTrey de Bouil- 
lon, erected apon the sjiol where he exhorted the Belgians 
on to war Tor the Holy Sepulchre, a more fitting tribute to 
the centuried hero than some fantastic allegorical marble 
requiring Inscribed explanation ? The Place des Martyrs, 
buck of the Rue Ne live, and approached through the Rue St. 
Michel, contains the cenotaph of the brave who fell iu the 
autumn of ''dO. In a sunken gallery, or ojien tomb, are in- 
closed stone slabs recording the names of the martyrs. The 
figure of enfranchised Belgi um sunnoants a pediment guard- 
ed by angels of mercy and consolation and prayer, while 
Patria herself chronicles with her stylus the eventful days 
that unlocked her gyves, unbound her pinions, and gave her 
freedom; the base contains reliefs of a nation's oaths, its 
conflict, its gratitude, and its tombs. The Counts Bgmont 
and Hoorne still stand before the Maison du Roi in all the 
stony calmness and majesty they displayed the day, three 
centuries ago, they met their treacherous fate, which really 
was the initial scene of the thirty years' tragedy that ende<l 
fn bursting, the Spanish halter. Opening from the Rue 
Royale, and on a vertical line with the celebrated mansion 
where sat " Brunswick's fated chieftain" on the calamitous 
night when a thousand ''lamps shone o'er fair women and 
brave men," the Doric column of Congress loses its lolly 
head in the clouds. The fact which the heaven-kissing 
tower commemorates gave to Belgium its king, its liberty 
of press, freedom of education, immunity of associations, 
and latitude in public worship, and Uelgium reciprocated 
by giving the cloud-capped memorial to the city. 

iJut with all these unfading testimonials to the indepen- 
dence, valor, aud genius of a country, the grotesque Foun- 
tain of the Mannikin is a greater municipal attraction. It 
is worshipped by the lower Flemish, and sought by stran- 
gers ; it is pointed to by valels de p face, and attired in 
fitting costume upon political or religious festivals. The 
Mannikin is a racy little diploraate, who changes his na- 
tional sentiments with the springtide of public opinion, and 
therefore is ever a faithful subject of the enthroned regime, 
and dons a costume in consonance with his precepts. He 
has been a Frenchman, a IJrabant, an Orangeman, a Revo- 
lutionist, and is now a loj'.nl adherent of Leopold, of Saxe- 
Coburg. He alwaj's courts the ruling power and by his 
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W'liile riitti.i ill lier unloDst-d sliiiuklea, looking liealtliy 
Hiiil holy, may aoiiie ila\ tiii-D a grteii and sickly hue, or 
Egmoiit in liis gold lace Anil fe.iLliera mny ho torn down 
from his peileslal nnd beaten into the defiling dust of tlie 
streets bv tlic utignitefiil and forgetting postenty of those 
for whom he suffered, nnd the Colonne dii Congr^s frown 
up'>n the tlireatening inBiii'gents below, tlie Mannikiu will 
reign in stale, for he will be a constituent of the stronger 
faction. 

The city is bntlied in a, sea of pomp and glee, for it is 
the festal season of the silver wedding of Leopold nn<l hia 
Queen Henrietta, and while the steeils I'roni the royal sta- 
bles, gay in gilt trapping and scarlet clotli, and the royal 
guard dinib the stei-p streets, and the silver ciiimes of 
church towers make sweet mulody, and tlic blare of trumpet 
and beat of drum reverberate through the crowded ways 
and galleries, aud silks and lai^es and diamouds rival each 
other in shimmer and texture an<) railiance in the palai'e 
saloons, and orators endeavor to drown eaeh other's voices 
and convictions in the public hails and parks, the peasants 
are trudging their leafy roads, where the shade of poplar 
and pine cast a holy mist around, to tlie great city to join 
in the pageant to their sovereign, a brilliant ovation where 
I catch glimpses of celebrated characters and meet fre- 
quent revelations of the manners and customs of the labor- 
ing mnltrtude, I watched the parade of the Belgian free- 
schools and the Belgian Parliament, with their chiefs and 
leaders of the realm, as it wound about the broad boule- 
vards that form the town into an ill-shaped triangle, like a 
brilliant-hued serpent, aud pa.ssing before the royal family 
under the portico of the palace was lost in the roads lead- 
ing away to the suburbs. Detachments from the far-away 
coal districts of Mons and Liege, the lace sections of Ma- 
lincs, the northern plain.-* of Giient and Bruges, and tlie 
southern sylvan shades of Ariiennes came in fanta»liu 
dress to participate in the jubilee and. offer precious gifts in 
homage to their monarch. 

The communal pupils formed a vast army of childhood, 
and though the mtijority are Roman Catholic they are all 
instructed from a common fund, the training being thor- 
ough and practical, not religions. The girls flaunted their 
white dresses, long panties, and gay ribbons under the 
scrolled and gilded balconies of the metropolis, perhaps for 
the first and last time in Hie, and the boys marched like a 
uiniature battalion of freedinen, in their gala suits and 
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llipir introduction into theii 
n Etirl "f her preseiitrvtion at Viuloria'a 
court. The future mothers and fathers of the kingdom 
clKiriiaaed their festive airs in exquisite harmon; as thej- 
proceeded under the gold and criniBOn flags from their 
homes at Antwerp, Lie^e, Lille, Bruges, Ghent, Malines, 
Brabant, Luiembourg, Hunaull, and Namur, cheered by 
the enthusiasm of the rapturous crowds and stimulated l>y 
the witchery of novelty ; hut as the Liberal deputies lately 
elected to the Belgian Parliament appeared they were 
greeted with a sterner and manlier ebullition of joy. And 
these men had vanquished tlie Uttrnmontanists at tlie late 
elections, — despite the overwhelming Catholicism of Bel- 
gium, — and instructed their King to organize a liberal or 
republican ministry! 

All tbrriiigh the long davs throngs of burghers pass to 
and fro in the halls of the"" Hotel de Ville, where the lace 
train and jewelled coronal to he presented to the Queen hy 
her female aiibjects lay on exhibition, and nil through the 
sunlight hours fine music bauda march and countermarch 
in the glaring streets, white with the sand from the dunes 
of Holland, — military baiiila, allowing a proficiency in the 
art such as I have heai'd in no other foreign capital, except 
nt German Cologne. \et, in the midst of this musical 
supremacy, it was not displeasing to hear that our Gil- 
more's orchestra fairly electrifled the cultivated and cen- 
sorious profeasora of mnaie in the critical city ofBrussola 
not long since, and while many unjust critics claim that 
the American tender's organization is composed of Qer- 
iiiana, such has been the development of scientific music in 
the United States that some of the most valuable contri- 
butions to the operatic stage are native and to the manner 
born. 

The revels and holidays of Catliolic countries are un- 
equalled for brilliancy, abandon, and universal participa- 
tion. The inordinatt! love of dramatic effect, which has 
been fed by tlie garish show and scenic attributes of their 
church, creates a thirst for all attractions necding_^^(iranfeit 
or pvlchinello. The illimiination in the evening was & 
grand sublimation or deification of the glories of the day. 
Great wreaths of mammoth flowers bridged the highways 
from pillar to post; arches of the national colors and vari- 
ous devices of many -colored lanterns Allied the open places; 
bands and atreamers of l)1ack and orange and crimson 
honeycombed the streets, floated from every window and 
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rail nf the habilatioiis, and hung in feiilDaiis — looped 
iiiterwuveQ — over tlie fa^ndca of public structure and pi'i- 
vnte home. Tbe olialky )iR.vemeuta glare in b. hoary r^- 
splendeuce, the atmoapliere is a mystic splendor of pris- 
matiu hues, and the human Lerd dip and float in a foam uf 
ph'isphoiesceni-e. 

Among the hnnoi's extended to the Belgian King and 
Queen, upon the fete of thtir silvet'-weddiDg, the coiioert in 
the park of the Zoological Gnrtlen formed a gonapicuoiis 
feature. A crush of people I niut at the gates clauiorinj; 
for entranue; there was a jostling and bustling of nuiu 
biirgliers and opulent cilizcua and under-offlcers of the 
peace- Afier some delay and a good deal of discomfort 
we accomplished our eutrnu4.'e within the pale, and, slowly 
taking our plaee in the pduderously-moviug liiie, begun 
the ascent of the path triwaid the radiant fagade of the 
restaurant, under which tlie royal pair were to sit. It was 
a weird, uoutcirnal combination of illumlnatioji and sere- 
nade, with the lights siiinini; in the grass like natural eun- 
slellations, and the red-lighted sliells hioking down froiDj 
between the tree-branches like gri'ateyes, and yellow laii>|i8|l 
shining in arclies of glory. The rtecorationa of colorud^ 
firo were superb, but ihe pyrotechnical display diil not sur- 
mount mediocrity, at least to me, for the memory of how I 
had feasled upon the iiuperual blaze of the Cemennial Ex- 
hibition, and the meteoric effulgence of St. Peter's at Uouie, 
was a bar to the enjoyruenl of lesser heaeona. 

The depots for the sale of India sliawls and the brilliant 
depositories ol' laces have nothing at the exterior to indij 
eiiie trade but a large bruss-plate at one side of the entrance 
bearing the name of the firm, and at times the addition of 
the woi'd denlellts. Both these productions deserve to be 
ulasaed in the category of arts, as they lake place with the 
higher sciences of oll-painLing, engraving, sculpture, and 
bnea-brac. The Netherlands have for centuries been in 
direct communication with Inilia, and the wealthy firniH 
own their manuroctoriea of Cashmere shawls among Lhc 
duaky nations of the East. A long aparlment, like a lady's 
drawing-room, ia used for the disptay, and the walls are 
decorated by prints and paintings of the inhabitants of the 
valleys of Northern Ilindooatan, engaged in the various 
processes of the manufacture of the shawls; some at the 
looniB, and some plying their wooden needles, and others 
steeped in rich, warm dyc-atnff of tlie Orient- Do we mar- 
vel at the prices these good* demanded when we learn that 
35* 
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it requires the fleece often goats and & year's work to pro- 
duce a wrap of only ordinai'y qimlity nnd nndcr size? Yet 
these goods may l>e luucliaHed for a third leas price here, 
from the Compngnie des Indes, than at our emporiums. 

My firat experience in the lace-sliops left nie disappotulcd 
and perplexed. They could uot boast of the corresponit- 
ingly and amazingly low figures of the shawls. If there is 
any one thing in which a woman miiy he said to possess 
inslinutive knowledge it is in costume, detail and entire; 
therefore slie is erer awake to tlie inconsistency of over- 
rates. Tlie aristocratic lace and shawl manufactory of 
Brussels is never advertised ; there is ever the all-pervad- 
ing presence of quietude and conceal iiicnt. 1 liad made my 
|inrfliase of Caslinieres and was consulting wilii a friend 
how I slionid carry them home without paying duty, — the 
adroit American female nev«r pays impost, it is not in her 
code, — when tlie saleslady liegan to tell off the cost of her 
InceSi, like a Catholic couutiTig lier beads. What she threw 
before me were of the finest tissue, l)ut all beyond my price. 
The attendant displayed a black thread mantle that had 
been ordered by one of the California money princesses, to 
cost $8000, and the duty at fifty per cent, would add |4000 ; 
but to escape this necessary imposition the garment re- 
mains at tlie depository untiil the lady millionaire calls for 
it and carries it home on her fair shoulders, and so cheats 
poor old Uncle Sam out of lita rightful tariff. A flounce 
of point d'aiguille, costing two hundred and twenty-five 
dollars a meter, liad each sjiray elevated from the founda- 
tion and the opening leaves of each rose consumed a day 
of the laceworker's time; laiior which requires an artist for 
which she receives eighty cents per diem, while the workers 
of less subtile portions receive ten or fifteen cents of our 
money. What I saw was instructive but admonilory.and 
1 hurried away from the airy fabrics with the weighty 
price. After many days' search I found the envied gossa- 
mer in the Rue des Paroissiens, where the finest textures 
may be procured at rates in moderate contrast to those of 
the Indian importers.. 

On a mound of earth adjoining the Zoological Garden I 
sought and found what looked to be an antique ruin. It 
waa the home and studio of tlie erratic artist Wiertz while 
he I'vcd, and is now the casket of his works and a national 
property. I had heard of the fantastic vagaries of this 
gifted man, and felt a natural hunger to feast upon the 
fniils of his weird genius en masac. The paintings that 
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hnve won the fame of this strange being are ttie creationed 
of a, wild, imagiaative lirain, to whidi the owner eemn 
generally to have allowed unlimited scojie ; — to use 8 
Americaniain, "let himself looae." He was an expert wit 
intervals of insanity; often working with genuine inspira- 
tion, and oftener with a reuklesa dash and gross extrava- 
gance ; yet frntn his portrait, painted at various ages, I saw 
a philosophical fnce, and far from any evidence of inebriety 
or ineaniLy. The pictures in his gallery are &11 interesting 
and original enisnations ; must of tlie concejitiona colossal 
and strongly indicative of developed peraouificiitions of 
the maMia-a-potu. With the vivid eoloring of Rnliens, the 
distorted and lirawny anatomy of Mieliel Aiigelo, the pro- 
digious eomeits of Carlyle, and the fanatic illnsions of 
-Poe, lie was at once fascinating and spectral. It seemed 
very like a lunatic giiled with supreme but momentary 
jioner, tjirowing otf liis dark and brilliant vagaries upon 
canvas. Still there were some of his achievements that 
manifested n soft and touching sentiment, mystical and 
beautiful beyond expression. Many of his women seem tu 
have been coined out of the melted lo' 
portrayed horrors of this man's frenz 
a trip to Brussels. 

It is strange that the thickly settled kingdom of Bel- 
gium, crowded with great events and numbers of distin- 
guished artists, writers, and statesmen 

be obliged to take ils kings from other countries. The^ 
fathiir of the present King was Leopold of Snxe-Cobnrg, 
son-in-law of Louis Philippe, of France, and his '" 
))rincess of the house of Austria; so it may be said that 
neitlier are Belgians. Despite the disjiarity of not one 
I'rotestant to every five iiunilred Catholics, the Extremists 
were conquered by a large mnjority at the last election by 
the Liberals. The Queen ix a Protestant, and her royal 
spouse is a modei'ate Catholic, quiet and domestic in his 
customs, while Henrietta ia fond of the turf, horseflesh, 
sawdust, spangles, rush lights, and legs, which is equalized 
by her philanthropy, and though a grandmother, still 
drives four-in-hand and frequenfc the American circus. 
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Peler Roltlnson, 29 


St. Jamea'e Hall. 8fi 


Petrarch and Lanrn, 218 


St. LaDnarda-.>ii-Sea, 110 


Phillipa, J.O. Hh1IiwbII,60 


SI. Loreuio, 289 


Picoini, 81 


St. Maruo. piazza and calLedral, 


PlgeonaofSt. Mark, 300 


295, 299 


Pilli Palaop, 289 


St. PBter'8 Cathedral, 252 


PoiupBii, 379 


SjdBuham Hill, 112 
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TapftBtry of Bajpaz, 110 

Tell's Chapel, 349 

Thames, its conn«e through Rich- 
mond, Kew, Uamptou Court, 
etc, K'O 

Theatres, London 90 

Theatres, Paris, lb9 

Than, 334 

Toalon, 228 

Tower Hill, 96 

Travelling carriages, EngliBh, 19 

Trinity Chapel, iStratford-ou-A7ou, 
59 

Trocad^^ro, 200 

Turin, 309 

Tussaud, Madame, gallery and 
career, 31 

Underground railway, 30 

Valley of Marne, 212 
Venice, 293 
Versailles, 178 



Ve.<uvian Bay, 277 

Vevay, 320 

Villa Borghese, 240 

Virtne and Vice, iu Loudon, 34 

Vitzuan, 350 

Wales, poor of, 37 

Walloons, 403 

Warwick, 61, 64, 65 

Wealth and poverty of London, 34 

Weishaden, 377 

Westminster Abhey, 24, 25 

Westminster Hall,'l31 

Westminster, Marquis of, 53 

Westminster Palai^e Hotel, 22 

Wiertz Gallery, 414 

Windsor, — town and castle, 116, 

117, 118,119, 120 
Wood sculptures, 339 

Zng, Lake, 353 
Zurich, 354 
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